

Once again she found herself staring at the enormous tent in her boss's pants. She looked up to see him watching her and his crude, middle-aged face transformed into a smug, knowing grin when she caught his eye. She blushed heatedly and looked away.

He was not even her boss. There had been some kind of mix-up and she'd been sent to the wrong department. He'd  been there, the head of some special project and had beratingly bullied her into acting like his secretary while she protested for the better part of an afternoon. Then to her shock and anger, she had been reassigned to him. She learned they were at a sensitive point in negotiations between their company and their foreign partners and the project he was working on was critical to those negotiations. He had effectively commandeered her even though her position was in sales. She'd been told to be of help any way she could to him and to view him as her immediate superior. She'd protested and reasonably voiced her concerns and then had reached out to HR but she'd only met contemptuous intolerant disregard or chuckles and friendly advice to change her attitude.

Though her situation was infuriating, she resigned herself to playing the role of brow-beaten secretary to the unpleasant man for now. 

He had greeted her for the second time by patting her ass as soon as they were alone in his office and then had proceeded to yell at her in a rage for twenty long minutes. His spit flew everywhere. He threatened to spank her, gesticulating aggressively and pantomiming like he was going to smack her ass hard.

“You little fat-ass dummy already cost me a lot of time and dollars!”

It was a lot. His face was a mask of fury and she was taken aback by the sheer hostility and contempt in his tone. She had never been talked to like that.

She had already felt humiliated and defeated being there in the capacity of secretary. And then she found herself not moving as his temper seemed to wane a little when his hands came in contact with her body, and she accepted his touch as he patted her ass again and spittle still flew from his mouth landing largely on her face now as he continued her lectured beratement with less raw intensity.

She kept her eyes on the ground and her hands clasped obediently in front of her.

“You better not cost me any more money being a dummy or I'll give you the belt, cupcake. Girls like you who make mistakes take it on their asses in this office,” he said while rubbing circles on her prominent rump through her pants.

Then he hissed loads of orders at her. She had trouble paying attention to anything other than the feel of his big hands rubbing her ass.

He showed her the mountain of notebooks and papers he wanted transcribed into one of the company databases. He gave her lengthy sometimes contradictory instructions on how to greet people and answer the phone, on how to dress, and on her professional demeanor.

“No uppity bitches in my office. You treat men with respect. Ask them what you can do for them, bimbo, and smile. Men like happy, dumb little helpers. Remember who runs this place. If a man is angry or displeased, look down like you are doing right now and only speak meekly. This is part of your job, slut. You're going to learn a woman's place in the office. Now remember you are to get my coffee, whatever food I text you, and my dry cleaning every day before work...”

It was then, she'd  raised her gaze a few feet from the floor, not daring to look up any further and saw an impossibly large bulge straining against Mr. Franklin's trousers. Was that thing - ?! It was so big! It couldn't be that big! It was absolutely massive! Her gross boss couldn't be that huge!

It made her feel weird and light-headed.

Her ass burned as he continued possessively groping it. She realized she was soaking wet and her pussy ached and she was struck with acute shame at being in this situation with this repugnant man with a greasy face who had demoted her, who was currently verbally abusing her and groping her ass and who did not smell great this close up. The shame of it only intensified her arousal and she had to actually stifle her feelings to keep from pushing her ass into his hands, but was humiliatingly unable to stifle letting out little pants.

She was turned on seeing by the look of the massive tool in his pants that the older man clearly enjoyed bossing her around despite his apparent anger and stern looks. She couldn't help trying to picture it, the impressive rod responding to her. But it couldn't be that large, could it? It looked huge in his pants.

Then he dismissed her and she was left to try and figure out what work to do. She went home that night dispirited and even worse could not keep herself from masturbating to her mean boss.

She finally got a grip on herself to protest the increasingly frequent inappropriate touches from her repulsive but confident boss two days later, saying, “please, sir,” meekly in a voice she had never used at work before in her short experience, “don't touch me like that.”

More and more he used his hands on her, squeezing and pinching her most sensitive spots. It embarrassed her intensely how reflexively he groped her her tits and ass like they were there just for his pleasant, relaxing distraction, but she was even more humiliated when he began using her so in front of several coworkers, as had occurred earlier that day.

He maliciously smiled down at her and began to squeeze even harder with a hand on her tit and one on her ass.

“This is the least you can do for being so worthless. If this perky fat ass can provide me with some relief to the daily stresses why shouldn't I make some use out of the bimbo dummy I have working for me.”

With an oily smile he squeezed her asscheeks forcefully, his fingers sinking into her ass flesh roughly, like they were two large stress relief balls and she took it, yelping in surprise and blushing like she was on fire, especially as the man behind grunted satisfyingly and said, “At least you have nice ass cans.”

By the time he let her go her ass was sore, her whole body was inflamed in embarrassment, and to her shame her pussy was soaked uncomfortably.

She hung her head as she minced defeatedly back to her desk with the photocopies she had originally got up to make, determinedly escaping into the menial work set out for her.

Some might have thought it odd she couldn't put up more of a fight to these egregious circumstances and instead more or less accepted the crude and half-hearted seduction of her much older, unattractive, pudgy gorilla-like boss, but in a totally bizarre way it was just what she needed. The release from the tedium and normal varied stresses and expectations for herself in her everyday life. It was liberating. The pressures on all sides had been grating subtly and unsubtly on Abilene for some time now, finding it difficult to maintain her hopes and feminist values and get along in the public sphere even in this day and age, even before the cataclysmic workplace switch-up. It made her light-headed and she was excited by letting all that unfun stuff go and being acted upon instead of acting herself, letting her nasty boss take control and thinking about his big, nasty dick.

By the end of the week she'd got her duties down and was performing them well in her opinion even if it was a waste of her abilities. However, Mr. Franklin  always found something to berate her about. No matter how close she got to fulfilling his impossible expectations –  not that she should be trying so hard for the unreasonable man – he always found fault and made her feel like a terrible secretary to the point where she almost looked forward to the inappropriate groping because it felt like the only time she was doing something halfway right and felt the faintest glimmer of approval for her work. Despite the preposterousness of those feelings, she felt pride and pleasure in her boss's praise and casual groping of her body as well as embarrassment at his degrading treatment and belittlement.

She tried to hide it, but her eyes were drawn to his dick whenever he put his hands on her to see if the huge enormous thing was excited. It fascinated her. It always was hard, it appeared. He had the most impossibly huge bulge. She caught herself trying to picture the impossibly large organ many times over the course of the day and fantasized about getting called into Mr. Franklin's office to suck him.  She was often caught by her boss checking out his dick and when their eyes met hers were habitually met with humored contempt.

Since her weak objection, Mr. Franklin had become even more possessive of her body as his recreational tool and today was no exception, “There's a good girl. You know what your ass is for, don't you? A beautiful young ass is made to give men pleasure. Tight young dumpers like yours need to make men happy or it's a waste.” He gave her ass a few dismissive final pats and adjusted his stance. In so doing brushed a preposterously huge cylinder of flesh up against her back for just a moment that she could almost believe she had imagined but for the fiery blaze it left in her.

“Aurgh,” she moaned unconsciously and her legs spread a little wider instinctively ready to submit to the mammoth weapon she had fleetingly felt.

It was Thursday. She had tried to convince herself he stuffed his pants with socks to intimidate her or something. There was no way Mr. Franklin could have a dick that big! Life could not be that unfair! She tried, but mostly failed, to think of anything but his powerful, likely pungent, and massively huge cock.

Mr. Franklin gave away nothing to suggest that he had pressed his massive piece of meat against the secretary on purpose. But after the incident, he began pinching her ass or tits and even her pussy, harder, fondling them without regard for her as a person. He berated her ceaselessly and vociferously on the other hand for her subpar secretarial work or for some impromptu fault or error.

She had known right away that she should report him again or just quit. She should hate him. The vulgar middle-aged, unattractive fat man who made no effort to hide the enormous bulge in his pants for her and groped her like he owned her. He had a weird smell that originally she had thought was unpleasant, like oniony socks, but recently seemed less objectionable, almost pleasant, and interesting in some odd way.

But she did not consider going to HR again and just found herself undeniably looking at and thinking about his dick more with both more open curiosity and awe the worse he treated her.

Harvey was deeply satisfied with the way the once confident, young professional woman was taking to her training as his secretary. She was markedly more humble and deferent now and allowed him access to her exquisite tits, ass, and pussy. He pulled up his latest footage from after lunch and began stroking his cock as he watched himself instruct Abilene to entertain him during a boring phone call. He gestured for what he wanted her to do when she entered the room. She looked lost, hesitant, a little afraid but she obediently pulled each tit out of her blouse and jiggled them for him. Finally she bared those fat little mounds he had been playing with all week and he was not disappointed in the very-large-for-her-frame, meaty tits with puffy nipples.

Using only hand gestures he succeeded in ordering the reluctant, humiliated secretary into taking her funbags out and jiggling them for him in an elaborate and silly tit-dance. There was nothing more beautiful than a truly humbled attractive woman. He felt intoxicated by her shame as he directed her titty dance like a conductor from his chair. He smiled and quietly clapped the wilder and sillier she treated those plump, beautiful tits, encouraging her and training her to respond to his direction.

What a right and proper bitch!

On Friday morning Abilene brought Mr. Franklin his breakfast and some shopping she had done for him. He surprised her by holding her closely, groping her gently in a way that had her trying to hold in her moans, and then he had tipped her head back and was drooling into her mouth while she moaned and he twisted her titties sharply as he used her as his drool receptacle. “You're pleasing me,” he rasped passionately. He put his fingers in her mouth and rewarded her with a sip of his coffee he poured into her mouth before taking out his fingers and letting her swallow the mixed brew.

Abilene knew this was the opposite of how she should feel but she could not stop thinking of the decadent intimacy her boss had shared with her, using his saliva so freely and his coffee with her as he petted and complimented her. It felt so good, getting that reward.

He called her into his office before lunch and poured drool into her mouth. He called her a good dummy who was finally learning. He told her he was going to teach her a lot. He spat in her mouth until it was overflowing over her face, down her neck, and soaking her blouse but he did not allow her to move from her position until he was done, threatening her but also praising her to coax her obedience. She couldn't believe this was happening to her some big, lumbering, smelly man was using her like a bathroom sink or a spittoon and instead of wanting to put a stop to it she let out a pathetic choked moan that made his gift bubble in her mouth. She lapped it up, figuratively as she was not allowed to swallow yet.

“There's a good girl....... Let my spit dribble down your face..... So beautiful. Take your special kisses.... I'm going to fill you right up.” What was this?

Why was she going along with this, she asked herself. She knew her boss was a repugnant cretin whose saliva should repel her like toxic waste but she was reluctant to resist.

Harvey was surprised how easily his young secretary let him do even this, so her cute face was covered and her precious, plump mouth filled up like an old man's slop bucket, and he was very proud of the bountiful quantities of saliva he had to give despite his age.

By the end of the day, Abilene was in a spit kiss daze and felt such warm, gooey feelings. She easily agreed to accompany her boss home at the end of the day when he finally placed her hand over the massive log in his pants.

No sooner were they in the door then Harvey had his prize kneeling on the floor drooling on her as he got out his dick. The huge, ugly old thing distracted her so much that she did not catch her boss's offering and he watched it splat all over her face without her gaze wavering from his prick. He chuckled.

“Give it a taste. I can tell you want to, girl.”

She looked up at him with big, vulnerable eyes and tentatively opened her mouth and took in most of his cockhead in an exploratory suck. Harvey's hands found the back of her head and guided her further onto the intimidating prong.

“Mmmm mmhm,” he burbled happily and soon was getting a rhythm with his battering ram and marveling at the beautiful sight of the submissive young lady gagging on the first third of his cock.

“That's it, little bimbo. Suck that dick. You might make a decent secretary at this rate. Get those hooters out while you tickle my dick with your tongue! Mmmm good dick tickling.”

Abilene did not know why she so badly wanted to perform for the domineering man who had a small portion of his mammoth prick in her mouth . She was tickling with her tongue ecstatically while unbuttoning her blouse and pulling her bra down to free her titties and she knew she had never been more turned on than she was now with this man who made her feel so low. It turned her on and it felt like he had been prepping her all week.

“Nice funbags. Now wrap 'em around my dick and use that mouth too, honey. Let me see what you’ve got going for you, yeah?”

She obeyed as best she could. Harvey enjoyed watching his young secretary distort her perfect, generous but not-quite-large-enough-for-the-task tits around his massive, hairy, smelly old dick in her struggle to give it some measure of pleasant sensation. There was nothing like stinking up a fresh pair of tits with a dirty old dick.

She had tried and failed to keep the beast's head in her mouth, lapping it while working out the mechanics of a boob job. “Here let me help. Open your mouth.” He tipped her head back and a slow, thick strand of smelly, middle-aged-man spit descended steadily until it connected their mouths. He kept her in that position much longer than she expected with a firm grip on her chin. She could've broken his grasp but she allowed him to fill her up till his spit overflowed once more and she even heard him clear his nasal passages and throat to hawk the last of it into her with several plonks that caused her to grimace in disgust especially as she noticed an increase in salty sourness in her mouth.

“You're my beautiful fountain come to life!” he exclaimed crudely. He hefted his blunt fleshy cudgel into the warm pool of her mouth, displacing copious spit and causing a flow over her chest. He took his large spit-dipped cock and began rubbing it all over her boobs. “Remember. Don't swallow.”  He re-dipped his cock again and continued using her like an object, swabbing her chest like he was cleaning it and his dick was a mop and using her mouth like his bucket several more times.

Abilene was affected by the smell immediately. Even though she knew it was a bad smell and gross, the fumes had a heady effect on her. She wanted it all over her and was thrilled the pushy older man was forcing the vile stuff on her very tender tits. They already smelled quite strong. It made her lightheaded.

“Ok, dickflicker now's your chance to flick that tongue and use those lips to vacuum my cock. No, don't swallow. Keep that head tipped back until it's time to meet my meat.”

He lined up his dick like a train between her soggy tits and patiently waited for her to get her tits sufficiently wrapped around his massive cock to give it pleasure even if her boobs were too small to do it well. Harvey liked the visual and her servile acquiescence to suffer doing something she was bad at, and on top of that painful, for his pleasure. Both whispered to him of the depths to which he would be able to push his masochistic secretary and tickled him pleasurably.

He humped her chest through the flattened boob tubes she painstakingly pulled and gyrated around his thick, hairy member and his cockhead met the pool waiting for it between her lips and kept going causing a huge spewage that made him chuckle.

“Ah!” he said, happily sawing her chest and making a mess each time. He humped her while Abilene flicked and sucked and even obediently tried not to swallow though it made the task nearly impossible.

She was in a kind of slavish state turned on by the image he had created of her as his fountain and made sure she spewed nicely every time to submit to that dick like he wanted to earn his praise.

He got his phone out to capture the moment and started recording her shameful boobjob. He asked her to pull her tits out as far as she could by the nipples and just keep them there. Her boobservicejob had become too erratic and he loved to see her perfect, lovely tits idiotically stretched into long tubes on either side of his battering cock.

“Beautiful! Keep those tits nice and stretched. It's going to make me cum. Lick harder and suck!” There wasn't much place for his enormous cock to go easily in her mouth and he roughly kept jostling it in, causing her entire head to move awkwardly as her aching jaw kept straining to get even the head in.

“Damn! Hungry slut, ain't ya?”  He chortled watching her struggle.

He pulled his dick out and bashed her all over her face with his dickhead as she gasped and whined desperately from the assault.

“Keep it open,” he commanded as he sprayed her forehead, eyes, nose, hair, and finally mouth. He sprayed and sprayed, quite proud to be able to coat such a beautiful young woman's face so well with his jizz at his age.

“A nice and thick one for you. I'm backed up. My old man semen has been marinating in my balls undisturbed since the beginning of this week,” he told her as he continued to shoot.

Her thighs rubbed together with need as she felt her face get painted by the menacing, large, and ugly cock staring down at her. His semen was like snot. Plugs of it felt like thick buggers left in curdling gobs on her face.

“Don't wipe it off or swallow. Mouth open. Head back. Keep your titties pulled out.” He then squatted and expertly dipped his large hairy sagging balls into her mouth and rolled them over her face, dipping and rolling at his leisure, letting out deep sighs. She almost choked from the old man stink clogging up her nostrils. Didn't he shower? Yet somehow the smell was hypnotic, soothing...

Abilene quivered, paralyzed, panting from her exertions around the man's balls as he groaned. He took out a cigar from his pocket and lit it with his hairy, stinking wet balls mashed up against her nose while Abilene managed to stay obediently still, huffing uncontrollably into his taint.

“Now you can let go of your titties and gently stroke my stalk. Butterfly touches, slowly, like you're playing the harp.”

Harvey was enjoying himself nicely. He'd coaxed some of the best service he had ever received from the lovely young twat. He couldn't believe his luck getting his hands on such an inexperienced masochistic whore, the perfect fresh template. He pictured the brash young bimbo in the pantsuit who had interrupted him and refused to do her part to make up for it, getting defensive and disruptive at every little well-meaning joke or comment.

Now at a word, “Vacuum,” he ordered, she vacuumed his balls as best she could, not able to get them both in at once as he enjoyed his cigar.

“Massage....Jacuzzi.... You sure can suck balls, Abilene!... Vacuum!” He stubbed out his cigarette on an ashtray on the coffee table and pulled his sac from its personal jacuzzi.

“Ahh,” he said breaking the seal of her lips and fully standing.

He led his ball-worshiping secretary into the bedroom making her crawl on the floor and made out with her on his carpet, rolling her around and slobbering all over his already soaked toy.

“You're so cute right now,” he said, squashing her on the floor and manhandling her sore tits. “Here,” he said and fed her a long strand of his drool. “You're so sexy taking my drool, Abilene. You don't mind taking it all for me, do you? You're  drinking it so well for me. Do you like my extra special wet kisses?” he asked his drugged-looking subordinate.

“I don't mind taking it, sir,” Abilene said panting slurpily. “I like your kisses!”

“Then tell me they're yummy, Miss Danberry.” He stuck his fingers in her mouth.

“Fahnk ew fwa tha wuhmmy hnssiss – sargh!”

“Drink it, Abilene. Drink it down.”

Harvey would be hard-pressed to describe how he was feeling holding the fragrant and matted head of the slobbery young, 20-something year old in his hands like a game-winning ball as he fed her gobs and gobs of his stinky, middle-aged man saliva and watched as she submissively drank it down, her entire upper body claimed by his mouth stench made all the more fragrant from contact with the air, and taking her degrading treatment like a treat. It made him so hard thinking about how much of his nasty germs and dilapidated cells were being swallowed by this inexperienced, relatively pure young girl. He was conquering her inside and out. “Atta girl!”

He fed her slowly and sensually, feeling like he could go on desecrating her forever.

He only made himself stop when she looked more like a half-drowned rat than a person.

“So beautiful. You took it really well. I didn't think you had it in you, Abilene. Let's make love now. I want to show you the joys of being a woman.”

He pried the dumb slut's ass mounds apart, inspecting her gushing pussy with contemptuous smugness and her tiny butt wrinkle with malicious, possessive anticipation.

“It's not going to be an easy ride on my hog, whore,” he warned with relish. “Invite me to enjoy myself in your hole, slut.”

“Please, Mr. Franklin, make love to me! Make me your woman! Enjoy my pussy!”

He chuckled and nosed his cock against her asshole. “Wrong hole. Invite me in here.”

“Uh please have fun in my asshole.”

The sudden hesitation in her tone amused him. “Mr. Franklin,” he reminded.

“Please have fun in my asshole, Mr. Franklin, sir.”

“You masochistic little slut! You're too easy! You really are desperate! Tell me how much you want my huge cock stretching your tight shit-pipe.”

Piling on the humiliation only turned her on more and breathlessly she begged, “Please, please, Harvey, destroy my ass! Please use it however you want. I want you to fill my ass.”

“Very well. Hold those cheeks open for me and pout your hole.”

With a powerful thrust, the giant knob of a cockhead mostly breached the reluctant tiny asshole.

“Aaaargh!”

“Just like that. The head's almost in. Your rim is choking me....feels great. Ah, sweet-piece, don't worry, I can shove it in.”

“Aaardheeei!”

Abilene had never had something as large as her boss's mammoth dickhead in her ass and tried to relax and not squirm too much. Her pussy throbbed like a molten swamp even while she screamed and cried as Mr. Franklin relentlessly began working his cock up her ass like it was an excavation site and she sweated heavily, tense from the strain of taking such a mammoth club up her ass.

“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaahhhhhhrggggggheeee!”

“Relax your ass, Miss Danberry, or it's never going to fit. Spread it wider. You can do it, cupcake.....there we go. That's beautiful.” He began humping the first quarter of his mammoth dick up her ass, and Abilene wept and gave out pained cries and tried to hold her ass open. Her passive submission to suffer, to getting her ass destroyed riled him up even more and he was soon jamming his cock in her ass like a battering ram.

“I want to see you take it, bitch! Open up!”

Then suddenly her cries turned shriller as he packed another few inches up her butt. “Noooo! Please stop! You're hurting me!”

“Yes, I know, baby, but I'm just getting started! My cock isn't even halfway in! I want you to remember our painful first time!”

“Mr. Franklin!”

“Try to endure it,” he said, grunting, trying to saw more into his prize.

It was too much for her and she begged, blubbering, “Please, it's too – aargh! - much! Please, Mr. Franklin!”

“Fuuuck, you’re so tight… take it, you dumb bitch, your ass is so tight! Take my big, fat old man rod! Take it up your shitter!”

“Argh no please! - Argh!”

“Is that your weak spot deep in there? I'll rub my dick over it,” he said, magnanimously in reply to her loudest scream yet.

Despite the immense pain, she was taken aback by a sudden sharp pain in her sensitive clit. “Stupid whore.”

As Abilene cried from the most momentous reaming of her young life moaning in pain, fighting not to struggle, her pussy throbbing, he used a hand to forcefully pat her pussy sharply on her little clit, happy how she tightened and jerked even though it impeded the progress up her ass. He continued admonishing her clit, working up a rhythm, and Abilene orgasmed soon after, crying like a bitch, and the cock in her ass was able to plow further in.

He started fucking her in earnest, threatening to turn her mammothly stretched and insufficiently lubricated asshole inside out with his slow but but powerful thrusts. He could not fit in the last few inches. He tried mightily though, jollily letting his secretary see her true place as he saw it as his dirty fucktoy, sacrificing her young hole and comfort for his relief.

She found herself cooing for him pathetically. It still hurt enormously, but there was this other sensual dimension to it that she found she could lean into to help with the pain and she found herself humping her butt even though it caused her to squeal with pain and she drooled mindlessly on Mr. Franklin's bedroom carpet.

“Yes, baby, scream and cry all you want! Let it all out!” he encouraged as his strikes on her clit drew another orgasm. “Stupid whore.”

Harvey held her face more roughly to the carpet, and really started to give her the hammer, pumping her tight ass at a mad, athletic clip, giving her face rug burn as his thrusts pushed her around in his tight grip.

“Aaarghhhlrrrgllloraaagh!” she gurgled as her lithe body and bubble butt tightened like an iron cast and she once more convulsed violently around the enormous battering ram up her ass.

He chuckled triumphantly, intensifying the pace of his strokes. “What's that, Miss Abilene? You're just another dirty whore for my cock?” He grunted and splooged up her ass, the powerful organ shooting long, warm streams up her ass as the sore whimpering girl milked him with her bodacious ass. “Ahhhh! Hnnnh!” He let her packed butt milk and do almost the entirety of the work on his enormous prick save for a few slow, thumping humps for the duration of his orgasm. The warm, gooey, stretched hole provided a pleasant environment for his spent cock.

Without warning, he jerked his enormous cock out of the gouged ass and immediately his large hands came down to her assmounds and roughly spread her wide to admire the ruined ass he had mounted, her scream and jerking underneath him made it even better as he watched the gape created convulse, getting large then small from his rough exit over and over again.

“Push it out, baby. Show me you're my full-service secretary. Make it big,” he coaxed sternly.

The poor thing, he couldn't help but think even as he enjoyed pushing her cheeks up and out, admiring the sorry distended sight of his raw conquest quivering with movement. It must hurt a great deal.

However his cobra was just waking up, already he was half-hard again. He pulled up her hips to mount her again.

“But Mr. Franklin my sore butt needs to recover! I don't think I'll survive another round!” came a pathetic whine underneath him.

“Oh no, hush,  sweet-piece I decide,” he said, not hesitating one bit his dick's trip up her hole, so much easier than when he tried it the first time.

“Aaarghh!”

“I say when your sweet little hole has had enough. It's going to need a few more coatings of my cum, darling. Now tell me you'll be my sweet little pig, Abilene.”

“Ah! I'll be your sweet little pig!”

“Such a good pig, sweet Abilene! I'm going to hose you down all night, princess.”

Harvey woke up refreshed after a solid eight hours sleep.

When he finally got up, he admired the sight of the debauched young woman. Her wrecked asshole, drooling his cum, peeked out between her parted ass mounds. It had been a long time since he had such a young, inexperienced nonprofessional and he felt the blood rushing back to his cock at the sight of his bitch, ass propped up, legs splayed, asleep on the floor where he had left her, ass still agape like he had permanently created a soft tunnel where her tiny wrinkle had been. What a tight ring it had been too! He had her stretched out like an old toy now and given her the reaming of her young life.

Seeing her like a perverse, wounded animal like that stirred him up and he moved closer so he could admire his work before putting her through further rigors.

His hands separated her two ass mounds even further and he groaned seeing the wide open, gooey hole left by his cock as the young woman's stretched out ring spasmed flabbily, winking but unable to close with a cum bubble forming grotesquely. He possessively groped her ass enjoying the undulations and inner churnings of her young butthole. She was well-broken in now, he thought, and it was a proud sight observing her raw-and-distended-from-his-dick anus on her otherwise perfect, if bruised up, body.

She was still out cold, her face adorably drooling on the carpet.

He lined up his cock with her loose target and heaved all the way inside of her in a single go.

Abilene screamed awake, making a wild, inhuman yelp and back arching as she felt an enormous prong punch through her defenseless, well-positioned butthole. Then the dick was rapidly pounding her in deep, short, rapid fire strokes that punished and demanded her body rearrange to give it space as she was crushed under a large, pudgy man's body.

“Take it, you silly bitch!”

Harvey used her brutally like his dick was a train that needed to get to the other side and came rapidly giving her asshole a fresh coating of jizz.

“Ah, sweet-piece, that was just what I needed. You're a good girl, Abilene.” Still deep in her ass, the much larger man cuddled her, pulling her to lay against his side on the floor, nuzzling her neck, and gently squeezing her tits. “My beautiful bitch. Great honkers. Your ass is squeezing me nicely. Do you like being my slut, big tits?”

“Yes,” Abilene said but in came out in a horse whisper.

“Yes, what, bitch?”

“Yes, Mr. Franklin.”

“Being my slutty, big-tits secretary?”

“Yes, Mr. Franklin.”

“With your ass available for your boss's relief?”

“Yes, Mr. Franklin.”

“You're cute when you blush, big-tits,” he praised, honking her tits.

He lay with her, treating her to rough compliments for a good chunk of time, enjoying feeling her smooth, plump-in-all-the-right-places body, and enjoying the pliant, wet case of her ass warming his mostly hard cock before rolling her back under him again, giving her a few rapid thrusts and finally uncorking her dirty ass of his substantial, steel-hard meat prong.

He admired once again the “beautiful” red flower he had made with her ass and went over to her front and presented her with his dirty, steaming dick.

Her nose wrinkled cutely but she automatically started licking it with her tongue, if not enthusiastically.

Harvey smiled down at her smugly.

“Do you like the taste?”

“Yes, Mr. Franklin,” she said between slow slurps of her tongue up his cock with a pained expression on her face.

Harvey hardened at her answer. Her voice was just a garbled squeak and she was plainly bothered by the smell and taste immensely but his little worked-over, ass-ruined bitch simply, obediently slurped it up and sucked on it like a good girl. “Good bitch. Do you like cleaning my rod?”

The much-worse-off-looking-this-morning blond whimpered her assent into the cock she was exhaustedly yet rigidly cleaning, a sound that made Harvey suddenly larger in her mouth.

Her mind was more fully awake than she'd been when he rudely ass fucked her to consciousness earlier. So nothing was shielding her of the truth of her situation. It was disgusting. She was disgusting, and his strong smell was disgusting. She took the fat head of his cock in her mouth sucking to help him along, wanting to feel his cock pulse in her mouth once more, so she could feed on his cum of his enormous dick again.

Harvey was truly satisfied with the groveling noises coming from his defeated bitch as she disgustedly yet lustfully tended his enormous, dirty dick.

Then he laughed, stood, stretched and sat down on her face in surprisingly few fluid motions.

“What does it smell like?” he asked as he smooshed his ass on her face.

He figured, why not? He'd fucked the young secretary within an inch of her life and in the end coaxed the beaten thing into a thorough cleaning off of her wrecked ass-filth as he had the night before from his magnificent weapon even though she looked about to pass out from exhaustion. He decided she was ready to provide him with this further service. There was something so seductive about the pure feelings of superiority from having a woman lick your asshole and it could be tricky getting it done competently by a nonprofessional.

His asscheeks consumed most of her entire head and he playfully gripped it as if it were a giant turd wedged in there. He could not help the oily smile that spread across his face as he wiped his ass on the pretty young woman's face.

“Perfect fit, Miss Abilene. What does it smell like?”

Despite her submission to his degrading fucking so far, he was astounded by her passivity to his treatment besides the delectable feeling of her squirming uncomfortably and uselessly against his ass. It was an indescribably sensual sensation for him. Sure, she'd sucked her own smells off his dirty dick, but that still wasn't the same thing as licking his ass.

Her unerring submission to these extremely unpleasant acts made it all the more fulfilling for him and he was delighted with the heady power of transforming the beautiful woman into the perfect assrag, a wonderful role for his female subordinate to serve. He was, admittedly, something of an anal and rimjob fanatic.

He unmuffled his beautiful seat enough that after a few coughs he could hear, “It reeks of man sweat. Really strong. Potent, earthy.”

“I bet it does. Breathe it in, deep into those lungs, cuntcake. Get a good smell of that ass. Now stick out your tongue, baby. I think you're ready to show me the best service a bitch can give to a man,” he instructed. Turned on by this like from nothing before, he asked, “Ever lick manhole before, cuntcake?”

“No.”

“Not even one time for a special boyfriend?”

“No, never.”

“You've taken it in the ass before last night?”

A bashful, “yes,” could be heard.

“You had quite the tiny hole for an anal whore. How many dicks have ridden up that asshole?”

“Five.”

“Five! Wow, what sluts girls are these days. They must not have been very big. My cock is still too much for you. Don't be bashful. I can tell you like the smell of ass. Lick it. Good bitch! Give it some sweet little kisses. Wow. Why don't you give it a big wettening lick? Lick my deep crack. Get in there. From the balls to the tailbone I want to feel your pink tongue peeling that crease.”

“Stick your tongue out further!” he commanded sharply. He followed his instincts and used the highly submissive young beauty like floss in his ass with her face and tongue! He reveled at his malleable find, enjoying her servility, saying things like, “That's it, butt munch! Tickle your Master's ass with your tongue! Flick that tongue more, little assrag,” as he rocked himself, bounced, and lazed on her face.

He eventually turned around to feed her a load then sat himself right back down on that angelic, bedraggled face.

“Poke that lil tongue up my butt...Ah yeah...Keep it up there,” he coaxed, “Get it deeper...deeper, you can do it. Move your tongue around in there...Ah! That's the way, sweet-piece! Nice and deep up my ass. How's it taste, beautiful?”

He lit a cigar enjoying the vibration of her answer to his question traveling up the tongue in his butt, “mmmmmmmmmmmm.”

“That's right. Now push that tongue in and out and SWIRL! SWIRL it, baby! Oh yeah, all the way – ah – you're incredible! Gonna have you take care of my ass from now on. Tongue my shithole, bitch! Suck it! Eat my shit! ”

He shot off on her stomach.

“Ah! That's it, baby-girl”

He rubbed it into her belly, mixing it with the ashes from his cigar that had been piling up.

“Keep that tongue up there. Ahhhhh. It's so nice and refreshing having my asshole serviced so sweetly by my big-tits secretary. Just what I need to unwind.” There were muffled vibrations coming from his throne and he tolerantly asked, “What is it, doll?” and even lifted himself so he could make out the answer.

“Please, Master, do my ass! Do my ass again!” The voice issuing from under him was a thick, syrupy whine.

He chuckled. “What's the matter? Did you get horny from worshipping my ass? Not yet. Show my ass more love with your tongue, my little ass-drunk slut..... Oh yeah, baby! Give me the drill! Damn you're so easy! Gonna call you my little excavation specialist! Drill it, baby. Keep drilling nice and deep.”

He finished his two morning cigars with a big smile on his face that she couldn't see.

Monday at work was surreal. She'd delivered the fruit of her errands and he took the opportunity to intimately drool into Abilene's mouth as if he were giving her a kiss before adjusting her outfit so her skirt was folded over to be much shorter, her bra was confiscated with a stern frown, as well as her blouse, leaving her in a thin silk camisole that she was made to unbutton generously so it barely contained her cold tits.

She had only left his apartment a few hours before. He had pushed her out of his apartment in just her ruined panties and her thin camisole with instructions for her errands. She felt so humiliated walking out of his building in front of his neighbors, in front of the people on the street to get into her taxi, and going into her own apartment building with a newspaper skirt. Yet as humiliating as it had been she wished to escape to a simpler place where she was free to be ashamed and cummed a lot. Some part of her wanted very badly to give up all her pretensions and wallow in the mud. Belittling her utility as a secretary, pinching her ass, chastising her before his buddies for not wearing a short enough skirt, or having a bitchy expression on her face were all debasements she found herself responding to sexually, and even though she had never felt more like a piece of meat and could not look anyone in the eye, another part of her thrilled at the exposure.

“Much better.”

Mr. Harvey repeatedly called her to his office, passionate make-out sessions turning into deposits at a relief station as he gained confidence throughout the day that he had her under his thumb, taking further and further advantage to live out his crude predilections and whims.

A parade of men had meetings in his office and she was ashamed of what she looked like and what she was doing and the comments that they made and, even more humiliating,  late in the afternoon Mr. Franklin flew out of his office in a rage and started berating her over a typo in an email she sent. Her ass was still throbbing from the deposit he'd made in it just twenty minutes prior when he had called her into his office and had her bend over his desk so he could use her ass for the third time that afternoon. He had really seen to her ass, grunting loudly and not trying at all to disguise their activities.

She felt a bit of betrayal in her acute embarrassment, subjected to the degrading treatment in front of others by the man she had allowed to ream out her anus so audibly and had licked the ass of all weekend in part to earn his approval. Wasn't she a good slutty secretary now?

But she also felt a sudden thrill of terror at his anger, a feeling that made her want to do whatever he wanted right away to make him stop being angry with her and go back to being comfortingly and degradingly praised.

She thought she could not be more embarrassed taking this treatment meekly in front of multiple professional men while she was dressed in her obviously doctored slut outfit, but then he took out a ball and made her balance it against the wall with her nose as she kneeled in the corner and an audience of three men plus her boss jeered encouragingly and snapped photos with their phones.

The next day he treated her to another special saliva kiss and later called her to his office.

“You can entertain me since you're not good at anything else. I want to watch you stretch your asshole on that while I get some work done. Make it sexy and I want to see that whole thing up your little keister before eleven and pumping up and down on your prize like a good girl.”

She walked into the office and froze when she saw an enormous dildo on a low stool in front of her superior's desk. It's center diameter larger than a coke can.

“Take off your clothes.”

She obediently got to work trying to cram the massive thing up her ass as sexily as she could even as she was sweating, heaving, and straining from the exertion while he was on conference calls.

“Pop that fat head in, baby. You're ready for it. Now.” He sometimes covered the phone with his hand to give her directions. “Touch your tits. Play with those udders. Swing them for me. Don't stop moving your ass.”

After the visual delectation of her self-administered anal reaming, he made the thirsty bitch wait until after lunch to service his hard rod.

“Make love to my cock, sweet-piece”

The pretty young woman's mouth and throat engulfed his large, wrinkled monster, moaning and hugging him tightly around his ass while nodding her head and sucking deeply.

“Does it smell? I haven't been cleaning myself since you came over, since now I have you. You don't mind, do you, Abilene?”

An incoherent but enthusiastic response could be felt reverberating throughout his groin.

“You don't mind cleaning it thoroughly for me before we finish up here, do you?” Towering over the beautiful young woman as he braced himself, half lounging on the desk behind him. He could see his little slut was only getting more frenzied from the degrading dick-suck and whimpered pathetically as her sweet mouth served him.

She took her mouth off his dick. “Please fuck me, sir.”

“Stay on the floor. Beg for anal like I taught you this weekend. Show me that ass.”

“I'd be honored if you used my humble, inexperience twenty-two year old hole as your dicktreat, Mr. Franklin, sir,” she stuttered over the crass words against the carpet as she did her best to push out and undulate her asshole spread open between the the fat perky cheeks she pried wide with her hands like a bent-over frog for the older man's allurement.

“I guess I can, you animal,” he said and gave her the anal pumping of her life like she was his chewtoy, slobbering all over her and biting her, mashing her face into the floor, giving her poor titties rug burn as he railed her ass with sudden abandon and gave her a nice, quick load.

“Ahhh this tight shit-pipe makes up for your abysmal secretarial skills,” he said before tugging his large cock from her clamping shithole. “That was good work, Miss Abeline. Your ass did the trick.”

THWACK. Triumphantly he let his dirty, assy dick fall onto her innocent-looking face for another cleaning.

He thumped his cock so the business end landed on her pliant mouth and he immediately began feeding her his dick. The thick, hairy, slightly less erect appendage was again worked in until it was all the way sucked down her throat and then he moved in and out like a pipe cleaner clearing a pipe.

“C'mon, baby, eat it. Time to clean up. I think you left some backed up dickcheese to get from last time. That's it. Gently use that tongue under my foreskin. Your tongue is so dextrous!” 

He got more obvious in his treatment of his secretary as the week went on and began to keep on hand a thin metal ruler he constantly used to surprise her with a sharp rap on the ass and sometimes tits, thighs, or stomach to get her attention or admonish her or just because it was fun like she was just an animal. She responded so well to it, his inexperienced, demoted secretary and relished exploring the depths of her masochism and submission.

“Do my asshole next.”

There was nothing like a rimjob from a young woman in the morning.

“Wow, you eager beaver, you really did stick your tongue all the way up my ass. I didn't expect you to do that today. Don't you mind the smell? I was short on time all of the conference and I haven't washed. You don't mind cleaning it for me again?” He flexed his asshole around the little, slippery muscle that bravely explored, deeply gratified by the moan he elicited, resounding into his asshole.

“Deeper, ass rag,” he grunted.

Then, “Time to clean it. Lick it out good. I expect my entire ass wettened with that little tongue, vacuum-sucked with that eager mouth and finally mopped up with that cute face.” He loved the way the young woman licked ferociously at his dirty butthole to please him and work herself up enough  to distract herself from the repulsiveness of the task and yet like clockwork ended up moaning like a lusty bitch.

“You're my shower today,” he continued to tease, luxuriating in the sensation of her slurping tongue worshipping his ass and of her lips knowing just when to close poutily against the lips of his rim to suck and massage as her strumpet's tongue wiggled deep inside his rectum. What a whore tongue his bitch had! his mind enthused.

“Hurry up and suck my dick again. It was difficult being without my relief station. I need to let out at least two, sweet-piece, if I'm going to be at all productive this morning.”

Her lips suctioned down around his cock as it pistoned in and out of her throat and esophagus, choking her while descending down her gullet. 

“Got to get it done quick, sweetpea,” he informed, ramping up the pace.

“Gluargkhlle! Gurlk! Glrrragh!”

“There you go..there you go – ah, yeaaaaaaaah. My cockhead feels so good in your throat. Try and squeeze it, baby!  - Ahhh, naughty bitch! Flex on my knob! That's it you stupid bitch! Aaargh!”

He loved the way she looked like her face was deformed by his giant prick stretching her mouth and his splooge streaming from all corners

“Ah, yeah, good bitch. Okay, one or two more.”

The next weekend she partied hard with Mr. Franklin at his apartment again and woke up in an undignified position on his floor with a bottle up her ass and and a zucchini up her cunt. She didn't remember much of it as he kept her plied with alcohol, wanting, as he said, to party hard with a messy bitch. When she hobbled into the bathroom, she was shocked to see her sore, bruised ass was covered in primitive marks that made it look dirty. Dark brown marker tallies were all over her dumper. He'd also written, “Fuckmeat,” in the crevice of her ass so when she pulled her cheeks apart it was clear to read and the lettering went right over her butthole. To her shame, they didn't rub off and she was stuck with the ugly marks for weeks, and to her further humiliation he frequently asked to examine her shameful dumper and took pride in describing how silly it looked and how she had earned every mark as his wild anal-pig over the drunken weekend.

Harvey liked to use the innocent young secretary and reveled in all the gross disgusting indignities he heaped upon and accustomed the naïve woman to. His kisses involved the heavy transfer of his old man saliva into her mouth or the slurping of her entire face while he told her she was his special dicktreat with pleasing honkers and he loved how casually she allowed him to slobber all over her, especially when they were out together in public places. Also all his life women had been repulsed by his abnormal sperm that was thick, plentiful, unpleasantly pungent, and sometimes clotted, issuing forth from his intimidatingly large and ugly member, but his impressionable, aspiring human pillow took it with reverent gratitude and abject devotion. He exploited liberally her submission to him to feed her his splooge in all manner of depraved ways. He loved pushing and molding his masochist secretary, even feeling something almost deeper for the submissive female cocksleeve.

In fact, he started to get real lovey-dovey slobbering over his secretary where others could see. He loved slurping on his bitch in public and having a beautiful body to grope at will and having witnesses to his general mastery over her luscious, blossomed body. He felt a deep ownership of her.

He was growing addicted to both the offense and disgust they drew from people and the envy and respect he saw in the eyes of other men. He loved taking her to fast food restaurants and making out with her in the line. He began taking her on more dates – to fairs, amusement parks, sporting events, and errands. He loved showing off his hot bitch in public and felt increasingly affectionate and romantic toward his young slut as she continued to openly and graciously accept his degrading affections without any regard for or protest over her own dignity, swallowing his copious saliva, passively accepting his animalistic licking of her entire face that sometimes left her entire head drenched and hair matted to her scalp when he got carried away, getting casually groped and played with, spanked, and handled.

She was truly acting the way all young sluts should act toward men in Harvey's opinion, especially men who were older and more powerful, like himself. The longer she graciously acted like a good girl -  the more saliva she guzzled for him, the more masochistically she responded - the fonder he grew of her doing those things so very well and could almost not imagine life without her.

The only thing that could make it better was if she got pregnant and he was showing her off a knocked-up bitch.

He tried dismissing the images in his mind the thought prompted but they kept intruding. He thought about it for a long time while trying not to think about it. It would be even more fun to go out with his secretary if she was carrying a big ole bump for him and everyone knew he had bred the young bitch while he publicly played with his perfect vessel.

He would keep her in slutty attire as well, crop tops and short shorts, slurping on her at the grocery, getting ice cream with his hands touching the nice exposed bump, taking her on some romantic picnics at busy public parks. The more he thought about it the more romantic toward her he felt. Having a baby appealed to him as it never had in his life before. A baby was a commitment but it would be really special to see his secretary's small stomach growing large, carrying a nice big baby for him on her small frame. It made it even better she had started out a seemingly ambitious young lady. It satisfied him greatly to have so easily subjugated such uppity, fresh meat. Instead of a career woman, this young woman would be his servicer, obediently concentrating on him and serving him with her body and attending to his legacy by raising his children. The thought of her put to laborious work carrying and caring for his child filled him with unbridled lust. A growing part of him had begun to desire for her to have been caring for a whole brood of his children yesterday. He was a dedicated bachelor, however,  and knew he should not rock the boat no matter how delicious the idea of having a baby on his little secretary slave was.

He finally came to a decision and took her on a beach date.

He led her in an obscene bikini on a leash and with his trusty ruler in his other hand, regularly drawing his sexy young pet into his arms for some deep, saliva-laden kisses while he groped her barely covered luscious ass and sometimes giving it a swift switch with the ruler. They were making out under the boardwalk and she thought it was about to lead to some anal, despite the small audience they had attracted, when he announced, “It's time for me to finally stretch out that pussy, sweet-piece”

A million thoughts rushed through her head, but she acquiesced without a word of complaint to the discomfort, risk, and indignity of her boss forcing his humungous cock up her neglected hole for the first time under the grimy boardwalk. She sweated, grunted, and grimaced, to the amusement of those who watched, some vagrants and a couple of dope smokers, as her poor little pussy got crammed by the large man bearing down on her pinned against a pillar.

“Open that womb to me! Accept my gift!” he ordered as he began drilling his cock back and forth to stuff up her tight slit.

What? What was he saying? Something in his words caught her attention despite the immensity of the struggle going on in her lower half. Was he just fooling around, she wondered. He did not seem the type to be interested in fatherhood. “Ouchie, ah!”

He moved, sawing into the nice, wet, velvety pussy. “So tight, must be like losing your virginity all over again but wet, like a good little pussy. Nice and wet for your Master's dick to stretch. You love my dick a lot, huh?” he cooed. “There, hush, we're going to have to stretch you out a lot more still.” He abruptly began ramming her.

She pathetically begged, “Too big! Ah! Too much! Please, have mercy! Don't cum inside!”

“Take it! Your walls are hugging me! I will paint your womb white - ah, yeah, straight shot! Take it! Nice tight clam wringing me, good, good pussy! Take it!”

“No, oh, your giant dick! I could get pregnant! It's spraying me! I could be ovulating right now!” 

“Open up that womb to me, bitch! I'm planting a baby!”

“Oh Mr. Franklin, I can feel you jizzing! It's full! It's full! So much!” she wailed.

“Get pregnant, dick dump! Make a nice home for my load in there! Wring my dick! Mmmm, greedy clam is earning my cumload! Uh!! Your womb is kissing my raw dick! Mmmm let nice Mr. Franklin seed that womb. I'm shooting it! Take it in that little slit! Accept your boss's assignments! That cunt is wringing wringing it out well!”

It was clear to everyone watching that the ugly, gorilla-built man in his fifties was making a momentous deposit of baby-making serum up the young bimbo twat, and he stayed fully seated, lightly humping her and slobbering all over her and blasting away at her defenseless womb with copious semen.

“Fuck up my pussy, Master! Aargh, give me your seed, sir!” Abilene called out dully. All the tension had seemed to have left her body, except for a quivering all over her body and she whined mutedly before overcome by the sensations of her Master's powerful jets of cum nailing her deepest places and convulsing in orgasm as her insides opened and relaxed further reactively to better receive her Master's gift despite her convulsions.

Mr. Franklin looked down smugly at the spiritually, and physically against the pillar, crushed young woman whose insides he felt or strongly imagined he felt completely surrender to him, and he felt as though he could detect his sperm perk up in the new environment and created a different current of eddies and whirls around his cock and her pussy's grip contracted violently and deeper, causing her to whimper in pain even as her masochistic body kept her in an orgasmic twilight state, as the contractions  helped to suck and tunnel up his load in a way that Mr. Franklin experienced as if her tight pussy and womb were a vacuum.

After, she lay in the dirty sand and garbage. She tried to get up, but Mr. Franklin held her legs up and out above her, even lifting her pelvis off the ground, smiling at her and sending down a long strand of saliva as a kiss, creating a memorable picture for those around them. “I've decided to breed you, prick-toy. Isn't there something you wish to say to me?” he asked, expectantly.

Abilene, though still dazed by her rare vaginal orgasm, was nevertheless shocked her personal anal marauder wished to risk pregnancy! Why would he want to put a baby in her? Men like him didn't usually want that, right? What was he playing at? The idea of a baby was overwhelming – she wasn't ready for that!

On the other hand, it had felt so good letting him “breed” her, like she was just an animal with no choice, who nevertheless wanted to please her Master and boss. It felt so good handing over control to him in every other way so far, even when it hurt – especially when it hurt. Her pussy already felt so empty for his foul, massive prong. It turned her on thinking about how much it would hurt getting bred by him, being forced to take more and more of his mammoth, gristly old man dick, at least until he had thoroughly broken in her fresh pussy as he had her asshole, and how much she was risking to have a baby she had not previously wanted, and not knowing his intentions at all! She could be carrying his baby right now, or at least very soon! Did he just enjoy the sensation of impregnating her? Was that what got him off? Could he actually be trying to make her pregnant by having sex with her like that? He seemed like the kind of man who doesn't tolerate condoms and wanted to give her pussy a whirl anyway for his entertainment too? Was it that simple, after all? She felt utterly subjugated by the powerlessness she surrendered herself to in being bred by him and so degraded by the thought of being used like the large, crude man's throwaway tissue womb. She couldn't let him throw her away! She knew secretly she wanted his sperm in her pussy more than anything and would do anything for it. She wanted to give him herself wholly, wanted to show her love by giving him a child, wanted the connection that would always be there that the child would bring, wanted to always have a part of him. In her heart, she was already carrying for her sadistic superior and she thrilled and felt honored he wanted her that way. She couldn't wait to prove her womb worthy of carrying his sperm, wanting to show off the belly her much older lover had made grow and then show off his healthy children. But another dissonant part of her recognized the life-destroying pathway these dangerous fantasies would carry her to and she queasily rebelled for a moment in her heart before feeling a new wave of desire to prove good breeding-stock.

She found herself answering, “Thank you for breeding your pig, Mr. Franklin. Please keep all your seed nice and safe up my womb from now on.”

“That's a good slut.” He helped her up and presented his thumb for her to suck the way he liked it. “You understand what this means, don't you? Your young womb is mine now and I want it big carrying my sons. I brought us here so we could celebrate our baby-making and I could christen that pussy in the beautiful sunshine. I've deemed your bratty pussy worthy of my loads.”

“ - Uh, Mastherh!”

“Here, let's pull these up more. Have to keep my gift inside of you,” he said, and causing her to yelp, he yanked her bikini bottoms into a tight wedgie up her crack and painfully up between the very tender place between her pussy seam. He stroked over her pussy mound and the tight scrap of fabric, causing her whole body to quaver. “Can't wait to pry open that clamped little cunt. It might take awhile, uh, but eventually it will be made to take the entire shape of my cock. Will you let me stretch it like a good girl, darling? You don't mind the discomfort, right? It'll feel good for both of us when it's made into the perfect sleeve for my cock. You don't mind as long as I feel good, do you? I can't be satisfied until I can discharge with the whole thing inside. Do you understand?”

“Ah yes, Master, bust my pussy and spunk it as  you like!”

“Your Master wants to crack open that cunt like a busted chestnut and bathe your eggs in his seasoned jizz. Is that what you want, you dumb slut?”

“Oh Master, please batter this pussy into submission until it does what you want! And bless my lowly eggs with a soak in your wise, manly sperm!”

“Ha, ha, well, you finally uncovered a way to be useful. Giving your belly to a wiser man is one of the best uses for a young dumb slut like you. Aren't you going to say thank you for giving you exactly what you want?”

“Thank you, Master, for deeming your stupid secretary's womb fit for use. I'll do my best to carry strong, healthy babies as a duty for my boss.”

“Atta girl! Well said, Abilene,” he said, caressing her taut belly with the ruler while winding her leash around his other arm, “I expect my sons to grow big and strong in here.” Then he switched her ass on both sides with the ruler and was back to promenading his young bimbo pet exhibitionistically on the beach with her flaming, fat, striped cheeks on display like a monkey in heat as celebration of the open season he had declared for himself on what he sensed with certainty would be a most fertile and precious womb for him to to implant with his seed and an excellent, submissive, ready caregiver to the children he found himself suddenly wanting in a life with his young incredible masochistic pet, as part of her ultimate surrender to his molding.

He felt enormously complex feelings walking his secretary in the surf as if it were a romantic date except she was on his leash and he was showing her off like his animal while he imagining her perfect and sun-kissed just like this but totally naked with a big pregnant belly.

He fucked her behind some rocks on the beach, under a towel on the beach, in a public restroom, in a boardwalk alleyway, in the water, on the ferris wheel, even out in the middle of the street in a residential neighborhood, so unrelenting was he in his quest to breed the beautiful subordinate.

It was worst for her when they went to lie on the beach. Mr. Franklin had steered her to a part of the beach where they were surrounded by groups of men. She immediately had an intense level of attention focused on her as she was led on a leash in her g-string bikini by a much larger, older, somewhat gorilla-like man who treated her like a little pet. They watched in interest as the tall, muscular man bent over his leashed young slut so his mouth was above hers and watched as she opened her pink mouth for him. Before their eyes the much older man dripped his thick saliva into the young slave's supplicant mouth before pulling her in for a slobbery kiss that mashed her tits against him, threatening to displace the tiny triangle cloths restraining her perfect breasts and had the audacity to pull her g-string aside causing it to yank tight against her pussy before mauling her fat ass with incredible lewdness. He especially enjoyed prying her fat ass globes up and out when she was most losing herself in the kiss, giving an amazing show to the audience they had drawn.

This is mine, he felt like he was saying to all the other men on the beach by groping her ass like a playground and having them witness the young cunt eating a river of his spit amiably. He felt bad for all the men who didn't have their own young, beautiful, tractable slave to enjoy at the beach and impregnate. He then manhandled copious amounts of sunblock on his pet, paying special attention to her tits even repeatedly pinching and pulling on her nipples through the thin cloth and under it.

Some men watching also later thought about the way the man laid a hand or a caress on the girl's womb or belly in a subtle but telling way that communicated he had claimed it. They smirked imagining the naive-looking young slut heavily pregnant carrying a gorilla of a baby for the old, gristly bear-man.

Boldly he sat his prick-toy on his lap and covered them with a small blanket. Almost immediately the beauty broke out in a sweat and her face had an expression of uncomfortable concentration. While he remained stoic and casual, it became obvious to most watching that what was going on was the story of a too tight pussy trying to accommodate a too large dick at not the best angle. The sweat dripping down her face and sheet-like complexion indicated she was trying her best.

“Take my pussy, sir. Take it, sir. Gimme your cum,” she cried through the pain.

The little bitch was losing it much to everyone's amusement. The middle-aged man simply gripped his hand over his impetuous lover's mouth while barely perceptibly taking a really slow hump in much the same way a person might try to discreetly let out a fart. “Take it, whore.”

She felt once again her unaccustomed pussy take another rushing dousing.

“Mmmm. Take your seeding, baby-girl Stay tight when I pull out. I'll be disappointed if you don't keep my precious old man jizz up there. Aren't you forgetting something?” ended her Master in a belittling tone she knew well.

“I am sorry for my garbage pussy. Thank you for the gift of life with your hard-working cock, Boss Master.”

“Let's go cool off by the water.” He frog marched her down to the intertidal zone and areas of sand and light, small waves and foam underfoot. He bullyingly directed her part in an impromptu photoshoot. Their audience watched as he pointed where he wanted her to be and she followed his directions sheepishly and she awkwardly bent her ass over, standing up facing the water as he took snapshots. He adjusted her g-string into different positions several times and played with her pussy.

He walked her into the shallows where it was up to her thighs, the waves lapping her bits and he mounted her. He dunked his young filly's face in the water showing great showmanship and not letting her up until he chose to and dunking her repeatedly as he sought his nut at a gallop stirred up by the exhibitionism of his mastery of the slut and her endless submissive masochism now in this outdoor breeding spectacle date of theirs. She came loudly to near universal masculine amusement and begged her Master for breeding, “I want to carry your babies, Mister Boss! Fill my dumb womb, please – ahhhh-” before she was dunked again.

He fucked her again and then had another surprise for his audience when his hand came out of the water that had risen to her waist with a thick rope that were clarified to in fact be anal beads in his hand, wagging them high in the air with a flourish as the slut screamed whiningly and her fucking was continued with the anal bead pull ring looped around his finger and he clearly now focused on and admired the large hole of her gaping ass under the water as he sought his nut. Unfortunately he was coming quite close to drowning his poor pet in his enthusiasm. Luckily a little boogie board floated nearby and he was able to lay her on it to prop her upper body for the last demolishing rounds in the water. The anal beads were flourished once more before the crowd and then disappeared from under the water from whence they came to the uncomfortable and pitiable expression on the slut who the large older man carried back to shore like a prize drowned rat. Her scanty bottoms had been lost and her top was now tangled ineffectually around her torso leaving her bright red, robust fat sacs bare as appropriate for a marked breeding sow. The humiliation of her public breeding on display in the water on this pleasantly hazy afternoon turned her on even more.

“Here. You can grease up those titties with this,” he said handing her a tub of medicinal grease. “Grease up those titties well and dip them in the sand. I want you to massage your titties like a nice, sweet girl into my back. The dry skin on my back needs a lot of gentle exfoliation and there is some special medicine in the grease,” he ordered lying down on a towel enjoying the beautiful sunset and the sound of the waves. Men looked on incredulously as the exhausted, messy young woman greased up her tits, dipped them in the sand, straddled the large man's back, not bothering to fix her covering before essentially grappling the large man naked, her legs splayed showing off her genitals, and lowered the sacs onto his back, getting to work crushing her sandy tits into the large hairy back of the prone man.

“C'mon really mash them in there and rub hard! Young tits are meant to provide service to men like me. Think of them like soft sturdy loofahs!”

She did her best, but it was quite an indignant yet entertaining spectacle, drawing a wide spectatorship that made her increasingly uneasy as her tit meat became rawer and rawer. She wished she had thought to fix her g-string before she had dove to servilely follow her Master's command. Now it was too unthinkable to interrupt her task. The ring attached to the anal beads was clearly visible between in her ass between her straddling thighs. By the end she was weeping openly from the soreness of her tits.

Mr. Franklin straightened and stretched expansively as he rose up. He coaxed the girl over by the foot of his low lying chair where he simply let her curl up in the sand at his feet when he sat down like his little animal. Soon he coaxed the girl's face into his lap and covered his lap with the same towel they had used earlier and many of the bystanders could make out at different times the mammoth cock the shameless bimbo's mouth was battling, choking herself on, and worshipfully cleaning even in her languid exhaustion.

Men approached him and he had several pleasant conversations of other men trying to draw out the story of his slut and giving compliments.

“She had a lot of  trouble taking your dick. It was nice watching her stick with it.”

He finally said in explanation after a few bold enquiries, “This little vixen's name is Abilene. We decided to get pregnant. So we're celebrating with a day at the beach.”

An unhappy gurgling moan could be heard from under the towel when he said her real name out loud.

The man watched in aroused envy as Mr. Franklin affectionately toed the stomach of the naked girl curled around his feet with her hidden mouth likely well-ensconcing his cock. He even lifted his foot and casually rested it on her body and grown men groaned and stepped closer.

Some were to the point. “How much?”

He laughed. That would be fun. Visions of seeing how much dick she could pull, how many contenders he could scrounge to fill her young pussy heavy with a huge gang of traffic made him hard as lead. He doubted his devoted relief station would put up too much of a protest at this point as well. It might even be a fun way to get her bred.

But he was quite possessive of his special little pussy and only wanted her to service men older than him, and even then only certain services he allowed them to, not pussy sex or anal, at least for now. He knew he wanted to knock her up as well as own her and have her carry around a big belly he had made.

After an hour or so the towel accidentally got displaced and the girl could be seen resting peacefully in her master's lap, his mammoth cock  stuffed most of the way down her throat as she appeared casually dozing. The middle-aged  man adjusted himself without noticing, humping his human glove as he flexed, eliciting a sweet unmuffled gurgle that caught his attention. The blanket was replaced and the man went back to his newspaper, enjoying the sunny day.

Then he surprised her by pulling her into his lap so she was lying over him on her side and he made her spread her legs while pouring bottled water over her pussy and rubbing his hand through her pubic hair. He then held her expertly, showing off her bits to the gathered audience and suddenly had a razor in one had that he brought swiftly to her mons. Before the avid eyes of the onlookers, he sheared her like a sheep. “I feel like bare peach beach pussy today. Look at those plump naked lips, fuck!”

The replacement bottoms he had for her were a weird kind of too small rubber shorts he helped hoist over her ass. She went to untangle her top but he simply took it out of her hands and threw it on to the sand. “Tits out. No one minds a great rack too much. You're almost perfect. Here.” He unzippered a zip over from vagina hole to upper mons freeing a bulging white pussy mound. “Perfect pussy patch. It looks good on you.”

He expected her to walk around the boardwalk with not only her bare tits but also her pussy out. She couldn't help trying to hide herself against Mr. Franklin, turning her head ashamedly into his shoulder as he corralled her. For some reason this exposure overwhelmed her more than their other mischiefs and had her turning defensively to Mr. Franklin for guidance and having an even more cowering and submissive demeanor. He encouraged this by uttering bland assurances and stroking her shoulders soothingly. Mr. Franklin found the shame on his slut quite adorable and got some amazing photos. Then  he herded her into a large parking lot, pushed her over the hood of a Porsche convertible, pleased how the hot metal must sting her titties, and made short work about crushingly inseminating her once again in her unzippered pussy.  “Oooo! Ow! Fill up my pussy, Master! Knock me up!”

“Good work, sweet-piece, I really needed to get that one out right away.” He patted her pussy patch on a job well done before leading the bitch to some totally different scene around the beach to pump her again full of sperm.

He walked her down the strip into a public restroom and creamed her in the stalls savagely. “Lots of baby batter in there,” he said, patting her patch of pussy before making her lay down with her pelvis up on the bathroom stall door as he took a nice long leak. 

“Have my baby, you damn cumdump!”

Several hours later they were walking in darkness on the boardwalk. Abilene was crying from the now burning pain in her ravaged tits that were completely bare and now could not stand for any material to touch them. Mr. Franklin who said comforting, encouraging words to the girl nevertheless had a feral gleam to his eye and looked down at the ravaged tits with pride as he rubbed her shoulders comfortingly.

“Almost ready to go, sweetie, there's just one more romantic fantasy I want you to help me live out.”

She was quickly encouraged to seat her ass on the ground and found her back against a dumpster as an enormous hairy male ass approached her face. “Kiss it like you're on a date with my asshole, Abilene. It's my fantasy to have a pretty girl go on a date with and kiss my asshole goodnight at the end of it. Let's make out for a while. Please show all your love and romance in our special kiss. It's even better now that I've probably impregnated you. I want you to think about growing my baby inside you and show me how thankful you are for impregnating you today,” he cried passionately and smothered her with his large, middle-aged ass, relishing how the young face was completely squished against his hairy, humping stinky flesh and abominable man hole. Despite the long day, Abigail's tongue was promptly to work before he had even finished the last sentence up her Master's stinky asshole wiggling and trying to give him the kisses he described before he had finished the sentence and passionately sucking and licking almost like  a normal french kiss but a much more obscene one where her tongue didn't leave the other person's mouth. She blew raspberries and pumped her tongue sensuously, causing him to groan as she continued deep exploration with enthusiastic sounds. He contracted his ass around her tongue and wrung it out with his ass as she got a rhythm drilling her tongue. 

“That's it, cupcake. Give me your sweetest kisses. Wow, you're good at this, who knew, Abilene? Sometimes what a man really needs is a soft assrag. Mmmmm. Suck it hard, slut,” he ordered while punching her face with his ass into the metal dumpster repeatedly, cooing at her and directing her moaningly, “Keep it up. I want to kiss you in the moonlight forever. God, I'm getting romantic!”

Harvey had been the one to initially talk of marriage but he soon backed off the idea. After all was it really better to have a wife than a young workplace slave who voluntarily carried his child? He had a good thing going for him and he enjoyed his new place in the order of things at work and semi-openly referred to Abilene as his pig, groping her openly, and often making cruel, funny jokes at the dominated secretary's expense that often came down to the fact he was dragging her off to relieve his balls.

“How bout instead of a traditional marriage we put this ring through your clit and you can give yourself to me and we can be close in this way instead?”

So it was. Harvey found his needs in the relationship well satisfied with the the sharp little ring he'd pierced through her erect clitty and the strong twine leash that was his to hold and tug. He felt as if the world were in order when he held the clit leash of his young pregnant secretary.

For Abilene's part, she still felt something was not yet satisfied. She now had a clit leash to contend with most the time, although occasionally he would cut it off and wait to replace it. She wasn't able to take it out for weeks and even when she could Harvey much preferred that she kept it on and his smarting tugs were now part of her life. She learned to tolerate the sharp tugs and even began to find them sensual.  

As her belly got big, growing the life her boss had put in her, Harvey seemed to get more enthusiastic about showing her off. She tried vainly to use that as leverage to continue to press for marriage. She did not know what to do with a baby. But the thought of Mr. Franklin having his children off her and raising his babies made her feel happy and proud, though it was another poignant, shameful feeling.

Once again on a masochistic high from the tugs, exhibitionism, and baby hormones, she allowed Mr. Franklin to persuade her to join them closer with another modification to her body. This time at an underground tattoo parlor to stamp his mark onto her pussy. It was to be a surprise for her so the tattoo was hidden from her until it was finished.

When she read his chosen words over her puffy pussy, “Harvey's toilet” she felt herself die a little inside. She was in love with him and wanted to have his babies, but what was he turning her into?

“Sorry, fellas. Got to pinch out a massive log and I need my good luck charm,” he said, massively turned on by the words he had had stamped on her pussy, and kept alluding to them. Even if they didn't see the highly personal tattoo as it was still bandaged up, he didn't hide it from his colleagues that he was about to use his toilet.

Mr. Johnson laughed at the Harvey's crudeness. Perhaps they had always underrated Mr. Franklin, he was thinking more and more as he witnessed the relationship between the large, domineering man and his very young quasi-secretary. There was a young woman who knew her place. She was barely dressed: her braless tits bobbed under a crop top and her bandeau miniskirt was ripped up the side. She displayed a nice big bump of a belly, clearly her uniform was chosen by her boss to accentuate and display the big bump he was very proud of. The secretary kept up a youthfully shy, ashamed, deferring manner that was so beautiful to see on a girl especially one displaying a nice bump. The secretary appeared to be carrying the much less attractive middle-aged man's baby and to be his sex slave. No one knew what he had over her but most assumed it had started with blackmail. Anyone could see that the girl was gaga over him for some reason and let him publicly grope her and disrespect her. The crazy thing was the secretary was not actually a secretary. She had allowed herself to be demoted to one, and it seemed she had been demoted in other more meaningful ways. Harvey brow-beat and threatened her into somewhat taking over the secretarial work and commandeered her when he needed extra help for an important project, and apparently it had not stopped there.

He had heard the loud, crude man call her his piggy and he wondered if that was what she was. Mr. Johnson's cock hardened as it frequently did when thinking about the indignities Harvey clearly heaped on the sweet, angel-looking beauty in order for her that had turned her into the older man's pregnant piggy, and he desired to learn more about the details of the relationship as he watched in envy as Harvey grabbed the ass of the secretary decisively and steered his pregnant secretary efficiently and with no regard for her as a person roughly in the direction of his office.

Mr. Johnson shamelessly followed and listened at the vent with his dick in his hand to the wonderful sounds, loud and clear: “Mr. Franklin, this dummy secretary wants to make up for my mistakes with my tongue?”

The masochistic girl followed this up with opening and raising her mouth and sticking out her tongue. The man outside the door couldn't see her but could hear her lisp over her next words erotically as she stuck out her tongue. “Pleath, leth my thongue rufresh or assh, Mathur.”

“I know you're in love with my butthole but bend over. I want to use your tight shit-pipe, darling.”

“It's a massive one, Miss Abilene. Get ready for my dump,” said the middle-aged man, using excretory language to scintillate himself and further drag his tractable young cumdump into the mud. They both felt his organ spray powerfully her insides, her young unfilled pussy spasming, going off like a spring following the sensation of his spray in her spasming ass, milking his hard-on diligently as he sprayed her ass and recovered. “Oh yeah, take it, toilet. Tighten that pipe. Let me relieve myself in that shit-pipe.”

Mr. Franklin even made noises like he was taking a shit, grunting, moaning, and groaning impatiently. Mr. Johnson was rock hard picturing Mr. Franklin subjecting the small, pregnant woman to his obscene and base treatment.

“I'm shitting up your ass. Pretend you're fucking yourself on a huge log of my shit and not just my beast of a dick. Go wild on your log, shit-rider. Let me drop another huge one in your bowl. Take it. Oh yeah, nice flush. Mmmmmm.”

He heard sounds like he'd never heard before, particularly desperate squeals, abject begging, much slapping and cries, and spontaneous, passionate professions of servile love. “It's spraying in my poophole! Mr. Franklin, it's going off in my poophole! Arrghh! Mercy!” Mr. Franklin greatly enjoyed his slave's antics and kept his dick in her ass, finding it pleasurable how her ass continued to milk his cock and quickly decided he could pump one again without needing to take his dick out.

Then all Mr. Johnson heard from the other side of the door were cries, slapping, and grunts from that part on until, “Flush, baby! Flush me with that ass!” 

Mr. Johnson listened on and heard many intimacies between man and toilet with a hard dick. He decided right then and there he wanted one for his own. He needed to seriously start pressing the issue in vulnerable situations where he might find something malleable to his desires. He pondered.

“Shit my loads.”

Mr. Johnson heard the words, feeling incredulous at the primitive, neanderthalish man's depravity and gall.

“I want to see my toilet backed up. Nasty shithole toilet, shitting out its master's nine loads.”

Mr, Johnson's dick spasmed as he heard keen farts, whining, and continued dialogue in the background. “That's it. Keep going. Yes. Shit some more on my cock. Bad, inefficient toilet.”

Inside the office, Harvey came up behind her all fours position and bid her shit and kept his dick under her ass. “Keep going, baby. Work it out, Work it all out. Oh yeah. You slut! You filthy whore!' Harvey expertly cajoled her to keep tooting on his big cock, turned on by the pathetic defeat of the sounds she strained to make with her ass deflating. “Now apologize. Apologize for being a nasty clogged toilet and  eat your loads.”

“I'm sorry I'm just a nasty clogged toilet who's not even a human being anymore and needs my Master's help to unclog me.”

“Eat it, pig! Eat my filthy, shitted scum, bitch!” He made her eat all the cum shat on his dick and on the floor. He watched as if from heaven as the sexy young bitch slurped his filthy offering on the tool of her defilement with real reverence shining in her eyes.

Mr. Franklin left his cock down his secretary's throat letting her milk out the very last of his leaking load over the next ten minutes. Mr. Johnson once again felt he was on another level of arousal listening to the subtle gagging and choking noises and gruff grunts of satisfaction from his crude colleague. And then again on yet another level of arousal when he heard, “Ass now.........oh, yeah. Tongue deeper. Oh, yeah. There you go, shit ticket. Give it to your love. Your face is so smooth and warm. Good soft assrag, more licks.”

Harvey loved how adaptable his young bitch was, now trained to role-play as a toilet, that combined with her tattoo, his claiming mark above her pussy, had stamped itself into an integral part of her identity.

Harvey had her provide little services to all the higher-ups for tips. He started this one day when he hosted a meeting with some of his superiors. She knelt outside her boss's office bare-titted and oiled up with a sign below her that read, “Please enjoy these refreshing dick towels compliments of Mr. Franklin.” Each man came to the meeting and wiped his dick all over her chest for his refreshment and afterwards she dunked her tits in a bucket of icy solution to clean them and then rubbed them in a tray of oil to get them ready for the next visitor.

She was taken by surprise, especially since the only instruction she'd received was to keep her mouth open and accept what men put inside it and not take it out, when the first important man to wipe his dick clean on her breasts shoved a generous roll of cash into her mouth.

FLASH! The man took a picture.

The next man nuzzled another wad to her lips when he was done using her tits and delicately coaxed her to accept both big cash rolls with minimal assistance into her mouth to protrude grotesquely. This man also took a picture as a memento. They all did. She only got more ridiculous looking as more men made it to the meeting and her mouth was obscenely stuffed with green rolls. There was a closed circuit TV in Harvey's office that allowed the men in the room to watch the young secretary offer her tits as a dick towel to newcomers with her mouth stretched lewdly around a growing pile of rolled cash and then humbly shake her tits in a bucket to clean them handlessly as instructed and then dunk them in the oil, looking like quite the deranged animal as her mouth stretched further and further. The men could then watch their complimentary dick towel obediently frozen in her ready-for-use position. However no one needed a dick toweling again and they ignored her on the way out.

Master, however, was very pleased. He made her keep all that horrible, yucky wads of cash in her mouth and hooked her clit rope around the drawers of her desk before clipping it and having her bend over her desk to fuck her ass. “Taste that money,” he said, trying to push it and smacking it further into her crammed mouth. “Suck your money sexy for me, baby. Get it nice and wet and suck it down. Suck it like your boss's fat cock.” He used his hand to mockingly help her choke on it. “Throat that money, slut,” he grunted, coming in her ass.

Afterwards, he said, “I need a dick towel.” She awkwardly and painfully got into a position she can offer him her tits with her clit string wrapped through her desk drawers. He helps himself expertly to her tit towel. Then he yanks a couple wads of cash from her mouth and helps her empty her mouth's bounty into his briefcase, giggling nastily. He takes a single wad and shoves it fully up her ass. “There's your cut. Keep it nice and warm and lay it when you get home, baby. Send me a video of it.” Then he has her lick out his ass right there at her desk, on all fours on her desk, standing and sticking his ass in her face for anyone to see, somewhat ramming her with it.

When he was finally satisfied with his spirited smothering domination of her lovely face with his large muscular ass and allowed the women to emerge from his ass. He was quite satisfied seeing the pretty woman emerge like she'd escaped a typhoon, bedraggled hair soaked to her skin, panting breathlessly, sheet white, and ass hairs like ugly ants peppering her face.

“You suck ass like a pro now.”

He practiced an intimate trick that allowed them both to show their appreciation to each other. She sat on her desk legs spread, bent, and held up offering her pussy to him as he stood in front of her while he dribbled the slowest, thickest, longest lasting river of drool onto her receptive pussy despite the fact he'd obviously been smoking cigars making her pussy stink. He generously retrieved another cash wad from his briefcase and used it to shove his offering deep into her cunt. Thus tipping her for stinking up her for stinking up her nasty cunt.

He then helped her into a black and neon green g-string. That made a glaring fishtail above the short torn slip that was all that remained of the attractive skirt she had worn before their early morning meeting. He gave her back her thin silk blouse but she had not worn a bra and he made her tie it around her waist. He yanked her fishtail g-string higher. “There. Now you're ready to get back on those documents. I expect 35,000 words by 3pm when I expect you to wash my curtains. Then at 4:30, of course, it's time,” grunt, “for your daily switching. Don't slack. Here. This is all you may have to wash up.” He dropped a tissue on her and turned and strode nonchalantly back to his office.

Harvey hid it till he had closed the door to his office but he felt incredible glee. His young puss was really blossoming into the fantasy in his wildest dreams. Watching man after man use her tits as a clean dick towel and plug a roll of cash into her silly-looking mouth till her eyes bugged out as her jaw strained around a more and more massive bundle of cash looking more and more ridiculous more and more a freak with a nice set of tits to be used like a doormat by men's dicks and a nice big belly being used to carry her master's child. She looked subhuman but very attractive. Like a useful object or noble beast. And she had earned money like a true whore for him, a cheap way to tip his superiors and be tipped, in more than one way, in return. His mind was a furious thunderstorm of services she could provide for tips from other older men, picturing her gob packed with cash and cock and other cruel dehumanizations. The thought of having such an instrument at his disposal at all times clubbed him right up. Further, she was getting good at all the chores and was a decent cook, making her very convenient to have around. While there seemed no end to how far he could push her.

Later, he enjoyed watching her painstakingly hand washing his curtains in two buckets on the floor still in a shiny and ass haired state and salacious rags like a proper sex slave. He felt very powerful as he talked on the phone.

He beckoned her over to him and gave her pussy a rough rubbing/stroking to reward her on a job well done that had the masochistic woman moaning and begging in no time, but he stopped and patted her ass dismissively.

“What a hopeless pig.”

He called her in early for her switching, explaining that what was about to happen had nothing to do with her lovely performance as a dick towel. It was for disappointing him in several other areas that included not keeping up with the transcriptions, taking a long time to retrieve lunch, and not cleaning the men's room and his own personal restroom often enough. He told her with a piggish grunt that she was going to get it much harder today. He had her bend over his desk in position and he brought out a pair of nose-hooks and fitted them on her taking a quick pic. Yes, they suited her quite well for this punishment, drawing up her nostrils obscenely and painfully. Her switching had come to be the best time of the day. He loved beating his volunteer slut employee to tears, letting his rage out and marking up her perfect body while ripping screams from her throat, and today was no different. Except he mercilessly pushed her further.

Before cracking down on her money-stuffed flesh and reveling in her pain with the stiffest boner he ever had in his life and watching the dance of emotion through her eyes and quivering through the hair of her exposed nostrils, he said, “Think about how to make your noises pleasurable for me. I want sexy moans from my painslut. Make it sexy for me, pig.”

As she was sobbing, he took out his phone and took plenty of photos and video of his hopelessly crying pig with her well beaten ass as well as her ridiculous, inconsolable face in the frame together. He then set it as the background on his phone.

“Beautiful.”

“I'm not complaining but don't you mind your special lady rusty tromboning nine nasty old men?”

“Not at all. There may be things I mind men doing with my special lady, as you call her, but she's the best brownhole weasel I've ever met and she needs to suck ass. It would be selfish of me to keep an exceptional assrag like that all to myself. I know all about the difficulty and expense in acquiring a satisfactory rimjob. I think she will blossom further with lots  and lots of experience and I find it satisfactory to enslave her to old man dick in general, I confess. I'd be mighty jealous if it wasn't done in a young maid's proper deference to age and piety but was some passionate young buck around her own age. As it is, it honestly turns me on to turn her into an old man wipe.”

It was also exciting to use and share one's slave with some members of the upper management as a way to cultivate a comradeship to further advance his career.

“How did he get you to agree to be an assmop to all his superiors? Some might say you have no self-respect. Are you his slave?” inquired the man sent from HR as he focused his phone on her.

Abilene was filled with anxious dread for the daunting tasks ahead. Mr. Franklin made it clear he had certain high expectations of her and that if she didn't do a good enough job he'd invite the men from her former sales floor and all the entry level and janitorial staff to step on her bare pussy tomorrow.

“That big belly has you you acting out and being dumb. A good old pussy stomping would rectify that real quick, I figure. Uugh. I'll let anyone willing to walk to work or wear their sneakers stomp that stupid little pussy if you let me down, This could change my life. Don't make me have to get you a stampede for that slutty cunt. Do your best. You were made to suck ass. Let your instincts take over. Use it as an opportunity to explore your reverence for your superiors' assholes.”

It was Abilene's task to lick the asses and jerk off each of the executives it some deal for Mr. Franklin's promotion.

“Hi, Abilene. My name is Mr. Johnson. Mr. Franklin told me you're going to do something really special for me.”

“I'm going to rim you if that's okay with you, sir?”

“I haven't washed myself since Mr. Franklin set the date, you don't mind, do you? I've gotten so hot watching a pretty young girl like you take on that ugly monster Harvey. He uses you like a versatile cumrag. God, it's hot! Smells turn you on, don't they, slut? Or you just don't mind them? Seems like you must like a nice aged manly smell very much.”

The poor submissive thing answered with nods and whimpers until he took out his cock and time stopped for the slut. It was almost as huge as Mr. Franklin's and had its own unique strong scent! Her mouth instantly flooded with saliva and her hands and pussy twitched and she wished she could suck it. Instead she got on her knees between Mr. Johnson's legs and showed him her full mouth and meek puppy dog eyes and tugged haphazardly on his pants.

He helped her with his pants and getting his ass out on the sofa he'd been sitting on.

“Get your face in there. Time to see what Harvey'd been helping himself to these past months, that old dog.”

The smell was pungent and despite her fascination she felt repulsed by the strange greasy, hairy ass that was destined to touch her face. She found she was surprisingly averse to touching it at all given what she'd been doing lately – her heart involuntarily squeezed in her chest – with her lover. However, she didn't let herself give into despair. She had never thought this was an experience that would give her more sense of self-worth after all and sallied forth in her submission to her master and did her best to show appreciation to the strange man's ass.

“Taste my shitter! Taste my shitter! Taste my shitter! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm. Nasty old man's sow whore. Happy to be the one to initiate you into the gauntlet of assholes you're going to be immersed in this afternoon. Don't you dare take that tongue out of my ass. I paid Harvey something extra for you to suck my ass through three orgasms.”

Abilene could only speak her confirmation of this plan through nasty old Mr. Johnson's ass and obediently tended the new asshole while yanking on his thick cock until he came three times.

“Wow, I wonder what'd take to get him to send you up so I could get regular clearings down there. Much better with a girl than a cloth.”

It was a long day for Abilene. She had never imagined she would be so intimately familiar with so much mature man ass. One after another after another after another, heavy, hairy ass covered and pressed their musky flesh onto her face for special service and none of the old men showed any reluctance to use the young, beautiful, pregnant secretary's head as an ass rag at all, though they were all very strict and rigid about having her clean herself off between uses as a courtesy to the next man in the queue. She felt like a living shit ticket for real! Even when she stopped and brushed her teeth and gargled and tried any number of things, the taste, smell, and feel of all the strange new asses stayed in her.

When she'd finished with the last brownhole, Mr. Franklin was waiting outside the women's john to collect her. His demeanor was irrepressibly gleeful as he observed his pregnant secretary's somehow wan yet angrily chafed, drenched face and dazed, naked, and unsteady hot body and cute baby bump. It turned him on so much knowing she'd made it through the executive odyssey of ass for his professional gain and had been wiped with the asses of so many nasty, powerful men now. By all reports so far, she was a proficient ass-pleaser, capable of offering some relief and soothing to the powerful men who made the big bucks.

“How did you like all that ass you ate? Did you like the taste? Nine assholes, besides mine. What did you think? Did you service them well? Did any of them stand out, good or bad? Or was it like one, overwhelming bombardment? Did you enjoy it?” He was beside himself with something like awe over his situation. His young, pregnant secretary was not only seemingly a talented, trainable rimmer like he had always dreamed of, she had also taken on a train of nine adult male asses to her precious face because he asked her and offered very little objection, considering. He couldn't ask for a more beautiful and buxom youthful servicer to his desires. She truly was the best ass-weasel an old man like him could ask for.

“Good job, Abilene. You slurped so much ass and now because of you I'm getting the promotion I've always wanted. You ate up nine men's assholes and helped them splooge. Other girls would never do something like that. It's too disgusting. You don't understand that though, do you, Abilene? You're a natural-born ass-pleaser, aren't you? You like sniffing and licking men's butts, an awful lot, huh? Nothing like the heady stink of a man more powerful and knowledgable than yourself to get you to salivate in preparation of pleasing them. You're drooling so much right now! Look at that mouth! Damn it turns me on to have found the girl to be my perfect assrag! Nine men, Abilene! Nine men sat on your pretty face besides me, Abilene. You were an ass-rag for nine other men. Are you going to be a good pass-around assrag for me, Abilene? And put that cute face in the butts of people I say? Fuck it, I can see sharing that face with plenty more old men! Just what an inferior secretary's face should be for. It pleases me so much you're really acting like a proper young woman. We can get married. You've really earned it. Now get that tongue up my ass.”
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