
        
            
                
            
        

    
A hot preview

It was all I could do to focus on basic tasks at work sometimes… I was supposed to answer the phone and tell potential customers about our product.  I couldn’t always remember what I was supposed to say, though… The urge to take my bra off, rub my big titties and finger fuck myself to climax right in front of the whole office was too great. 

What really turned me on, though, was being a slut for every man who wanted to use me.  One day I was walking down the hall, when Greg, a big powerful guy who resided on the 3rd floor, slapped my ass and whistled.  “Looking fine, baby,” he cooed in my ear, coming up behind me and pressing his hard dick into my butt.  “Wanna have a little fun?”

This would be sexual harassment in any other office!  Said that little voice in my head, the annoying one that always wanted me to stop having fun.  You can’t just let a guy come up and fuck you!

But it seemed I could and I would… Secretly, I’d always dreamed of being a free use bimbo, the sex slave of a huge cadre of men who could use me any way they wanted.  I ached to service their big cocks, to feel their hot cum painting my body as I walked through my day.

It was a feminist’s nightmare, but it was my misogynist dream.

He didn’t wait for me to answer, and instead put his big hands on my tits, rubbing them through my blouse. My pussy immediately started to gush, eager to have his big dick inside me.  I bit my lip, wanting to fight with the last shreds of resistance that odd part of my brain seemed to have… but knowing it was futile. 

I was a bimbo slut, and I loved it. 

I’m a bimbo slut and love it… The phrase repeated over and over in my head as Greg’s big dick entered me from behind. I felt powerless, impaled on his cock and pressed against the wall.  He gripped and mauled my tits as his dick spread my walls, stretching me around him, making me conform to his size. 

Making me… my pussy stretching on his cock, shaping to him…

I’m meant to be a slut for cock.  I’m meant to be a dumbo bimbo sex toy.  A cum bucket.  A vessel for men’s sperm.  I want to be bathed in thick white sperm…

I gasped, feeling his dick throb inside me.  I was an office worker, supposed to be doing office stuff, not getting fucked like a slut!

Wronggggggg….. Said the voice in my head, the other one, the naughty one that wanted me to experience pleasure.  You’re supposed to be a walking cum bucket, remember?  You should have fertile, potent seed dripping down your thighs while you stagger stupidly through the hall after a fresh fuck.  You’re basically a walking sex toy now.

The Magic Card II:

Brad POV

Kristen gasped as I slid my large cock easily into her sopping wet folds, her walls squeezing me tight.  I groaned; god she felt good, really good.  I could get used to being inside a hottie like her.

“Oh fuck me sir,” she gasped, sliding her hot wet cunt backwards on my dick, taking me deeper inside.  “Mmmm I love it….”

It’s so fucking wrong, I thought, groaning as I bottomed out inside her.  I have totally upended the norms of society with my control.  And yet, everyone in the office is completely satisfied and happier than they ever could be without the spell. 

With that thought in mind, I started to fuck her in earnest, my cock parting her hot slick walls with vigorous strokes.  She gasped, moaning, “Wow you’re so big in me, I’ve never taken anything that big before…”

Before I knew what was happening, Kristen’s walls contracted around my cock, milking me as she orgasmed.  I squeezed her tits, her ass connecting with my hips as I shoved in deep, grunting like a caveman.  “Yeah that’s a good girl, cum on master’s cock…”

“Ooooooh fuck!”

Lia and Mark were still savagely fucking, lost in their own world of primal pleasure.  They knew we were here, but not really aware of us…. The effects of the sexual spell were extremely strong, so much that it made people totally forget where they were or what was happening.

I had actually witnessed my employees fucking in public, totally ignorant of everyone around them, drawing gasps from people passing by…

I wonder if I can extend my power, I thought.  If I could create a piece of code or spell or something strong enough that it could affect others outside my office… I could create a whole city full of sex fiends.  People who would have wild orgies right on the streets, or in stores, or just anywhere….

It was a weird, crazy thought, but it was hot enough that I felt my balls tighten and my orgasm hit hard and strong.  I grunted and held my cock deep in Kristin’s tight cunt, shooting thick ropes of sperm into her womb. 

Oh, right, I thought – that’s my other goal.  Get every girl in the office good and pregnant.

****

Kristen POV

I could never have imagined in a million years that I would end up working at the place of my dreams.  But somehow, the new office was quickly becoming just that.  I had everything a girl could fantasize about: a schedule of sex, sex, and more sex; a handsome, powerful boss with a huge dick, and the eagerness to serve every man in the office with my body. 

I never did anything, of course, without my master’s instruction.  It felt sooooo good to serve, to give in to all his desires.  There was sometimes a nagging voice in the back of my head that said – all of this was alittle weird, and a little unorthodox for sure…

But then the pleasure would come back, and the horny urges in my body, that totally took control and made me into a slutty little bimbo. 

It was all I could do to focus on basic tasks at work sometimes… I was supposed to answer the phone and tell potential customers about our product.  I couldn’t always remember what I was supposed to say, though… The urge to take my bra off, rub my big titties and finger fuck myself to climax right in front of the whole office was too great. 

What really turned me on, though, was being a slut for every man who wanted to use me.  One day I was walking down the hall, when Greg, a big powerful guy who resided on the 3rd floor, slapped my ass and whistled.  “Looking fine, baby,” he cooed in my ear, coming up behind me and pressing his hard dick into my butt.  “Wanna have a little fun?”

This would be sexual harassment in any other office!  Said that little voice in my head, the annoying one that always wanted me to stop having fun.  You can’t just let a guy come up and fuck you!

But it seemed I could and I would… Secretly, I’d always dreamed of being a free use bimbo, the sex slave of a huge cadre of men who could use me any way they wanted.  I ached to service their big cocks, to feel their hot cum painting my body as I walked through my day.

It was a feminist’s nightmare, but it was my misogynist dream.

He didn’t wait for me to answer, and instead put his big hands on my tits, rubbing them through my blouse. My pussy immediately started to gush, eager to have his big dick inside me.  I bit my lip, wanting to fight with the last shreds of resistance that odd part of my brain seemed to have… but knowing it was futile. 

I was a bimbo slut, and I loved it. 

I’m a bimbo slut and love it… The phrase repeated over and over in my head as Greg’s big dick entered me from behind. I felt powerless, impaled on his cock and pressed against the wall.  He gripped and mauled my tits as his dick spread my walls, stretching me around him, making me conform to his size. 

Making me… my pussy stretching on his cock, shaping to him…

I’m meant to be a slut for cock.  I’m meant to be a dumbo bimbo sex toy.  A cum bucket.  A vessel for men’s sperm.  I want to be bathed in thick white sperm…

I gasped, feeling his dick throb inside me.  I was an office worker, supposed to be doing office stuff, not getting fucked like a slut!

Wronggggggg….. Said the voice in my head, the other one, the naughty one that wanted me to experience pleasure.  You’re supposed to be a walking cum bucket, remember?  You should have fertile, potent seed dripping down your thighs while you stagger stupidly through the hall after a fresh fuck.  You’re basically a walking sex toy now.

My tongue lolled out of my mouth, a dumb smile on my face as Greg fucked me rough and hard, grunting like a primal caveman.  His dick spurted in me, warm seed splashing my insides – and then he pulled out, rubbing his cock frantically as the rest of his cum shot hotly onto my ass.  I moaned, orgasm washing over me, huge waves of pleasure that made it impossible to think of anything else.

There’s only one thing would make this better: being full and pregnant.

I gasped – a double orgasm hitting me – as I realized my true fantasy.  I wanted, no I NEEDED, to be fucked and filled so much I would get pregnant with all these mens’ babies… God, I wanted to be the knocked up office whore!  Imagine how filthy and taboo it was, and how sexy!

Just the idea was enough to make me cum again. 
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