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This is a continuation of my short, From Boss to Bimbo: Making of an Office Slut. You can read this as a standalone but it’s best enjoyed after reading the first story!


My Boss, My Submissive

It had been one week since I made a slave of my bitchy boss, Brenda. She was basically asking for it. She’d always been a royal pain in the ass, taking credit for work she didn’t do and making everyone’s lives hell. Her promotion to supervisor had come as a surprise to all of us; but then I found out why she’d been promoted.

Beautiful, poised, perfect, married Brenda was fucking our old, crusty President. Right in the office break room, no less! I happened to catch them in the act and record a video of it; considering her “happy marriage” to an investment banker, her kids, the amount she loved her job, and everything else at stake, she was willing to do anything to keep that tape secret.

We had a very specific set of rules for how she was to conduct herself at all times. I hadn’t forced her into anything public – yet – but I had forced her to change her attitude in the office. She had to be nicer to everyone, doing more work so the rest of us had less to do. In fact, she did all my work, which opened up a lot more time for me to think up new rules and ways to tease and please her.

Whenever I texted her, or called her, or went into her office, she was to drop everything and meet me where I told her to, to service me with whatever hole I chose.

She was never to wear panties.

She called me Master or Sir and wore her collar whenever I told her to.

She bought all the toys and accessories I told her to. I would meet her after work at the local sex shop and I would choose some things I’d like to use on her. Then, she’d pay for them while I held her by the hair, so everyone would know who she was buying these toys to please. And then we’d try them out, one by one (or sometimes a few at the same time!)

I know this sounds like she must have hated every second but let me tell you something: while she wasn’t so thrilled about our arrangement at first, I barely even started touching her before she let her true colors fly.

Brenda was a freak. In the truest sense of the word. The more I abused her, the more she loved it – and worshipped me. I could spank her until she was red as a fire hydrant, split her ass in two fucking her dry, fill her slit with my seed then force her to eat it out of herself, tie her up, fuck her throat in the bathroom…and she loved it. I was figuring out pretty quickly that she was even more depraved than me. And that was obviously, a good trait for a fuck slave to possess.

So when the first week came to an end and I started running out of ideas, I figured it was time I brought in reinforcements.

Luckily, the perfect man for the job happened to work right beside me.

Simon and I were quite close, for coworkers, being only a few cubicles apart. And one night, when we’d both stayed a little too long at the bar after everyone else went home, we bonded over our shared hatred for Brenda, and our enjoyment of slightly darker sexual acts. And the more we drank and bonded, the more we could admit to further and further depths of immorality. Simon was, quite possibly, the only man I’d ever met with a dirtier mind than mine.

He was going to kill me for holding out on him for so long with this Brenda thing. The fact that I was grooming her into a perfect office fuck toy and didn’t tell him for a whole week would drive him crazy. But I had a way to make up for it; he’d have to forgive me once he got a good look at the work I’d done so far (never mind a good taste, and a good feel…)

My ultimate plan for our boss was to make her a living sex toy for the whole office to use. A cum dumpster with a corner office. Her door would always be open, and so would her mouth and her legs. Whenever someone needed relief, they could unload their load on our beautiful skank of a boss.

I knew the men would like this plan. Her amazing body had always been a sharp contrast to her shitty attitude; beautiful, firm D-cup breasts and an ass built for porn. Her red hair was long and always tied up in a bun or ponytail. Her lips were plump – and looked downright amazing when they were stretched around a thick cock.

But I didn’t want to throw her into her new job without a little easing into it. And that’s where Simon came in. He’d be perfect to help me beta-test her. Make sure she was ready to take on everything our office would require of her.

So on the last day of the week, right before lunch, I texted Brenda and told her that she should be waiting for me, naked, in her office, after lunch. She was to cancel any appointments and prepare to spend at least an hour serving me. I didn’t mention Simon. She’d find out soon enough.

And at lunch, I offered to take Simon out for a burger. He happily agreed. Once we were seated and got to chatting, I wasn’t sure how to drop the bomb on him. So eventually, I just did it.

“Hey, Simon,” I said during a lull in our conversation. “What if I told you that I’d managed to make Brenda into a fully functional, cock-worshipping fuck slave?”

He choked on his burger, eyes nearly bugging out of his head. But then he laughed, realizing I couldn’t be serious.

“You’d be my hero,” he said. “And I’d ask if you wanted me to have a go at her, to make sure she was performing at her best.”

“Hm,” I said. “Well, that’s good to hear. Because I’m not joking. When we return from lunch, our boss will be waiting, naked, in her office. She’s my slave, Simon.”

I patiently explained it all, enjoying his wild facial features as it all hit home for him. By the end of lunch, he was practically sprinting back to the car, eager to see if I was full of shit, or if he was about to see one of the world’s seven wonders.

I followed him leisurely through the office; he paused right in front of her office door, looking somewhat scared to open it. I grinned, grabbed the handle, and swung it open.

There she stood, our royal cunt of a boss, totally naked and spread wide on her desk. All she wore was her collar.

The look on her face was a work of art.

And Simon’s face was just as priceless.

The door shut behind us, and I clicked the lock. Brenda scrambled up, trying to cover herself.

“Uh-uh-uh,” I said, waggling my finger. “Don’t you dare. Slave, I’ve brought Simon in to help me break you in today. Eventually, as you know, you’ll be serving this whole office the same way you serve me. I’ll always be your master, but you’ll be at your employees’ disposal to use as they please. Simon is here for a…hm, a quality check.”

Simon grinned, his eyes bugging out of his head as he gazed upon Brenda’s lithe, buxom body. Her lip trembled but she knew she’d be punished if she said anything or protested, so she just stood there like the mindless sex toy she was. Simon looked at me as though asking what he should do now; I realized he didn’t want to overstep his boundaries, since she was my pet.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Give her a go. Tell her to kneel before you.”

Simon smirked and snapped his fingers.

“Come on, slut,” he said. “Get on your knees. Show me what a good little slave you are.”

Immediately, Brenda dropped to her knees, eyes watering slightly as she absorbed the new turn her life was taking.

“Where’s your leash, my pretty little fuck doll?” I asked, wanting to show Simon some of her tricks. She blushed fire engine red, turning to me with a pleading look on her face. Clearly, she didn’t want to obey me in front of company. That was too fucking bad, and I made sure my tone got that sentiment across. “Show. Simon. Your. Leash. Bitch.”

She whimpered, dropped to her hands and knees, and crawled behind her desk. I met Simon’s eye and winked while we waited for Brenda to return; she did, still on her hands and knees, now obediently holding her leather leash in her mouth, clamped between her teeth. Her generous tits swayed as she crawled back to kneel before Simon and show him the leash that she kept in her office at all times.

“How’d you teach her that trick?” Simon said, voice cracking with wonder. A drop of saliva escaped her lips, which were spread wide and strained with the effort of holding the leash. It slipped down the upper curve of her breast. We kept talking as though she wasn’t in the room, as I described my various methods of reward and punishment.

She waited patiently, like a good little slave, to receive another order. Simon reached out idly and touched her hair, as though confirming that this really was the uber-bitch of a boss who’d so recently been public enemy number 1. I could almost see how she preened at his touch, despite her obvious shame and discomfort.

“And she enjoys it,” Simon marveled. “She really, truly enjoys it?”

“She does,” I said. “Tell him, office slut. Tell him how much you love serving Master and obeying his every command. Tell Simon how much you love taking his cum in any hole he cares to fill.”

The leash dropped from her lips as she spoke.

“I love serving my Master,” she intoned. “I love sucking and fucking him until he covers me with his cum. I love filling my belly with his seed and letting him fuck my pussy and my ass as much as he wants. I love being his obedient little office pet, and I live to please him.”

“Hot damn,” Simon grinned. “This is beautiful work, Jared!”

“You’re just at the tip of the iceberg,” I said. “Don’t you wanna take her for a test run? I plan on turning her into a toy for the whole office to use, but I think she still has some one-on-one training before she’s ready to be our public cum dumpster.”

Simon smirked. He was still petting Brenda’s head, and now I watched as he grabbed a fistful of hair, tugging instead of petting. Brenda’s chin lifted as he pulled her face upwards.

“What do you think, slut? Are you a good enough little whore to be worth my time?”

Brenda just moaned. I knew she was getting nice and wet, as she always did when I abused her. She was a glutton for punishment, her pussy firing up the more she was put in her place.

“Open your mouth,” Simon growled, and Brenda squirmed as she obeyed him. I watched as my friend spit into her mouth; I hadn’t even done that yet, but Brenda took it beautifully, and Simon praised her for it. “Good girl. You know that anything I want to give you, you should accept with a smile. You’re ours. I bet you’re squirming like that because you’re wet and tingling and ready to cum, aren’t you? Answer me.”

“Yes, sir,” Brenda moaned, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her shallow breath. Simon smiled down at her.

“And what will you do for me to convince me you deserve to cum?”

“Anything, sir,” she groaned. “I’ll do anything to please my Master…and his friends.”

She corrected herself, which made me extremely proud. Simon clearly enjoyed it too, and dropped his grip on her hair. Simon leaned down and picked up her leash, fastening it to her collar. Winding it around his hand, he shortened it until our boss was pulled closer and closer to him, struggling to stay balanced as he dragged her from her knees.

“God, I don’t know what to do first,” Simon said. “I kind of want to watch her finger her needy little cunt.”

“She’s good at that,” I observed. “And she’ll beg to suck your cock while she does it. She even has special tools just for that sort of thing in her desk.”

Simon’s eyes glittered and he looked back down at our slut.

“Is that so? Well, how can I resist? Come on, pet,” he said, and yanked on her leash, forcing her to spin around and scramble after him. He walked her across the room to her desk and patted the top.

“Come on, sit up here and spread your legs. Show me how wet and desperate you are.”

Brenda whimpered, but she obeyed, climbing up onto the desk. In the process of sitting down with her legs spread for us to admire, her leash fell between her breasts and then trailed down her stomach. It settled into place between her pussy lips and she shuddered at the contact with her clit.

“That’s beautiful,” Simon crowed, watching our boss writhing in front of us from the slightest friction against her sex. “I want to watch her fuck herself on her leash. Go ahead and start rubbing it against your clit, slave.”

Brenda moaned and began to obey, reaching under her raised knee to grab at the leash and hold it taut against her pussy. It slipped between her puffy, red lips and offered the perfect surface for our wanton whore to rub her clit. Her hips moved slowly up and down, her eyes closing and her mouth opening in bliss as she fucked herself for our viewing pleasure.

“What kinds of toys did you say she has?” Simon asked, dragging his eyes from the splendid vision before us. “Do you have any nipple clamps?”

“Sure do,” I said, moving around the desk to open the drawer. At one time, it was full of regular office supplies. Now, it was full of all the vibrators and dildos and butt plugs and various pleasurable devices I forced my slave to use during the workday.

I found the nipple clamps and reached around her waist. Her tits were heavy and she moaned desperately as I lifted them. I could see Simon watching in approval as I teased Brenda’s luscious chest, pinching her nipples once to make sure they were nice and hard.

When I attached the metal clamps to her breasts, Brenda cried out in pleasure and pain, and her back went arrow-straight as an orgasm ripped through her. We could watch the juices spilling from her cunt, staining a piece of paper below her. I was hard, and knew Simon had to be pretty aroused, too, but we had plenty of time to play with our boss. She panted, recovering from her climax, but Simon didn’t let her recover for long.

“I didn’t say you could stop fucking yourself, did I, slut? You don’t stop when you’re satisfied. You stop when we tell you to. Now, use just your fingers this time. Shove those manicured nails up your wet cunt. And look at me while you fuck yourself.”

Brenda looked pained, her clit clearly overstimulated and her nipples red from the clamps. The chain connecting them hung over her stomach as she slowly dipped one finger, then two, into her dripping cunt. She obeyed Simon, looking him in the eye as she began to pump her own pussy while we watched.

“What are you thinking about when you do that, slut? Are you thinking about what a nasty, awful, stupid cunt you are?”

Simon really knew how to get Brenda going, as her eyes immediately rolled back at his abusive language.

“Answer me,” Simon growled, a threat hiding in his tone.

“Yes, sir,” she panted. “I’m thinking of what a slut I am. A cheap, dirty slut…”

“Are you thinking of how much you love cock? How you wish you could worship cock all day long? How you wish you could fuck and suck every man who would do you the favor of letting you serve him?”

“Fuck!” Brenda thrust her fingers harder into her pussy. “Fuck, yes, sir!”
 

“Do you want to suck my cock, Brenda? Are you thinking about how good my cum would taste in your throat, filling your stomach? Are you wishing you were bent over this desk and getting your ass raped by your employees?”

“Yes! Yes, sir! Yes, I want to suck your cock! Oh, god,” she cried, her fingers going crazy now, her tits bouncing so much her nipples must be screaming in pain. She used her other hand too, rubbing her clit desperately while she tried to make her fingers fill the need only a cock could truly fill. “Please, please, please, Master, let me…let me…”

“Well,” Simon said, grinning as he stepped forward. “Since you asked so damn nicely.”

He reached out and Brenda let out a scream as he grabbed the nipple clamp chain, pulling her forward. Her fingers left her cunt in the surprise of it. Simon was so tall that the desk only came up to mid-thigh, so when he pulled Brenda onto her knees and then further down, until she was on her hands and knees, she was face-level with his cock. In a minute, he’d freed himself and was holding his cock in his hand. I have to admit, Simon’s height was a good indicator of his cock. The man was impressively built.

And my perfect little fuck toy appeared to think so to.

He released the chain and grabbed a handful of her hair as she stared dumbly and open-mouthed at his cock. She was literally drooling. And as Simon pulled her lips onto his cock, she moaned happily. Like any good slut, she was really only satisfied when her mouth was stuffed.

“Keep fucking yourself,” Simon demanded, using her head liberally, forcing her to his desired pace by yanking on her hair. Her eyes started to water as she plunged her hand between her thighs and rubbed her clit violently. She sucked his cock so hard that her cheeks indented with stark shadows, her nostrils flaring as he stuffed her throat and blocked her airways. Saliva flowed down her chin.

Simon was fucking her mouth so hard that the sound of his balls hitting her face echoed around the room. And our office toy was getting off on the abuse, her hips shaking, muffled moans escaping her throat. Watching my once-proud and bitchy boss finger herself while she sucked the life out of my friend had me eager to get into her ass again; I’d already pumped my cum into her needy pussy once that day, but her tight asshole always made it easy to unleash another load.

How happy she would be now that she would have twice as many cocks to serve, and twice as much cum to gobble up. I could see her climax tightening as her limbs went stiff, and when Simon groaned and slammed into her, forcing her so far down his shaft that her nose flattened against his torso, she finally bucked and shuddered.

He kept her mouth where it was, thrusting, emptying his balls into her eager throat. She swallowed every drop; she’d gotten very good at that, this past week. When Simon yanked her head away, he finished the job by shooting a last spurt of cum across her tits.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, still holding her by the hair. She drew her finger across her breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between her lips, moaning as she swallowed it. Only then did Simon release her, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. Two weeks ago, you were bitching at me for coming in late. Now you’re desperate for my cum, begging to suck my cock. And you love being a slave, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her gaze glancing in my direction. “I love cock, I want more, please…”

I wasn’t soft, but I wasn’t really hard, either. I’d give my poor little pet something to cum on, but she’d have to work for it. Simon was zipping himself up, but I knew he wasn’t altogether finished with his newly discovered plaything.

“Does she do any other tricks?” he asked, turning to me as well. I nodded and snapped my fingers, pointing to my feet. She obeyed the command, scrambling off the desk and crawling to bend at my feet. She leaned down, ass high in the air, and started licking my shoes, making mewling noises as she did so. I snapped my fingers again and she rose; I pointed to my crotch and she eagerly unzipped me, pulling my pants and boxers down.

“Balls,” I ordered, wanting to keep her suspended in aroused torture for a while longer. She loved sucking cock, but wasn’t so crazy about licking my balls, for some reason. She knew perfectly well that anything a man wanted her to do was her life’s mission and greatest joy, but she still didn’t approach this particular task as enthusiastically as others.

But she leaned in and lapped at my balls, covering them with her warm tongue, sucking them into her mouth, her creamy white tits pressed to my thighs. I could feel my cock stirring as she went to work on my sack. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head away. I looked at Simon.

“You want to punish her for being such a bitch for so long?” I asked. “I’ve been spanking her daily, but she still has a lot to atone for…”

Simon grinned, and I knew his answer was yes. I adjusted myself and quickly dragged my boss across the office, leading her by her hair, until she was leaning over her desk. Her nipples must have been screaming from the clamps, and I couldn’t wait to soothe them with my mouth. But first…

“Leather, or wood?” I asked, turning to Simon.

“Wood,” he answered, very sure in his response. I smiled. I preferred leather. Well, that was good; lots of variety for our mindless whore. I reached into that drawer of naughty treasures and pulled out the wooden paddle I’d made her buy. Handing it to Simon, I pointed out the marks that already scarred her creamy rump.

“Has your husband seen these yet, slave?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Yes, sir,” she sighed.

“And what does he think?”

She was silent for a moment.

“I think…I think he’s going to leave me,” she finally said, voice small and weak. Well, that was surprising. Really, the only thing keeping Brenda under my control was the video of her being unfaithful. I figured that losing her family was the most compelling reason for her to continue with this whole scenario. Apparently, I was wrong.

“And are you afraid of that? Of him leaving you?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned. She wasn’t facing us, as she knew that when she was going to be spanked she must keep her hands on the desk and her eyes forward. Her ass invited Simon’s eyes, but I was intrigued by what she was saying.

“Do you want to stop this? Do you want to call off our arrangement? It might save your marriage,” I said. “If you come clean…”

“Dude, what the…” Simon interjected, but Brenda suddenly turned to us, eyes wide and lips pouting.

“No! No, please, sir,” she cried. “I don’t want to stop serving you, Master. Please.”

Well, you could have blown me over with a breeze. And frankly, I nearly came in my pants. This wasn’t extortion anymore. She wasn’t just trying to save her ass. She was really, truly broken. She was mine. I could release the video, ruin her life, and she’d still lick my shoes and suck my dick on command.

Beautiful.

“Have at her, Simon,” I said, smiling down at my obedient, mindless pet. He wasted no time; I watched her fingers curl as the pain shot through her, the wood smacking against her bare ass. The wood was rough, and left interesting patterns on her flesh. Simon might have been a baseball player in college, because each spank had her body jerking forward and filled the room with its echo.

I could tell the bruises would be worse than any I’d left. She might not even be able to sit down. Poor thing. I would have pitied her if I wasn’t sure that it’s what she really wanted. To be punished and abused like the dirty little slut she was.

Simon spanked her until he was out of breath and she was red-faced, squirming, and barely able to hold back her screams.

“I sure wish we could hear her,” he said. “But it wouldn’t do to have the whole office tuning in.”

“My thoughts exactly,” I said. “Maybe after work, though. She has quite the set of lungs on her, I promise.”

“I’ll bet,” he said. “She sure has plenty of experience yelling at us, huh?”

“Now, slave,” I said, yanking her up. I spun her around; she could barely stand, but her pussy was absolutely dripping, her thighs wet. When I unclamped her nipples, she let out such a sigh of relief it could have blown down one of the little pig’s houses.  Stepping slightly to the side, I cupped her breasts. “Simon, how long have you wondered what these babies felt like?”

“Too damn long,” he grinned, coming forward to stand at her other side. He grabbed her breast, greedily, massaging it from below while she threw her head back and moaned. I kept working on her other tit, kneading it in circles around her chest, my free hand resting on her lower back.

Her poor nipples were red and swollen, and I blew across the one on my side, causing her to moan. Simon was already leaning his head in and taking her nipple in his mouth, kissing it once before attacking it with his tongue and teeth, pulling it away, sucking it into his mouth. She was squirming again, pressed against the desk, and when I followed suit, lifting her breast to meet my lips, she cried out in ecstasy. My hard-on was developing pretty well by then, and I was getting impatient to get to the main course. I pulled away to speak to Simon once more.

“There should be another toy in the drawer you might enjoy using on her,” I said. “As for me, I think I’ll fuck her throat for a while. Does that sound good, slut?”

“Nnngh,” she moaned as I twisted her nipple. “Yes, sir.”

She didn’t wait another second before dropping to her knees before me and freeing my lengthy cock. Meanwhile, Simon perused the contents of the desk drawer; I saw the grin on his face and knew he’d found something he liked.

“This will do, won’t it?” Simon said, pulling out a sizable black dildo from the drawer. I nodded, putting my hands on Brenda’s scalp while she began to tease my cock. I’d trained her well; sometimes I like to go straight for the throat, fucking her raw, but today I had already come once and felt like letting her lick and suck me for as long as she wanted.

She moaned at the taste of me, and taking her cue from the gentle pressure I put on her scalp, she swallowed my tip between her lips. Her tongue lapped and flicked over my head, collecting the drops of pre-cum that gathered there and swallowing them gratefully.

Simon positioned himself behind her, forcing her thighs open wide. She didn’t skip a beat, but kept sucking my cock like a lollipop, moaning and drooling all down her chin. Her dripping cunt accepted the dildo smoothly, even though Simon used no tact in thrusting it into her. In fact, she responded well to his rough treatment, her eyes going wide and then rolling upward as she felt her pussy filled.

Simon maneuvered himself in such a way that he could pinch and rub her clit while fucking her with the dildo, and her hips began to move in time with his thrusts. I knew that she would fuck herself if he let her, but I was too preoccupied with enjoying my toy’s tongue dancing along my cock to say anything.

I increased my pressure on her head and she inched forward, her cheeks caving as she sucked me hard into her throat. At the same time I felt myself hit her throat, Simon thrust the dildo into her so hard that she screamed. He must have done something beautiful to her clit, too, because I got to watch her cum while I deep-throated her. Her body was changing to accept the daily abuse, and now it was easy for me to slide all nine inches of my dick into her throat.

Her hands were on my thighs, her nails digging into me slightly as she struggled to hold herself upright with Simon’s continual and abusive treatment of her pussy. Tears spilled down her cheeks, her nostrils flared, and her whole body shook with dark pleasure. Now, I was impatient. I ripped myself out of her throat, letting her gasp for air.

“You ready to try out that pussy you’ve been playing with?” I asked over her head, catching Simon’s eye.

He smirked and nodded, and when he rose I saw he was hard again. I couldn’t wait to feel her ass tighten when she was fucked in both holes at once; so far, we’d used a dildo to replicate the experience, but I knew it would be different with a real cock inside her. Yanking her up once more by her hair, I hoped that the position I envisioned would work.

I instructed Simon to lay on the desk, and then helped our little fuck toy up until she was straddling him. I had thought ahead and gotten a stool that would let me stand at the perfect height to fuck her ass while she was on the desk, and put it in place. I hadn’t even gotten myself into position before Simon, impatient, thrust into our boss and groaned as her pussy clenched around him.

We’d been using Ben-Wa balls to make sure her cunt stayed nice and tight despite all the fucking she endured day in and day out, and she knew that it was her job as our pleasure slave to work as hard as she could to make sure we enjoyed fucking her. With Simon’s hands on her hips, she started riding him, moaning with each stroke. Her breasts bounced up and down, giving Simon quite a show; he could never have imagined that he’d be watching his boss fuck him like a whore while he lay on her desk. And once I added my dick to the mix…

I could only stand to watch for a few seconds before impatience overtook me. I hopped up on the stool and grabbed her ass. Putting one hand on her upper back, I pushed her forward, until she was on all fours once more, her tits in Simon’s face, her ass cheeks spread wide and her rosebud ready for me. Simon was courteous enough to pause in his thrusting; he was half-way inside her, so it wouldn’t be too hard for me to thrust into her ass without lube. I positioned myself, gripped her hips, and rammed into her.

“Oh, FUCK!” Brenda screamed, which earned her a slap on the ass for speaking out of turn. I was balls-deep in her sweet, tight ass, and below me Simon was slowly burying himself in her pussy. With two dicks plugging her holes, she felt as tight as a virgin. Her thighs were shaking wildly, her breath shallow and fast, as her body tried to make sense of the feeling.

“Why’d you stop fucking me?” Simon teased from below, grabbing her face in one hand and pulling it towards his. “C’mon, Brenda. Show me just how good a fuck slave my boss really is.”

She let out a guttural moan, but she obeyed. There was a period of trial and error while she learned how to use her hips in such a way that she could please both of us at once, but eventually we got into a perfect rhythm. Her moans and cries of pleasures when Simon and I were both filling her to the brim was music to my ears, and I started fucking her harder, challenging her to keep up.

“This is just the beginning,” I warned her. “Wait until you’re fucking two men with another jamming his cock down his throat. Imagine what it’ll feel like when half the office is standing around you waiting for their turn to cum on your dirty, abused body. You’ll be covered with it, dripping from every hole…”

My words were getting her worked up. I wished I could see what Simon saw, her face contorting in pleasure as her climax built inside her.

“You’ll like that, won’t you, slave? Because you were built for this. All you’ve ever been meant to do was serve. You’ve wasted your whole life trying to avoid your true purpose. You’re a cum guzzling sex toy. That’s what you are, Brenda. You’re not our boss. We own you. Admit it, and you can cum while we fuck you.”

“Yes, sir,” she cried out. “You own me! I’m yours…to fuck…whenever…you want! I’m…a…a…fuck…I’m a....cum…slut.….ohhhh, god, yessssss!”

Just like that, I felt her body clench tight and then release. Beneath me, I heard Simon groan as her pussy dropped low on his cock, swallowing every inch, begging for his seed to add to her climax.

I couldn’t hold back either, and rammed myself deep into her ass to unload my cum. Thick, warm spurts of seed filled her ass and pussy at the same time, and the whole time she was cumming like crazy, howling like the animal she was, grinding her hips like she was begging for more. And when we couldn’t shoot any more cum into her, that’s exactly what she did; to my intense pleasure, our little office toy took it upon herself to beg for more abuse.

“Please, please, please,” she moaned as we both pulled out, leaving her dripping with our seed. “I need…more, please…oh, fuck…”

Her pussy dripped onto her desk as Simon lifted her hips and thrust her away. He rose with a satisfied sheen in his eyes, and we watched her come down from her climax, her chest shuddering with each breathe, our white semen coating her from slit to ass. She reached down between her legs, dipping one finger into her slit and drawing some of our cum onto her finger, which she promptly sucked between her lips.

“I think she’s ready,” Simon said with a shrug. “I don’t know how much more we can train her, when she so clearly doesn’t want to wait a second longer.”

“I think you’re right,” I said. “I guess it’s time to start spreading the word. Just the men, at least at first, right?”

“Of course,” Simon said. We both turned away from our cum-covered boss to discuss the finer details of our plan to debut her to the office’s healthy collection of cocks. We had no doubt that our co-workers would jump at the chance to show Brenda exactly what they thought of her, and she was clearly going to love being the office toy.

It seemed like life at the office was only going to get better for us. And assuming that Brenda was right, that she would give up her marriage and her whole life just to continue her new life as a fuck slave, it was only going to get better for her, too.
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