
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Magic Card: Part III

William POV

My name is William Barks, and I’m a rich gentleman who lives in the countryside with his wife and two daughters.  They’re rude to me, constantly ignoring my requests and breaking my curfew every night.  They don’t listen to a goddamn thing I say.

My wife is also frigid, refusing to have sex with me for years now.

So, I heard from a friend of mine about a special product that would change women, making them eager slutty sex slaves ready to their master’s every bidding.  It sounded like a great idea, and I was all for it – especially when my friend (Brad, the CEO of a special company called BD Enterprises) told me he’d send a girl along for my pleasure as well. 

That thought got my cock harder than anything else.  I knew Brad specialized in sex products, particularly those that overrode the prefrontal cortex and turned people into horny sex-starved animal versions of themselves.  I wanted to BE that… but also to have a woman who acted that way with me.

She showed up later that night at my doorstep.  I had all kinds of crazy fantasies… that I would see a gorgeous 21 year old coed with a tight, full body, big tits and a pussy made for breeding. That by the end of the night she’d be pumped full of my seed, her womb overflowing with thick sperm – undoubtedly pregnant with my child.  A single mother barely out of college… of course I’d keep her financially in good shape, sending support checks every month…

Yeah, that’d be hot, wouldn’t it?  My little bastard in another girl’s womb… And just think how many women I could knock up?  The idea was starting to make me throb with excitement, especially when I opened the door and saw my fantasy right before my eyes. 

****

Clarissa’s POV

Maybe for some women, sucking dick was a humiliating or unpleasant experience.  For me?  It was pure bliss.  That’s why I worked at BD Enterprises. 

A company where you get to fuck and suck your way to the top.

I’ve been working there a long time now… more years than I can count.  I’ve given more blowjobs than I can remember.  I’m a bit of an expert. 

Truth be told, when I’m between a man’s legs, my hands on his thighs, smelling the musk of his crotch and the male aroma of his balls… that’s when I’m in paradise.

Oh sure, most people consider me a complete slut.  That’s what I am and I’m happy about it.  But where I feel totally perfect is sucking dick, hearing a man’s gasps and breathing as I lick his veined shaft, my tongue swirling the top. 

And thankfully, the man in front of me at the door did not disappoint.  He was a handsome older guy, and the big bulge in his crotch told me he was definitely well hung.

“Hi,” I said in my light, giggling dumb bimbo voice.  A breathy, sexy voice that instantly got men hard.  “I’m Clarissa, here to serve you.”

“I’m William.  Come on in.”

The handsome guy escorted me inside, his hand on my back.  He was quite a gentleman, and he had a really nice place.  But I just wanted him in my mouth and pussy.  Not the whole tour of his house.

I smiled at him and set my purse down, then, biting my lip, began to undress.  I took my top off, then lowered the straps of my bra.  “Would you like some eye candy before I suck you, sir?”

“Yeah, I would.”  He looked over my body appreciatively as he took a seat in the big leather-backed chair in his living room, spreading his legs.

I let my bra fall and revealed my heavy tits.  My nipples were hard, eager to be sucked.  I knelt between his thighs, unzipping his pants slowly, my gaze never leaving his. 

There was something so thrilling and exciting about knowing I was going to suck cock.  Having a big dick between my lips made all the thoughts go out of my mind, and I could only think of how much I wanted to please him.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice a low grunt.  “Now suck my dick, slut.”

Shivers went up my spine when he called me slut; my submissive side was ready to come out in full.  I removed the thick, hard cock from his pants and began to lick along his shaft, my eyes holding contact with his.  His gaze was penetrating and intense, and I felt ripples of pleasure in my belly and pussy. This was a dominant man, an alpha, he was going to make me cum hard. 

“Anything you want, sir,” I said, kissing his cock worshipfully, paying homage to the strong man in front of me. Thanks to BD Enterprises, I knew my true place in life: to serve men.  To worship men.  To give my body to men, let them use me and fuck me, to be their sex toy.  Having a career, being smart, stuff like that?  Pointless.  A woman’s duty was to make men feel good, to have cum in her belly and mouth and ass, to be of service.  I didn’t care how degrading it was, I was ready to do anything for men.

I sucked his tip, then took him deep into my throat, the big shaft penetrating my mouth like a helpless hole.  He grunted and took my hair in a fist, guiding me along his meaty length.  My eyes rolled back in my head.  I loved it when guys took control.  I felt so slutty and helpless.  Like a good girl.  A good fucktoy. 

He gripped my hair and fucked my mouth, the big dick sliding in and out, his male musk filling my  nostrils and making my pussy clench.  No thoughts.  Just sucking.  Be a good whore and let him use your mouth until he cums. 

“Good girl,” he said again, taking his cock out and slapping me lightly across my face.  I loved that, and gasped, thumbing my nipples and squeezing my thighs together.  It was all I could do to keep from cumming on the spot. 

He shoved his big dick back in my mouth, thrusting into my lips with that humongous, masterful cock.  If this is how he fucks my face, imagine how he’ll feel inside my pussy!

I moved my face along his dick faster, whimpering in pleasure, eager to feel his hot sperm in my lips.  It was something I longed for my whole life, being like this, and now I finally could.

He gripped my hair in his hands and grunted, shooting thick ropes of seed into my throat.  I swallowed eagerly, gazing up submissively into his eyes.  When I had totally drained his balls, I licked my lips and smiled gratefully up at him.  “Thank you, master.  What a wonderful delicious gift….”

He pet my hair and smiled approvingly.  “Good girl… Now I want to feel myself bottoming out in your tight wet pussy…”

It was all I could do not to strip and spread my legs for him right then and there!  But I forced myself to wait, because he seemed to have plans for me…
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