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Sounds poured from my hoarse voice as my face rested against the desk, my legs practically limp, trembling as I felt the intrusion.

That stretch as it sank deeper and deeper inside my ass, filling and stretching me in ways I hadn’t felt in a long time. Marcus had a toy buried deep into my ass as my pussy clenched and throbbed with nothing inside, desperate for attention as well.

“It’s so deep,” I muttered as I lifted my head from the desk, the massive toy pumping in and out of my hole.

“And you’re handling it well,” Marcus’s voice came from behind me.

His praise fueled me, making heat pool in my needy cunt. “I can take more than that,” I urged. “Hah, is that all you’ve got?”

I heard his huff. “And here I thought you were close to using your safe word. If that’s the case—” 

Marcus’s hands wrapped around me, rolling me back onto the cold surface, and finally I could see it all as the luminescent light shone down over us.

We were alone in his office with nothing but the bland grey walls, bland shelves to the left and right filled with books and documents, and there the dark grey door was locked behind him. It had to be, to leave us with the unbland things happening on his desk.

There, standing between my spread legs was Marcus dressed in his pristine navy blue uniform. A daring move given what we were up to.

His arms were hooked around my thighs as he positioned me on the edge of his desk, his eyes roaming my naked form. “I’d like to see you eat those words.” The corner of his lip curled as he released my legs. 

He half-turned and there to his right was the table holding the contents that would make my pussy throb in anticipation.

Marcus grabbed a thick elongated dildo, dwarfing his arm and taking up a sizeable space as he lathered the tip liberally. My heart hammered and I lifted my head to study this enormous toy. The one already buried to the hilt in my ass was pushing things.

Was he about to replace it or?

“As you are aware, this is all a part of your preparation for today’s esteemed guests,” he explained, lathering the length. 

Then he turned back to me, bringing this girthy toy between my legs. There it glistened and gleamed in the sheen of lube, droplets dripping as he lowered it directly to my pussy.

“When it comes to size, you are one of the few who has signed off on larger specimens, so Courtney, today is your lucky day,” he explained as he teased my entrance, rubbing this mass between my spread thighs. 

It sawed against my folds, the cold lube coating my inner thighs and folds with each swipe as my body shivered in anticipation. “Do you still wish to proceed?”

“Yes,” my word fell into a whiny moan as the tip pressed to my pussy. 

He pushed the enormous toy to my hole and it spread me like nothing else.

I gasped as it plunged inside, going deep as it stretched me in ways I never thought possible. My back arched and my head fell back on the desk and there above me, Marcus’s eyes remained. Watching me like a hungry animal as he worked the massive dildo in and out at that relentless pace. My legs trembled.

Having my ass stretched and filled while he fucked me with the dildo made sounds pour from my lips and words I hardly remembered saying; begging for more, harder, deeper.

There above me he smirked while I couldn’t stop myself from pleading for more. My hands moved between my thighs, desperate to play with my aching pussy. To make myself cum and to feel my body clench on these toys as I climaxed and writhed non-stop.

But the second my hands made contact with my pussy, Marcus’s hand captured mine. His thick calloused fingers grasping my wrist and pulling them back, pinning them firmly on the desk above my head with one hand as my eyes snapped to him. 

“Courtney, you need to focus,” he warned in that firm tone. 

All the while his other hand remained on the toy while he leaned over me, his pelvis pressed against it, sinking the massive dildo even deeper inside me as I gasped from the sensation.

“We can’t have these hands getting distracted, while I prepare you for what’s to come next,” he continued, withdrawing it a few inches and thrusting against that dildo.

Marcus fucked me with the dildo as I could hardly keep my mouth shut. He continued to loom over me, studying my every little reaction. “Isn’t that right?”

Marcus wasn’t the main show, these toys, as delicious as they were, were but an appetiser for what came next.

“No,” I replied, forcing the word out while there was still air in my lungs.

Sounds escaped my lips and my eyes rolled back as he pumped the toy into me. I could feel the ridges and grooves and notches as it moved against my inner walls, pressure building as it pressed and thrust against the deepest parts inside me. Each pump made my thighs shake, the stretch and the burn mingling together and igniting pleasure.

I was drowning in pleasure, threatening to make me orgasm even if I wasn’t touching myself.

And then I felt the pressure lift from my wrist. Two digits entered my mouth, plunging inside and tasting of lube and my own arousal. I ran my tongue over them, feeling the creases and the calluses on his rough fingers. “Marcus,” I attempted to say his name as I teetered on the edge, feeling my body clenching around the intrusions. I was close.

If he kept this up I would orgasm, right here.

“Do you need your safe word?” he asked as the fingers began to withdraw, and I bit down. Not drawing blood, just enough to keep him there and teased by my tongue.

I saw the glint of excitement enter his usually hard features, he didn’t wince or tug away. “Have it your way, Courtney.” 

Instead, I released him as I felt the weight shift. He pressed his fingers deeper into my welcoming mouth, pressing down on my tongue, and fucked me harder with the Dildo, thrusting against the base and pulling it back with his free arm.

“We’ll go over what you need to be aware of for today’s proceedings,” he started to explain. 

This was the only way I could stand that dreary voice of his as he laid out those stale formalities. While I was spread and fucked I would gladly let him waffle on for as long as he wanted.

Time and pleasure mingled in that office for long enough for me to hear every important detail until a buzz came from his glasses. I saw him tap the side and begin to talk as he continued to fill my pussy with the dildo.

Saliva pooled in my mouth as I toyed with his digits and my body shuddered. His eyes flickered with realisation, Marcus looked down at me. “Yes, not to worry, I'll be there in a minute,” he muttered his thanks before tapping his glasses.

“Your assignment has arrived,” he announced, pressing the toy all the way to the hilt as I shuddered. His fingers slipped free of my mouth. “We need to get you cleaned up and ready.”

I almost whined when he withdrew the dildo, sliding its massive length all the way out with a wet sound. I was feeling far too empty as he half-turned and set it down on the table.

That's when I noticed something that amused and turned me on. There was a distinct bulge in his pants.

And here I thought Marcus was some kind of saint. 

My foot moved as he turned back to remove the dildo in my ass. I pressed my curious foot to the front of his pants and instantly I felt more turned on by my findings.

Under the pad of my foot I feel his hard length through the fabric. His eyes shot down as I slid my toes across his cock. “So you do get off to this,” I teased him, pressing firmer against his length as he gave a gruff sound. “What's a few more minutes, Marcus?”

His hand went to my foot, pressing me against his cock for a moment as he sighed quietly.

“Must be hard... only getting to watch us having all the fun,” I started with a smile. “Our guest can wait a couple of minutes, can't they?”

He didn’t say a word for a minute but his hand remained over the top of my foot, allowing me to explore his hard length with my toes. I felt the spark of excitement in my chest as I saw his eyes lingering on my foot then studying my pussy, my thighs, and finally sweeping up my form to my eyes. 

“I've been in charge of you for years, Courtney,” he started as he lifted my foot from his groin. “I’ve supervised all your encounters. I've watched you get fucked more times than most men will in their lifetime. Seen dicks fit that even I didn't think was possible. I can't satisfy you, I know that better than anyone, but I know who will so you need to get ready.”

He let go of my foot much to my disappointment. “Now, do you need my help to clean you up?”

“No, I'll get ready while you prepare the guest,” I explained.

I got my bearings and freshened up. Marcus let me stay in there and get my footing again while he did the same for our lucky participant today. When the knock came at the door I felt my heart skip a beat. “Courtney, it’s time. Are you ready?”

“I was born ready,” I answered.

“Then it’s time to enter the breeding room.”

Walking down that empty clinical hallway felt anything but ordinary. I could only anticipate what was coming next, my pussy throbbing as heat pooled in my core.

Whatever alien was waiting in the room, whatever dick I was coming face to face with, I was more than ready to service them. 

To feel as every inch of my aching cunt was filled with cum and to feel its hard cock pulsing as it shot endless streams of cum inside me.

I had to wipe the smile off my face as I stood before the door. Eager to proceed, the door slid open and there I entered the familiar space for what felt like the hundredth time over the years.

Empty white walls, a large cube-like space and to our right was a white-panelled wall: the observation room where I knew Marcus would be.

Waiting in case I ever needed to be removed from the breeding room. In all these years no matter what was inside me, no matter how many tentacles spilled into my tight ass or how many cocks were shoved down my throat as the cum spilled down, I never threw in the towel.

Why would I, when it felt so hot and good being used and bred, and filled?

No, this room was the only place I wanted to be tonight.

And from the big form before me, dwarfing the massive bed in the space, it seems I’m not the only one that feels this way tonight. There it was sitting on the bed, I craned my neck to look at this large alien. It was a dark green creature with scaly skin, two arms long enough to touch the floor, with muscular and broad shoulders. Its head large and elongated with two goat-like









































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
= A ‘;/\\%
Filled by Zﬂ/&/‘e assi
= .Y (// N\

%t

T BRI





