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A Calculated Risk

by Kris P. Kreme

 


 


"You sure are one hell of a lucky guy,
Jake."

 


Jake was momentarily shaken from his
thoughts as he'd been staring off into space, the past few weeks
definitely being less than stellar in his life. Maybe that was why
he shook the thoughts away so easily, came out of the haze of
frustration dwelling on life's unexpected turns. Hearing anyone say
that he was lucky at the moment raised skepticism at
best.

 


He looked over at the guy he guessed
had to qualify as his best friend in life, Brian Skye. It wasn't
like the two of them saw eye to eye on many things, but the guy had
stuck around after college and so far had only really been guilty
of keeping his head firmly embedded in the clouds. Brian in the
Skye, that was what he used to call him back when they were chasing
chicks all over campus. It wasn't like the guy couldn't get his
fair share. It was only that he had the strangest ideas when it
came to sex. Maybe Brian read too much porn or maybe he just was
the rare type to see a girl and think more how best he could
improve her by twisting her own beliefs into morally clotted
versions of themselves.

 


"I am, huh?" He grumbled. "I guess I
don't feel very lucky lately."

 


Brian took another swig of the beer in
his hands as the two of them sat in the living room. The television
was blaring some sport Jake didn't even care about, nor recall
having turned on. If there was one thing about Brian, he had this
subtle way of always getting what he wanted and apparently it would
seem he wanted the channel on some sport from eastern
Europe.

 


"You sure are, man." Brian suppressed
a burp and nudged Jake in the shoulder, pointing past him to the
patio outside. "C'mon, you seriously want to try and say you aren't
a lucky son-of-a-bitch for landing that hottie right
there?"

 


Jake saw Mindy on the patio and he
knew what Brian was trying to say. Unfortunately he wasn't feeling
all that positive about Mindy and his relationship lately. That was
the entire reason life seemed difficult these past few weeks. He
hadn't bothered Brian with the details, since Brian seemed to not
just think bizarre fantastical thoughts about sex and women, but
also had a far too talented way of turning every conversation about
any woman into a visual painting of that woman having sex. It was
either a curse or a gift but even speaking about getting mail
delivered somehow could turn into a conversation about a female
letter carrier getting her own special package and Brian laughing
the whole time as he sipped on a beer.

 


"Mindy's great," Jake said, staring
off into space again, hoping Brian would go back to watching
whatever sport he'd found and let the conversation die. It almost
worked, for about ten-seconds.

 


"But?"

 


Jake stayed silent, hoping to avoid
this.

 


Brian set the empty beer on the coffee
table. "Okay man, I know you heard me. She's great…
but?"

 


Jake sighed and turned to look his
overly grinning college buddy in the eye. "Alright, but if you turn
this into something perverted I swear I'll pour the next beer right
down your pants."

 


"Jake," Brian said with mock surprise.
"You wouldn't be coming out of the closet would you? There's better
ways to get into my pants."

 


Brian broke into laughing at his
attempt at humor and Jake simply rolled his eyes. He looked back
out at Mindy who was currently watering some plants on the patio,
dressed in her typical 'around the house' clothes. There was
nothing the girl could wear and not look stunning. He sighed again
and looked back at the television, fighting for the right way to
even begin the summary of recent developments in his personal
life.

 


"Brian, I just really don't know if
she's the girl for me. I mean, yeah, she's great, but lately she
just has… well she has her own plans in life and nothing can sway
them. I think we could settle down, start a family, be happy, and
yet… I guess she has other thoughts on that."

 


For a minute or two the room was
silent, only the foreign announcer on the television and the
muffled cries of spectators watching some sport Jake still hadn't
managed to make sense of. He actually thought Brian was going to be
serious, though thinking that about Brian was always a mistake. It
wasn't as though the guy didn't mean well. He just had a way of
sticking his foot in his mouth when he merely wanted to help with
humor, it seemed.

 


"Man, I know you're bummed, but I
mean, well look at her. She's still fuckin hotter than hell. That
slim body, those perky and oh so bouncy tits, that long curly brown
hair that shines just right in the sunlight; ya gotta admit that
even if she isn't ready for settling down, you still are one lucky
guy to have her all to yourself."

 


Jake looked over at Mindy and sighed
again. He then looked back at Brian, seeing the glimmer in the
guy's eyes. "Okay, first, stop ogling my girl, okay? Second, you
missed the point of what I was trying to say."

 


"Dude, I wasn't ogling your girl."
Brian laughed and then lowered his voice a bit. "I was sizing up
that fine ass slut out there on the patio and imagining how she
must be when she goes into heat. I bet she can bend that little
body into all kinds of positions, can't she?"

 


Jake reached out as casually as
possible and grabbed Brian by the shirt, pressing him back against
the couch rather firmly. "Listen, I know in your mind you're making
things better by saying that, but c'mon, it's pretty damn rude to
think that way about a friend's girl."

 


Releasing Brian's shirt, Jake had to
congratulate himself on maintaining that much control. Brian could
be a horn dog as easily as an actual dog and usually that got him
in trouble. Still, Jake knew what his friend was doing, or at least
trying to do in his own clumsy-mannered way. What Brian said next
confirmed it.

 


"Man, my bad. I didn't mean to… well…
you know I was only trying to pump you up, bro. I mean she's all
yours. You may not be able to move at your own pace, but you can
enjoy the ride, right?"

 


Jake rubbed at his head and looked
back from the television over to Mindy, currently bending over and
watering a very small flower pot that sat on the ground next to the
patio. The way she bent only showed off her incredible ass, only
revealed more of the luscious brunette's curves that even her
slender form still managed to make the best of. Her long hair
spilled to one side as she bent forward, away from the two of them
inside. Jake knew Brian was looking right along with him. He knew
that Brian was a guy of opportunity who'd sooner snatch Mindy away
as be best man at his friend's wedding. He also knew that Brian was
speaking the truth, at least in part. He glanced back to Brian,
confirming where the guy's eyes were focused.

 


"Listen, it isn't that the sex isn't
hotter than ever. You can write that thought out of your head.
Mindy may be many things but she isn't losing interest in me
anytime soon. I just think… I don't know. You mentioned her going
into heat. Well, that apparently is never going to happen. See, I
think Mindy is stuck in a certain frame of mind and there's no
changing her mind once it's made up. Maybe… maybe I'm wrong. I just
think she'd be cool as a mom. Don't you?"

 


Brian had a grin that almost
immediately made Jake regret asking the question but at this point
he may as well simply let the guy go ahead and react as he was
going to react, get it all out of his system. He braced for the
indecent over-sharing of internal fantasies his old friend was
likely going to spill.

 


"Ah… I get you man," Brian began.
"You're wanting to pack little miss smarty pants with your special
sauce. You wanna have her motor running extra hot so you can lube
it up with the old oil again and again. You'd like bendy Mindy to
bend on over and let you balloon her belly out to the floor. No, I
totally get where you're coming from. Get it… coming." Brian paused
and laughed, Jake maintaining a firm stare at his friend, while
admittedly fighting off the firmness Brian's words had caused
elsewhere.

 


Whatever was going through Brian's
revolving door of a brain, there seemed little stopping it now and
Jake simply breathed and waited it all out as his buddy seemed on
some kind of near energetic rant.

 


"Dude, go with me here for a moment. I
know Mindy's not the type of girl, but for a second imagine it.
What if we could make Mindy a complete cum slut, like totally and
helplessly addicted to getting her womb blasted with cum? She'd be
absolutely obsessed with having her belly filled every second of
every day and nothing could interfere with the need, the urge, the
uncontrollable horniness that kept her on all fours, on her back,
bent over railings, bent over car hoods, bent backwards like a
gymnast. She'd be knocked up for the conceivable future, emphasis
on conceivable."

 


Jake had to actually shift in his
seat, uncomfortably looking away from his rather rambling buddy and
looking out on the patio where Mindy was putting down the watering
can and looking in at them both with a complete clueless smile on
her face. She even lifted a hand and waved at them, smiling
pleasantly, innocently, and completely unaware of the rather
perverse picture in both men's head at that moment.

 


It wasn't really right to let Brian
off his leash this much, but Jake couldn't help it. He liked the
thought. As wrong as it was, he liked the idea of Mindy being in
such intense and unmanageable heat that she had to have him between
her legs, had to get his cream inside her, and most of all had to
start that family they had spoken so awkwardly about these past few
weeks.

 


Still… the fantasy couldn't go on
forever, especially as Mindy opened the outside door and walked
into the living room right as Brian finished some short description
of her belly being so stuffed with cum that she sloshed when she
walked.

 


"Hi there, guys. The game going
well?"

 


Both Jake and Brian stared at Mindy
for a moment, a long lingering moment where each man did their best
to shift and subtly hide the prominent bulges they each had formed
just thinking about the ripe young brunette in her early twenties.
It was Jake who managed to answer, and his voice actually cracked
slightly as he spoke.

 


"Sure… it's… it's interesting I
guess."

 


Mindy cocked her head to one side,
looked at both Brian and Jake, then turned and looked at the
television. "It's certainly a unique looking sport. It's odd that
they play with more than one ball. I don't really see how they keep
everything straight." She then looked over at Jake as she smiled
and walked away, only adding one comment but one that made Brian
lose his own composure. "I just don't think I'd ever be able to
handle that many balls at once."

 


Brian had his fist in his mouth to
suppress the laugh that seemed to spontaneously expel from his
lungs. He did a decent job, all things considered, but Jake still
glared at him. As soon as Mindy was in the kitchen and out of ear
shot, Jake leaned over and spoke in a lowered tone of voice but one
that was pure seriousness.

 


"Okay, you had your fun with the
whole… whatever that scenario you painted in my head was, but let's
stop talking about her like she's some fuck toy, okay. I mean
seriously, I just am still bothered that she is so focused on a
career right now. Nothing you can say or do changes
that."

 


Brian shrugged and for a few seconds
was silent. The distant clinks of glasses in the kitchen and the
excited announcer on the screen seemed to rise up and then Brian
spoke again, his voice and tone having returned from the basement
of his thoughts and everything settling into a more normal
place.

 


"So she's still into the whole
accounting thing, right?"

 


"Yeah," Jake said, leaning back into
the couch, "she's got it all planned out. She's already with that
bank I mentioned, you know the big one downtown. She'll be moving
into her own office this coming week and taking more important
clients. It's all numbers with her, always has been. Brains and
beauty, you know. She's a double threat there. Still… I just wish
there was a place in the numbers for me, for what I
want."

 


Brian seemed to be thinking, something
Jake knew was never the best idea, considering the slope his brain
had towards the perverse and how given enough time to think on any
topic, it always tended to roll that direction. Occasionally
though, the guy actually surprised him and this was definitely one
of those moments.

 


"Why don't you give her something, a
gift to congratulate her on the new office?"

 


Jake turned and looked at Brian, then
looked past him into the kitchen where he could see Mindy bending
over to look in the fridge. As he blinked and shook away the
momentary flash of Mindy bending over nude before the fridge
wanting him to drive something thick and hard up inside her, he
realized Brian had a good point.

 


"That's… that's actually not a bad
idea."

 


"Don't sound so surprised," Brian
laughed, "I do occasionally come up with something decent. Besides,
if you show her support for her life choices with a little present
or something, maybe she'll show you some support with yours. It
couldn't hurt, right?"

 


Jake looked down and simply thought
for a moment. "You know what, man, you're absolutely right. I've
been so focused on my own frustration, I never thought about it
that simply. And you know," he began, taking another moment to
think. "I think I have the perfect gift in mind."

 


"What's that?" Brian asked.

 


"A new graphing calculator. You know,
one of those real nerd gadgets, something I can't make heads or
tails of, but something she'd probably enjoy. She loves stuff like
that… and best of all it shows I take her seriously for her mind,
not just her body."

 


Brian was nodding, and as he cut his
eyes to either side, particularly towards the kitchen, Jake knew
something was about to spill from the guy's mouth that would be
better left silent. "That's true, and a good idea, though if you
ask me, her body is too damn hot to leave so unused. Maybe she
should be calculating the precise volume of man juice she could
stuff inside that tight little belly of hers… huh?"

 


Jake rolled his eyes as his buddy
elbowed him and managed to avoid saying anything more perverted
than he already had. Typically that was how Brian was. Every second
or third sentence was some fantasy comment, whether it was about
someone they knew or the girl in the commercial on television. It
was something to get used to but then Brian wasn't a horrible guy.
At least he seemed to mean well and beyond all the porny bits he
had a good heart. Things like that ultimately counted for
something.

 


And besides, Jake reasoned, he'd had a
great idea. Now all Jake needed to do was some last minute shopping
to find the perfect calculator and he'd have the gift that showed
he not only supported Mindy's decisions but appreciated her mind
just as much as the rest of her. Mindy was great, but naturally she
wasn't just some baby factory for him to enjoy.

 


 


* * *

 


 


"Oh wow, what is it?" Mindy
asked.

 


It was a week later and after finding
out the hard way that a damn calculator can be pretty expensive,
Brian had made up for the relentless comments on Mindy being a
horny baby machine and earned himself a reprieve from having that
beer poured down his pants.

 


Jake had to admit he'd been more than
a little skeptical when Brian claimed a buddy of his he'd met
online had an inside line to some top quality electronics that
would cost less than half of what local stores wanted. He'd
actually been skeptical more of just what kind of buddies Brian had
online, given the way his mind leaned. Still, he'd exchanged emails
with the guy, mentioned that he was hoping to have a top tier
graphing calculator for Mindy and that she was in accounting.
Apparently Brian had his uses now and then because the look on
Mindy's face as he handed her the wrapped present was everything he
felt they needed lately.

 


The tension between them seemed to
have dissolved since that day in front of the television with
Brian. Jake still wanted to push things in his direction, to try
and make Mindy see that it would not only be fun to go ahead and be
thinking children but be beneficial in the long run. He still
wanted these things, and admittedly after the images Brian had put
in his head, he wanted to enjoy the process as much as the results.
His best bet though was this gift. With this one gift he would be
making a statement and hopefully Mindy responded soon enough with
her own statement, one that just possibly might lead her into
making his own wishes come true.

 


"Go ahead and open it, babe. I hope
you like it. You wouldn't believe what I went through to get it in
time for today."

 


Mindy was grinning from ear to ear as
she opened the flowery wrapping paper, using her far too
conservative style of carefully unwrapping and peeling back the
paper, as though to save for later repeated wrappings. If there was
one thing Jake could say about Mindy other than she was an
intelligent career focused girl, it was that she was
conservative.

 


He had never even confessed to Brian
that the images his buddy imagined up, the ones where Mindy was
bent over on all fours, would never happen. Mindy was a strict on
the back kind of girl. She never bent over and just wanted to take
it from behind. She never behaved that way because behaving that
way made her out to be some kind of whore in her mind. She'd tried
to explain her thoughts on the matter long ago, but Jake gave up on
understanding it fully. She was just a conservative girl when it
came to sex. That probably explained why she never once had taken
his cum in her mouth, or anywhere else for that matter. He honestly
couldn't even recall her ever touching his cum with any of her bare
skin.

 


Maybe that was a large part of why he
was eagerly looking forward to starting a family. It meant finally
doing something they never had done, and likely doing it repeatedly
since the odds were it wouldn't happen overnight.

 


Jake had to shake himself out of the
fantasy, again going into the many images that Brian had planted
the prior week. He still couldn't fully rid his mind of the idea
that Mindy could ever be so obsessed with getting stuffed with cum
she quickly became a bloated and likely pregnant girl. It was just
so against her character that to picture her in that scenario
seemed stimulating to no end.

 


"Oh wow… oh… oh… oh wow!" MIndy
practically moaned, her moaning definitely snapping Jake out of his
fantasy. He had to shift his legs and hopefully hide the erection
just her moaning like that caused. She was excited… but the
excitement sadly was over the calculator she had just
unveiled.

 


"You like it? I was told it's supposed
to be one of the best on the market."

 


"Like it?" Mindy asked, holding the
calculator as though it were a newborn baby. "I love it. Oh, honey,
you didn't have to do anything at all like this. You're the best
man ever, sometimes."

 


Jake smiled as Mindy practically
tackled him in a hug, wrapping her arms around him and squeezing
just hard enough for him to feel her tits press into his chest.
This was something that only reinforced the erection she thankfully
didn't seem aware of. He lowered his head towards hers, inhaling
her incredible scent, likely just the shampoo she used, but
none-the-less inspiring only more idle thoughts about her
body.

 


"Only sometimes the best man, huh?
I'll have to improve that record."

 


"Oh, you know what I mean," Mindy
said, pulling away and playfully swatting at him. "Anyway, this is
soooo perfect; I'll use it today. It really is one of the best I've
seen. Never saw this specific model though."

 


Jake was busily fighting another idle
fantasy of Mindy more properly thanking him by lifting her skirt
and asking him to quite so unsubtly fuck her brains out. He blinked
it away as she mentioned the specific model of the
calculator.

 


"Really? You've never seen that one? I
thought you were the resident expert on all things math." He
chuckled lightly as Mindy walked over to her purse that was sitting
on the kitchen table.

 


"Oh, I know my math; I just never saw
the model CMSLT-1000. I'm guessing it's a variant on the CST-500,
but I'll have to study it better to see what the features
are."

 


Jake smiled cluelessly. "You lost me,
but I'm glad you like the calculator. I just hope it makes up for
the tension lately."

 


Mindy walked up to Jake and pressed a
hand up to his chest. "You know that I'm not upset about that. I
understand you want to start thinking about kids and stuff. It's
just I'm very young. We have a long time to think that way, so I'd
just rather calculate the best options for the best time frame." As
she said the word 'calculate' Mindy held up the new calculator and
then slipped it into her purse.

 


"Maybe you can calculate when the best
time would be for starting a family. Might be nice to think about."
Jake said. He smiled as he said it, playing along with the same
word joke Mindy was. Even so, he could see that slight tension in
her own lips, the tightness there.

 


"Maybe so, anyway, can't be late for
my first day in the new office, can I? I'm so excited about
this."

 


Jake and Mindy kissed, said their
goodbyes for the day and Jake stood there on the porch watching as
she walked off towards her car. Like everything about Mindy, her
car was intelligent and responsible as well, a slightly used Prius
that was as silent as ever leaving the driveway. The silence only
allowed Jake to more quickly slip back into the fantasies of how
things might have gone upon giving her the gift.

 


As though it would have ever played
out the way Brian's warped mind worked, Jake had to give the guy
credit. He came up with some fun scenarios, even if they were so
irresponsible and unheard of that it was a mistake to dwell too
much on them. Mindy thanked him and that was normal. Thanking him
by immediately ripping open her blouse and demanding he fuck a baby
in her right there and then was a bit over the top. Still, it would
have been pretty awesome, Jake thought.

 


The way Mindy looked, dressed in her
most expensive skirt, one that only reached mid-thigh and looked
incredible against her stocking-clad legs and high heels, certainly
had Jake more than ready to make that warped fantasy come true. He
sighed as he went back inside, figuring he would call around midday
to see how things were going at the new office.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Mindy was unprepared for a number of
things that day at work, and not the least of those was failing to
have all that much work to do. She'd always been a girl who
preferred to keep busy, to be constantly working on something no
matter how small a task it was. She was just more fulfilled when
she was occupying herself with some goal. She believed that she had
a mind for a reason, something sometimes a guy or two needed
reminding of with a girl like her.

 


Besides being unprepared for a slow
day, Mindy realized she was unprepared for the strange sense of
loneliness her own office afforded her. She'd never really been one
that was just a social butterfly, enjoying the interactions with
everyone around her. However, she'd also never been a complete
loner like she felt Jake's friend Brian was.

 


With the day going by so slowly and
all her work done, Mindy wasn't sure how best to pass the time.
She'd organized every square inch of the new office, rearranging
things twice. She'd moved the plant from one corner to another,
finally settling for in front of the window. She'd rearranged every
book on the shelf, even flipping through a few of them, as though
she hadn't already read and practically memorized everything in
them.

 


She checked the clock for the third
time in under ten minutes. It wasn't even lunchtime yet, not even
an excuse to leave the office for a break. The day was just
dragging on far slower than she ever would have expected. Numbers,
she realized were her thing, but today the numbers seemed to be
moving by at a snail's pace.

 


And that was when it finally occurred
to her.

 


"Numbers… that's it." Mindy smacked
herself lightly in the forehead. "How could I forget?"

 


With all the excitement of being shown
the new office, unpacking her things, and getting what little work
there was to get done, done, Mindy had entirely forgotten the new
calculator in her purse. If there was anything to cure her boredom
it was definitely playing with the new toy and figuring out how it
worked and more importantly what all features it had that the
CST-500 model didn't have.

 


"Let's just see how much I can figure
out on my own with this baby." Mindy said, grinning and actually
feeling her pulse quicken as she took the calculator out of her
purse.

 


It was a very complicated looking
device to most, she imagined. To her it was nothing more than a
challenge, and one she knew she could master in no time at all. She
quickly found the power button and turned it on, the screen at the
top glowing bright green.

 


"Oh wow, much greater screen
resolution and brightness."

 


Mindy had never seen a calculator
screen quite so brightly lit. The screen was blank for a moment,
just a bright glowing green LCD. As the name of the calculator came
up on screen and a few other advanced features seemed to be
loading, Mindy sought out a brightness adjustment, assuming if the
calculator glowed this brightly there had to be a way of dimming
it.

 


"Odd…" She mumbled to herself. She
couldn't find any adjustment, no button that seemed geared towards
display options.

 


She flipped the calculator over and
noticed only some tiny writing on the back, no sign of any slides
or buttons there. Leaning in closer, she studied the writing and
saw that most of it seemed to be written in another language, only
a few words making real sense. The only English words appeared to
be 'Use Restricted Above Eighteen'.

 


That didn't make much sense either,
Mindy thought, assuming that whatever that phrase meant it had to
be in broken English since no one in their right mind would exclude
children from using a calculator. Either way, it didn't solve the
brightness settings and as she turned the calculator back over, she
saw that if anything it had only gotten brighter.

 


"What the hell is with this thing?"
Mindy asked to no one in particular, just voicing her own
frustration at not figuring everything out by herself.

 


She squinted her eyes and felt the
beginning of a slight throbbing starting in her temples. The green
light was just really intense. She briefly wondered what kind of
batteries this thing needed if it was that bright. Holding the
calculator at a precise angle to better let the brightness shine
straight up towards the ceiling, Mindy experimentally typed in a
few characters on the keypad. It seemed very responsive, the
equation she entered appearing perfectly on the screen. Somehow,
though, the addition of numerals and letters only made the screen
even brighter.

 


Mindy reached up and rubbed at her
forehead, wiping some of the long curly strands of hair to the
side. She breathed for a moment, strangely finding herself feeling
out of breath, as though she'd been holding it without realizing
it. As she did this, Mindy looked up and out the window, taking a
second to relieve her eyes of the relentless intensity from the
calculator's screen.

 


Across the street outside her office
window was a school, one of those private institutions for boys,
prep school, she supposed. She caught herself staring at not just
the ornate stone building, the lush landscaped entrance, and the
architectural features that seemed to otherwise dress up such a
plain structure. She was also staring at the boys that came and
went from different portions of the building. They were strong
young men, reminding her in many ways of Jake.

 


Jake had attended a school like that.
She supposed that maybe that was one reason he was so aggressive
sexually. Poor guys never got any action in school so when they
left and went to college or university they definitely had some
wild oats to sow.

 


Mindy momentarily caught herself
fantasizing. It wasn't that she was a cold fish, but still, as she
suddenly realized just what she was thinking, Mindy hardly could
turn away from the window fast enough. She'd actually been
imagining going over to that school, finding some lucky stud of a
student… no finding a few of them, and leading them into some
private room, maybe a forgotten janitor's closet. It was at the
point in this idle fantasy where she slid her panties down her
legs, leaving her expensive skirt on, that Mindy seemed to snap to
and realize just what she was thinking.

 


"Dammit, Mindy, get ahold of
yourself." She said, pinching her arm and making sure she wasn't
drifting off to sleep.

 


She turned back to the brightly
glowing calculator, if anything the display actually seeming
brighter than before. She wondered just how such a thing was
possible, how they made such a small display so intensely bright
and yet crisply clear and defined. She had to admit even to
herself, this calculator had a few strange features on
it.

 


One of those strange features seemed
to catch her eye as she looked down, realizing just how incredibly
bored she must be to be fantasizing about strangers and making
mysteries of graphing calculators. Still, the small bright red
button was a bit out of place, given it wasn't either a power
button or a process button for graphing equations.

 


Mindy wasn't sure what the small
button did, but she assumed the best way to tell might just be to
go ahead and push it, see what happened.

 


"OW!" Mindy shouted, slapping a hand
up over her mouth as soon as she realized just how loud she had
screamed.

 


She waited a moment, watching the door
to her office. Thankfully no one came in, a benefit of the
efficient sound-proofing this office seemed to have. Looking back
at the calculator, Mindy saw a spark, an actual visible spark, but
that wasn't what had shocked her as soon as she pressed that red
button. No, this little spark seemed to be like an echo of the one
that had leaped right up and surged into her body.

 


It happened the moment that red button
was pushed down. The bright green screen seemed to dim slightly and
green electrical streaks just exploded out from the screen right at
her. If Mindy hadn't have known it were impossible, she'd almost
have sworn the sparks sought her out, only striking her and not
spreading in all directions as one might expect a power overload to
behave.

 


She waited until the screen of the
calculator brightened again, then reached tentatively out and took
the device in her hands. She turned it over, then over, then
around, looking at it from all angles, from all sides, trying to
see any sign of something wrong, whether smoke or charred pieces,
especially near the battery compartment.

 


Nothing appeared wrong with it. In
fact, it didn't even feel warm. It was cool to the touch and the
sparks seemed a distant memory, no sign of anything wrong at all,
especially when she typed in some numbers, simple multiplication
and addition, making sure it worked properly. Mindy briefly
wondered whether she could have somehow imagined the whole thing.
How could a calculator that ran on such a small battery send such a
shocking surge of sparks into her?

 


She realized she could still feel the
tingling those sparks had created. Worse still was that the
tingling seemed to somehow be centered in only specific locations.
She could feel her legs tingling, only feeling better when she
spread them and then began rocking slightly in her chair. She could
feel the tingle extending up into her chest, most notably staying
right around her midsection. If she wasn't certain that to even
think it sounded crazy, Mindy would swear the tingling was sexual
in nature. She almost felt as though that brief spark had given her
an orgasm, had overloaded the pleasure centers in her every nerve
and made her prior fantasies she didn't want return in full
force.

 


Mindy realized she was stroking one
hand against her tummy, pressing her blouse flat as she rocked in
her chair and stared off into space. She shook her head, trying to
straighten up and get rid of the imagined scenario in the school
across the street, one which unfortunately now included her as the
centerpiece in an all you can fuck buffet.

 


She blushed at realizing never before
had she even imagined multiple partners at the same time. Now she
was imagining just how powerless she would be against several cocks
all thrusting inside her body at the same time, each one destined
to unleash untold amounts of thick manly cum inside her.

 


"Dammit, Mindy, stop this!" Mindy
admonished herself, trying to shake off the tingles and doing her
best to stop imagining cocks.

 


She looked at the calculator, then
glanced over to her computer. "Okay, one way to check on this
calculator and see just what all could be wrong. I'll check the
model number online."

 


Mindy was proud of herself for taking
this all so logically. If there was anything wrong with this model,
she was sure Jake never meant to give it to her. However, as he
freely admitted, it was over his head to understand such a device,
so the best way to see what might be the problem was just to take
it online, type the model number into a search engine and see what
the facts were.

 


The last thing Mindy could have
imagined would happen were the search results that came up on her
first check.

 


She carefully typed in the model
number, double checking the calculator sitting on her desk to make
sure she had the letters in the correct order. "CMSLT-1000, that's
the one. Let's see what people are saying about it, see if anyone
is mentioning being shocked."

 


The results were shocking to say the
least, though unfortunately no actual mention of being shocked. In
fact, the results surprised Mindy more than getting zapped by what
seemed predatory sparks had. There was no mention of a calculator
at all. The sites that came up were all smut sites. And the common
link seemed to be what the search engine had corrected her entry
into. CUMSLUT-1000, she read.

 


Mindy was shocked at all the porn in
these results. She was horrified at how graphic the writing was,
mentioning girls being used as cum receptacles and treated like
animals, being fucked hard over and over again. Other sites seemed
to be online discussion forums with women acting like cum sluts for
guys, some simply advertising how wet they were and how much they
needed it right then and there.

 


She was shocked at all the search
results, but more than that, Mindy was shocked that she wasn't
looking away. She kept her hand on the mouse, scrolling down,
looking at the brief summaries of every result, every page, even
the pictures. Mindy felt her grip tighten on the mouse and let the
brightening glow of the calculator sink into the back of her
thoughts as she felt a smile forming on her lips.

 


 


* * *

 


 


Jake was just getting ready to phone
Mindy at her office, see how the day was treating her, when the
phone rang before he could even pick it up. He lifted the receiver,
thinking maybe she'd had a similar idea and wanted to say hello.
The response as he said hello was one that only made him rather
expectedly roll his eyes.

 


"Yo, dude. So did it work? Is she
there on her back with those hips elevated keeping all that baby
batter firmly pooled in her tight little love tunnel?"

 


Jake didn't even need to ask who it
was. Brian was about as predictable as Mindy was responsible. "Hey
there, Brian, and yes, she liked the calculator. You hooked me up
good, I'll give you that much. Just stop saying stuff like that
about her, okay? I need to cool off as it is and images like that
don't help."

 


There was a pause on the other end and
Brian came back a bit more serious sounding. "Cool off? You mean… I
thought it would work. So she isn't there with you?"

 


Jake switched the phone to the other
ear and walked into the living room to sit on the couch. "Nope, man
you need to try and remember things that aren't pervy once in a
while. Mindy had work today. She took the calculator though so I
think that means she likes it."

 


"You let her go to work?"

 


"Of course I did, and what do you mean
let her. Mindy has a job, the calculator was for the job. Sheesh,
you already had a beer or two today?"

 


The other end of the phone sounded
unusually silent for more than a few moments. Then Brian came back
and he sounded different. He sounded concerned, a rare if ever
heard tone in his voice as he spoke rather quietly and yet
seriously into the receiver.

 


"Jake, man, I thought you knew. I
hooked you up with that guy who offers discounted electronics. But
I told you that whatever you got would hopefully spark some life
back into Mindy, get her thinking more about having some wild
unprotected sex."

 


Jake sat up and pressed the phone more
to his head. "Wait, wasn't that just your normal spiel? You say
things like that all the time. What do you know about the guy I got
the calculator from?"

 


"I know that he advertises on a number
of online forums, mind control forums. He incorporates technology
to help stimulate portions of a person's brain, sometimes by visual
cues and sometimes by other means. The calculator was supposed to
be a gag gift in a way. I figured she'd turn it on with you there,
get horny or something and who knows?"

 


"You what?!" Jake shouted.

 


He stood up, paced back and forth,
trying to even form a word, much less a thought. Finally he
breathed slowly and simply asked Brian the best question he could
think of. "Okay, do you think this guy is serious about his
electronics? I mean really serious. You know how people are online.
He could just be making claims to sell his stuff,
right?"

 


Brian seemed a bit quieter than normal
but there also seemed to be some excitement to his tone as he
responded. "I don't know, man. I mean, he has customer testimonials
and stuff. It all seems kinda real. You know I think it's possible
to stimulate someone's arousal electronically, especially if the
message that is being sent by visual cues is reinforced with… I
don't know, a spark or some kind of shock."

 


Jake just held the phone for a moment.
He looked down and reached up rubbing at his forehead. "Damn… okay,
Brian. I have to go, I have to get to Mindy at her office and
hopefully she just hasn't messed with the calculator too much. If
she has, you're in so much trouble."

 


"And if she hasn't?" Brian asked
quietly.

 


"If she hasn't, you're still getting a
beer down the pants. This was a moronic move, even for
you."

 


Before Jake could hang up to leave, he
heard Brian's attempt at an apology, even that not staying off the
porn topics that seemed to forever rotate through Brian's head.
"Dude, I'm sorry. I mean I just thought we could get Mindy a bit
loosened up. You would have enjoyed that, right?"

 


Jake didn't bother with an answer
before clicking the phone off. He had other concerns at the moment,
more important ones than whether he'd enjoy zapping Mindy into a
sex-crazed slut. He grabbed his keys and ran out the door, only
hoping one of two things, either the guy lied about his electronic
gadgetry or Mindy hadn't yet messed around with the
calculator.

 


 


* * *

 


 


 


At that moment, Mindy was messing
around, but it wasn't with the calculator. She moaned
uncontrollably, thankful for the quickly discovered soundproofing
in her office. Her fingers were thrusting away, skirt pulled up,
panties dropped to her ankles, leaning back in her desk chair, and
staring at the story she was reading online.

 


The search results for the calculator
had turned up nothing useful, nothing that is about the calculator.
For some reason though, Mindy was finding what results did come up
to be very useful. She was already climaxing for the third time in
under fifteen minutes and her brain felt near as squishy as her
thighs felt rubbing together.

 


"Oh…. mmmmmmm…. fuccccccckkk… oh
yesss! YESSSS!" She screamed, her voice only slightly controlled so
she wasn't loud enough to be heard from the hallway
outside.

 


Mindy had never before given in so
easily to such nasty temptation. She never had even been that
interested in sex. She knew she was attractive and knew she had a
body that men probably lusted after. She easily had been aware of
Jake's buddy Brian staring at her cleavage or noticing her ass when
she bent over. It wasn't something she liked to dwell on. Now,
however, she was unable to think of anything else.

 


She'd found a site with stories on it,
stories that dealt with women who were to put it nicely,
uninhibited. She was only just finishing up a story about some
young girl who survived a car accident where she bumped her head,
the bump somehow causing her to become a nymphomaniac. Now the poor
girl couldn't get enough cock inside her and every cock she had was
just filling her up.

 


Mindy sat there pleasuring herself
more furiously than she ever had in her life, panties forgotten,
work forgotten, her own responsible nature forgotten. She read with
envy about this girl getting fucked and fucked and then fucked some
more. She read and read and read, sliding her fingers inside until
she could almost stuff half her hand in as she felt the wetness
pooling in her chair.



 


The girl was a complete slut, she was
taking it in every hole, in every part of her, and yet Mindy soon
found herself feeling more pleasure, a more intense climax every
time this girl took thick frothy cum inside her cunt. Mindy hadn't
even considered calling it a cunt but that's what she had. She had
a far too empty cunt and somehow the thought of flooding it full,
filling it to the very brim with thick semen, feeling blast after
blast of cum inside her made Mindy squirm more than ever
before.

 


Mindy breathed slowly, reaching the
end of the story and slowly coming out of her lust-induced pleasure
haze. She looked over at the window, outside at the school across
the street. She imagined herself there, imagined how brazen she
could be. She then blushed upon realizing just how bad she had
given in to such intense carnal pleasure.

 


Looking back over at the brightly
glowing and slightly flickering green light of the calculator,
Mindy realized something was wrong with it. Something had to be,
and it wasn't just the fact the model number now made her think of
the word cumslut.

 


Taking the calculator in her moist and
shaky hands, Mindy tried to stand up. She nearly tripped and looked
down to find her panties still tangled around one leg. With a quick
move of her leg, Mindy kicked the panties off to one side of the
room, wanting to focus more on this calculator, on just why it
seemed to be affecting her so strangely.

 


She stood, breathing heavily, leaning
over and looking down at the screen. There were tiny little pulses
of a lighter green there, very subtle, but definitely there. It was
almost as though the currently blank screen was flickering,
sometimes the light intensifying and other times the glow
diminishing just so.

 


Without even thinking why she would do
such a thing, Mindy reached a nervous finger down towards the red
button and pressed it inward.

 


"Mmmmmm…" Mindy moaned, tightening her
lips as the thick sparks seemed to explode up out of the screen
itself, long visible tendrils of green seeming to course through
not just her hands but her body as well.

 


She could feel her nipples hardening,
could feel her legs quivering, and most of all could feel her very
womb opening up, vibrating as her mind only clarified on one single
thought.

 


Mindy dropped the calculator to the
desk, eyes sparkling and mouth tightened into a very naughty grin.
She licked her lips, running one hand through her glowing brown
hair, leaving her the look of a woman with sex on the brain, a
woman more turned on than she ever had been in her entire life, and
more importantly a woman who knew what she needed.

 


"I need to go out." Mindy said, hardly
even stopping by the receptionist's desk on the way out of the
office.

 


She ignored everyone she passed by,
paid no attention to the receptionist asking if she was okay, and
definitely didn't care that she was leaving the office without
panties on beneath her skirt. Mindy knew she wouldn't be needing
panties, not where she was going and not with what she was going to
be doing.

 


Her walk across the street to the
fancy private prep school took far too long and she could feel
every pair of eyes on her from those who drove by in cars or those
who walked along the sidewalk. Some of them seemed to know just
what she was thinking, just what turn her thoughts had taken. Some
of them merely seemed to appreciate the confident posture of an
attractive well-dressed woman.

 


Mindy didn't care what any of them
thought. She didn't care whether they thought of her as some piece
of meat or as some classy woman. Neither was important in her mind.
Only one thing was important and Mindy knew exactly what that was.
It didn't matter how they thought of her. It only mattered what
they did with her and she intended on doing many things with the
rest of her day.

 


Entering the school, Mindy was
confronted by a hall crowded with boys in prep school uniforms. The
very musk floating in the air was overwhelming to her. She could
practically smell every single one and she knew that all of the
ones near the entrance were staring at her. It probably wasn't
everyday a visibly horny young woman such as herself stalked in
through the entrance and stood staring them all down.

 


Apparently she had caught them all
between classes and as far as she was concerned that was perfect
timing for her. She looked around, wondering who to begin with,
wondering more importantly how many she could handle at one time.
Her mind was sliding off a cliff into the most perverse territory
she'd ever known, thinking like the girl in that story she read,
thinking like an animal, one with needs that far surpassed common
sense.

 


"Um… excuse me, were you looking for
someone?"

 


Mindy was shaken from her
pulse-pounding intensity, her fantasy imaginings, by the boy who
stood there looking at her. She could see he had a number of
friends he'd clearly been speaking with just moments before as they
all stood waiting for her to say something.

 


No doubt they could smell her desire,
her urges, her pheromones. She had no doubt also that these boys
were enjoying her body, each of them scanning a different portion
of her, but all seeming to enjoy her chest which she arched her
back more to accentuate.

 


"Yes," she said, trying to maintain
somewhat of a controlled tone of voice. "Yes, I was looking for you
I suspect."

 


"Me?"

 


Mindy smiled at the boy, not really a
boy, clearly a man now, maturity having come to this young man in
recent years. She smiled and nodded as she spoke. "Yes, you, and I
believe… your friends there. Yes, I was definitely looking for all
of you."

 


The one she had singled out looked
back at his friends, then shrugged as he looked back at her, his
eyes making somewhat of an attempt at looking her in her face and
not doing as his friends did and simply soaking in the image of sex
contained that Mindy was portraying with her body
language.

 


"Why were you looking for
us?"

 


Mindy had so many answers she felt she
could say, so many completely wrong things that flashed through her
lust-addled brain. She couldn't help how she felt. She couldn't
control her own desires, and for some reason at this precise
moment, Jake was all but forgotten. She only knew her fantasies had
taken over, her hormones had surged into volcanic proportions, and
more than that, her mind seemed unable to focus on anything short
of fulfilling her inner needs.

 


She leaned in close to the boy, the
young man who probably only recently had earned the right to vote.
She was about to introduce him to something much more enjoyable
than sliding a ballot sheet in a slot. "I was hoping you could find
an out of the way place around here to fuck my brains
out."

 


Mindy spoke so calmly, so
matter-of-factly, that the boy for an instant seemed frozen. His
eyes widened, pupils dilated, sweat formed at his brow. She could
visibly see his pulse quickening and more importantly could see his
pants tenting, the school uniform fitting a bit less comfortably in
places thanks to her.

 


He muttered something under his
breath, his breath seeming almost to leave him as he tried to lick
his lips, to speak more confidently. He glanced back at his buddies
behind him. Clearly none of them had fully heard what Mindy said,
only enough to tell that she was interested in all of them for some
purpose.

 


"So what do you say, cutie?" Mindy
asked a moment later.

 


The boy clearly tried to speak, though
either his tongue or confused brain kept getting in the way. Other
students were already clearing the halls and only this small group
was still gathered. Mindy knew that she would lose them all if
something wasn't done soon. She needed this, though she wasn't sure
quite why, she needed this more than anything.

 


Looking past the one stammering boy,
Mindy spoke to his friends, all four of them. They all looked as
mature as he was and several looked as though they possibly had
some experience with sex. Whether or not they did or didn't, Mindy
aimed to ensure they all were well on their way to being experts by
the time they were done with her. She grinned and walked up,
pressing her body next to the one she had been speaking to, sliding
a hand down his chest and pointing to the others with her free
hand. She licked her lips and spoke in the most sultry, the most
basely slutty tone she ever had heard come from her
throat.

 


"Maybe one of you all would like to
help me first. I was just telling your friend here that I want you
boys to take me someplace private around here and slide your cocks
inside me, thrust away at me until you are spewing all that
delicious cum I just know you have waiting for me."

 


For a moment Mindy could have heard a
pin drop in the now empty hall, only these five boys standing there
not far from the entrance. None of the five seemed to blink, and
the one she had her hands on seemed as though he might be ready to
cum standing right there simply from her touch. Then, as she winked
and nodded her head, one of the boys spoke up and that seemed to
trigger every other one into almost a competitive streak of
bravado.

 


"The maintenance room is usually
empty, but… it's kinda hot and sweaty there."

 


"Oh fuck, this has to be a
dream."

 


"Is she serious?"

 


"Oh wow, what I wouldn't give
to…"

 


Mindy interrupted the sudden interest
and disbelief she seemed to have stirred up. She grinned and made
her way in among all five of them, feeling the intense satisfaction
of being surrounded by such ready young studs.

 


"Oh, I'm serious alright. I'm serious
and it doesn't matter how hot and sweaty the maintenance room is. I
think I'll be getting plenty hot and sweaty with you five slamming
it to me, won't I? Now lead the way, boys. I think the quicker we
get this party started, the quicker you fine young men will be
filling my slutty cunt up with sperm."

 


Mindy moaned just saying these things
about herself. She'd never thought of herself in terms like these
and never even imagined leading five complete strangers off into
some darkened corner of a building with the sole intention of
having them screw her silly.

 


"Oh fuck… fuck… cool." The boys
practically echoed the same thoughts as one of them grabbed her arm
and led her off down a small side corridor.

 


The halls were empty, most of the
rooms she passed by already having classes underway. Mindy briefly
found herself imagining being publicly fucked, being displayed
before an entire room as nothing but a cunt with legs, something to
fuck and fill over and over. She couldn't help the fantasies and it
only made her pussy drip knowing that soon enough she'd be getting
what she so desperately and suddenly needed to fill her day
out.

 


"In here," one of the eager young men
said.

 


Mindy was dragged though a door and
into a furnace room, one where clearly a lot of the old inner
workings of the building were kept. She was already feeling flush
but as soon as the heat hit her she could feel the intensity
increase, her own longings grow into obsessions, compulsions beyond
any control.

 


Mindy found herself doing what she
never had thought she would do. She kneeled down in the center of
the machine-filled room and grabbed the boys, pulling them so they
all encircled her. In seconds she was freeing their cocks from
their pants. In minutes she was sucking on each one, bobbing her
head down deep, opening wide, feeling them punch the back of her
throat with thickening chunks of man meat. And in only five minutes
she was already licking her lips and dropping to all
fours.

 


Mindy reached back and flipped her
skirt up, revealing the lack of panties. She laughed and nodded to
the boys all staring at her cunt. "Now who wants to be the first to
fire off that thick load I just know you have?"

 


The boys almost seemed to argue
amongst themselves, a sight that to Mindy only looked amusing given
their bobbing erections and partial state of undress. As they
reached a conclusion about who would do what and when, Mindy
realized she had forgotten to set one rule for them, a rule that to
her hormone crazed mind seemed more important than ever all of a
sudden.

 


"Oh boys," she said as the first one
moved in behind her hips. "I forgot to tell you one simple
rule."

 


"Ungh… what's that?" The boy grunted
as he shoved his cock inside her cunt and she immediately squeezed
tightly to it, locking them together.

 


"Mmmm… the only rule is, do me however
you like but you can only cum in my cunt." Mindy moaned as the boy
had already begun driving hard, setting a rather rapid pace inside
her, one that only came with inexperience. "I don't care, mmm….
don't care how you use my body, just make sure my cunt is packed
full of sperm."

 


As Mindy began bouncing forward,
harder and harder, her pussy being pounded by the boy, the others
moved in around her, one stepping around in front of her and
smiling as she looked up, returned his grin, and then opened her
mouth wide.

 


"That sounds fine to me." The one
behind her said through clenched teeth.

 


This was what Mindy needed. As she
swallowed a cock whole and felt her cunt swallow another one, for
the first time feeling no condom to interfere with the sensation,
Mindy knew this was what she needed. She only couldn't wait to see
just how fast these five could fill her up.

 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Jake hadn't even bothered putting his
parking brake on as he crookedly positioned his car outside Mindy's
office and leapt out, rushing inside as though fearing the worst.
He was somewhat relieved to see how surprised everyone was who saw
him rush into the building. If his frantic pace and nervous
attitude surprised them, the odds were Mindy hadn't been doing
anything out of the ordinary so far.

 


He couldn't help but feel nervous
about something though. It was a feeling, one that simply seemed to
have come over him on the drive here. He blamed Brian for that,
Brian's incessant comments and delusional fantasies getting into
Jake's head lately. It was all too much not to imagine the worst
when told that he'd willingly given Mindy some mind-warping
calculator that likely only added up perverse thoughts in her head
and not numbers.

 


"Hi, um… sorry to interrupt during a
business day. I was wondering if Mindy is around. I… er… forgot to
give her something this morning."

 


The receptionist looked up and seemed
to take an appraising moment to note how out of sorts Jake seemed.
She then shook her head, going back to her typing as she
responded.

 


"I'm afraid she stepped out a bit ago.
She said she had to go out. Maybe whatever you forgot to give her,
she went to get herself."

 


Jake bit at the edge of his
fingernails, worrying about what all that could mean. Of course
maybe she just went for lunch. Maybe she'll be back any moment. He
had to at least remain somewhat positive, no matter how badly the
'Brian' portion of his own brain was telling him bad things Mindy
could be doing.

 


"Is it okay if I wait in her office?"
He asked, suddenly thinking that maybe that would tell him whether
she had the calculator with her or not.

 


"Sure, I don't see why not," the
receptionist answered, never looking up. "It's the third door down
the hall on the left."

 


Jake had never seen Mindy's office and
had planned on letting her introduce him to it. It was a big
accomplishment in her life and he knew that it represented a lot
for her. Upon entering the office though, Jake saw three very bad
signs that all was not well with Mindy on this day.

 


First, her purse was still there. That
much couldn't be a good sign. It meant wherever she was, she wasn't
purchasing anything, so that pretty much squashed his hopes that
she was merely picking up lunch. Second, the calculator was there
but it had been left on and the screen had a very strange glowing
green with some spirally clouds that were seeming to fade in and
out as he stood looking down at it. Third, and possibly most
disturbing to Jake, Mindy's panties were kicked off against the far
wall, looking moist and if the office smell were any indication,
seeming to be a sign of just what kind of mood Mindy was
in.

 


Jake sat down for a moment, or more
accurately fell down, nearly collapsing as he realized just what
Mindy might be up to wherever she was. He felt like suddenly
ringing Brian's stupid neck, but then he himself had allowed Brian
to help with this gift idea. He had to at least take some of the
responsibility.

 


Whatever the case was, Jake knew Mindy
might not be back anytime soon. He had to go find her. He only
wished he had some clue where to begin looking.

 


As he was about to leave, Jake looked
back at the calculator, still turned on. He realized whatever that
thing was, whatever it did, he couldn't leave it here and turned
on. That seemed purely irresponsible. He walked over, looked at the
screen briefly, and then pressed his thumb to the red button,
assuming it to be the on off key.

 


Thick green sparks erupted from the
calculator, surging up into his hand and arm, coursing through his
entire body. Never before had he felt such a strange and
overwhelming sensation, one that seemed to begin with pain and end
with anything but.

 


As the sparks faded, Jake stood there
breathing slowly, his mouth fixed into a permanent grin. He knew
something had happened but more importantly than that, he knew he
needed to find Mindy.

 


He needed to find Mindy and he knew
just what he had to do when he found her.

 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Around the time that a much more tense
and somewhat excited Jake walked out of her office carrying the
calculator with him, Mindy was leaning down, arms too weak to
support her as she pressed her face into the cold floor of the
maintenance room across the street. She was drooling slightly, eyes
rolled back in her head with just how much pleasure the five boys
had been giving her.

 


It felt like hours had gone by and yet
she knew it was merely their frantic pace that set that feeling in
motion. Never before had Mindy had sex so many times and never had
she felt a cock slide in her throat, get stuffed in her ass, nor
cushioned between her tits.

 


Mindy had already done each of those,
several more times than once, and all she knew was that with every
perverse thing she agreed to let these boys do, her mind only
rewarded her more with pleasure that seemed as endless as these
young men's stamina.

 


Currently three of the four guys were
behind her, each one taking a turn at stabbing his swelling cock
deep into her cunt. With her ass raised up as it was, they
basically were using her, treating her like some trashy whore who
only was there to accept their cocks and ultimately their cream.
Mindy loved it. She loved every second of it.

 


Having already accepted more than a
few generous doses of cum directly into her womb, Mindy knew the
sticky full sensation was only going to grow. She moaned limply,
letting the boys push her slowly across the floor, like dogs
fucking into some bitch in heat.

 


Maybe that was what she was now, Mindy
thought, just some animal rutting in heat. She needed them inside
her; it wasn't just some desire she wanted. And she orgasmed every
time one of them came in her.

 


Whoever was inside her at that moment
did just that.

 


She heard him grunt, felt his fingers
clench tighter on her hips and then felt his dick slam down deep,
the end of it nudging to her furthest depths as it seemed to pulse
and then blasted her already white insides even whiter, thick
creamy cum seeming to find more room no matter how full she
was.

 


As this boy slid out, there was not
even any moment for rest as the next slid deep inside and seemed
almost immediately to be cumming himself. Mindy cried out, gasped,
felt her chest heaving with the intense sensations washing over
her.

 


Her belly was feeling fuller than
ever, her womb nearly aching, but the pain was a good sort of pain,
one that only made her climax that much more intensely. She yearned
for more cum, more, deeper, thicker, endless amounts of it. She no
longer cared what she had told Jake about waiting to try and start
a family. She was nothing but a slut waiting to be bred and if
these boys weren't already successfully breeding the hell out of
her, she'd simply continue on until she was the fat preggo cumslut
she had quite suddenly fantasized about becoming.

 


As the second boy pulled out, the
third sank his thicker cock inside her and like the one before, his
own orgasm seemed to quite literally cum soon enough. Mindy could
feel how much she was taking. She could feel how bloated she was
becoming. She only cared about topping herself off, about getting
so much inside her body that there was no conceivable way she
couldn't be knocked up.

 


Mindy only thought of herself as a
slut, some bimbo to breed. Somewhere along the way she had lost the
sense of focus and drive to put a career in front of pleasure.
Somewhere during this day she had seemingly found a new part of
herself and whatever part that was, she didn't doubt it was
currently sopping up excess cum like some over-saturated
sponge.

 


It felt as though it went on all day
and yet, when Mindy finally felt the last boy pull out of her used
and abused cunt, she realized it was still daylight outside. It
hadn't been the endless hours she felt it had, but the boys had
probably managed to fuck her a half dozen times each and that
amounted to more sex than she'd ever had in her life.

 


Mindy looked up at those boys, all
managing to get dressed and trying to fix their hair and clothing
to look somewhat normal. She realized something. She realized she
had not only lived out some perverse fantasy, she had become a
perverse fantasy one well beyond just some simple desires or even
needs.

 


Whatever had happened to her, whatever
she had become, Mindy only knew one thing and that was that she
wasn't done yet, not by a long shot.

 


It was a strange sight, had anyone
been watching when Mindy emerged from the school only a couple
hours after entering. She was dressed the same, but her hair had
gotten a bit messed up and the sweat had made her blouse
see-through, now clearly showing that she had lost her bra, the
garment becoming something a small group of guys would use to
forever remember her visit there that day.

 


That blouse was not only buttoned up
wrong in places, but it was untucked, and her belly bulged just
slightly outward, showing how distended her womb had gotten being
packed with so much cum. Were anyone to look carefully as she made
her way to her car around the corner, they would have seen that a
steady and thick trail of sperm leaked down both of her inner
thighs.

 


Mindy was a different woman than she
had been and now she was only interested in seeing how different
she'd end up.

 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Jake had looked for Mindy in as many
places as he could think of, leaving no location unchecked. He'd
checked the grocery store Mindy frequented, seeing many luscious
young things that stirred his own desires but none matching Mindy
for sheer sexual charge. He'd visited the library, the clothing
stores she frequented, and even her doctor's office. While they
each offered some pleasing sites, and the doctor seemed perplexed
by his assurance that she'd likely be visiting soon enough, Jake
left without finding Mindy.

 


It was only later around evening as
the sun was beginning to set that Jake had the idea to just head
home and see if maybe she'd made her way there yet. He had to grin
as he pulled in behind her car in the driveway and saw that Brian
was parked out front.

 


Brian had been someone Jake was ready
to cause severe pain to not five hours before and yet now he smiled
in agreement to his old college buddy's ideals. Brian was a sexual
deviant it seemed but then he was a fun one and didn't try to hide
his true nature behind any mask. He was who he was and as Jake got
out of his car and looked over to the empty truck parked at the
street, he realized if he knew Brian then he knew what Brian was up
to.

 


Entering the house brought sounds that
ordinarily might have struck the exact opposite emotion in Jake
than what they did.

 


"Ohhh… mmmmm… oh yesss… OH FUCKKK! Oh
do it… do it again… fucking fill me up again!"

 


It was Mindy's voice, though Jake
never before recalled hearing her curse during what she simply had
to be doing. He didn't even question the orgasmic and uncontrolled
tone, the clear loss of self-control. He'd had a long time to think
during the day, and every time he found himself feeling angry over
what happened with the calculator, Jake would push that red button
and get a heavy zap from the brightly glowing green screen.
Whatever the trick with that thing was, it changed his tune quite
quickly and seemingly into a permanent alteration of his old
self.

 


Mindy wasn't some girl to pay too much
respect to. She wasn't some girl to let get inside his head. She
especially wasn't some nerdy girl to treat like just another
accountant. No, Mindy was different and the words she was shrieking
now were music to his ears.

 


If Jake was upset about anything when
he walked out through the kitchen and into the living room it was
that by all appearances Brian and others seemed to have beaten him
to the goal he had in mind for sweet Mindy. If she wasn't pregnant,
she sure looked it.

 


Mindy was bent over the back of the
couch, the television on and one of those weird foreign sporting
events that only Brian seemed to enjoy currently showing. The
volume was down but of course who cared to listen to some foreign
sports announcer when a hot little slut like Mindy was screaming
out obscenities in pure pleasure right there in the
room.

 


As Mindy was bent forward, her heavily
swollen belly brushed into the cushions of the couch. That belly
sloshed quite visibly as Brian continued his motions behind her,
slicing his thick cock deep inside the girl from behind, clearly
giving her one of his rumored deep dickings he always bragged about
when drunk.

 


Jake stood actually appreciating his
longtime friend's technique, neither of the two aware of his
presence. He loved the look on Mindy's face, her tired eyes, the
drool forming at her lips, the way her tits appeared stretched and
abused, the signs of her busy day showing quite clearly.

 


"Oh fuck… oh yesss! Oh, I can feel it.
I can feel it!" Mindy cried out, seeming to squeeze harder on
Brian's plowing cock.

 


This sent Brian into what looked to be
quick jerky seizures but which Jake knew simply to be some heavy
and rather animal like ejaculations. Mindy was getting some heavy
doses of cum, shoved straight up inside her slutty little
overstuffed womb.

 


Jake slowly started clapping as he
walked forward into view.

 


The reactions from the two in the
living room were quite comically different from each other. Where
Brian immediately yanked his spent cock from Mindy and backed up,
pulling his pants up and looking ashamed, Mindy merely looked up,
remaining bent over the couch, and grinned with a rather dim smile,
one that seemed to show either she had literally had her brains
fucked out or she simply was far too tired to care what was
happening to her anymore.

 


"Oh, oh fuck. Jake, man, um, oh damn,
I'm so… I mean I have no idea. I came over here an hour ago. I was…
well I wanted to apologize, make sure things were okay. Dammit. Um,
I'm sorry man, she came on to me and I…" Brian rambled for a
moment, then simply looked up at Jake. "I guess you're gonna slug
me now?"

 


Mindy was simply sitting there, still
leaning forward, what had been an expensive skirt now looking
ruined beyond cleaning as it was flipped up over her back. Her long
curly brown hair was matted a bit and draping down beside her face
on the couch in front of her. Her already creamy thighs were
literally much creamier, endless streams of white running down to
the floor where a small puddle looked to have formed. She offered
no excuses and only said one thing as Jake walked in behind
her.

 


"Your turn now! Oh boy."

 


Jake smacked her on the ass, creating
a small eruption of fresh cum from her packed pussy. He then looked
over at his college buddy, the deviant guy who'd just been fucking
his girl quite enthusiastically. For a moment he thought about
leading the poor bastard on, but then he realized he had better
things to do than play games.

 


"Dude, I'm not gonna waste my energy
slugging you…"

 


Brian seemed both relieved and a bit
concerned.

 


"… not when I have this fine little
fucking slut here to fill with some of my own juices."

 


There was a rather humorous moment
where Brian was silent, for once in his life not having a comeback
remark. He stared at Jake with more than a little confusion but
that confusion seemed to end as he saw Jake undoing his belt and
lowering his pants.

 


Without even hesitation or so much as
a word towards Mindy, Jake grabbed hold of his cock and shoved it
into her far too loose pussy. He began plowing into her as though
she were some blow up doll to simply use and enjoy, not a person
he'd been overly interested in raising a family with.

 


"You know… unghh… Brian. The only
thing I am upset about is getting sloppy seconds. Unghh…" Jake
looked down at Mindy, her formerly pristine body seeming beyond
whored out and the jiggling and quite obscene belly beneath her
showing quite well how used she was now.

 


"Of course, maybe I shouldn't say
seconds, huh Mindy?"

 


Mindy moaned on a particularly deep
thrust, still quite capable of feeling when a cock touched her
innermost point.

 


Jake thrust again and leaned down,
reaching around and grabbing Mindy hard by both tits, pulling her
back against him and squeezing lightly as he whispered in a gruff
moan. "How many have had a piece of you today, slut?"

 


Mindy moaned and whimpered as Brian
stood by staring in disbelief. "Oh… mmmmmm… mmm… maybe… oooooh…
maybe twenty." She moaned again and then tried to continue but Jake
only increased his thrusts as he heard her describe what a whore
she had become.

 


"I… ooooh… I went to a convenience
store on the way home… ohhhh fuckkk… and I ended up letting the
clerk and two customers do me in the bathroom. Ohhhh… and there
were the boys at the school… and then some guys from the
neighborhood… ohhhh fuckkk… and a bunch of people who I saw when I
was stuck in traffic. Oh fuckkkk… oh yessss!"

 


Jake couldn't believe what a slut he
had here, such a complete cum-starved little whore. As he was
rapidly approaching just the first of his own climaxes inside her
sloppy cunt, he had to ask one thing.

 


"So tell me, Mindy, where did all
these different guys cum? Did you take their cum anywhere and
everywhere?"

 


Mindy moaned a long string of
obscenities and pleasure, her mind seeming to fade into a blur as
she leaned further over, nearly bending in half as Jake screwed her
senseless. She grunted before answering him as best she
could.

 


"No… unghhhh… ohhhhhhh fuck… no, not
everywhere. I needed them cumming inside my… unghhh… oh… inside my
cunt!"

 


That did it for Jake, just the thought
of that much cum being sprayed inside her sloppy womb made him spew
his own contributions and he made sure to hold himself as deep as
possible inside her, filling her up until he almost swore she
seemed a bit thicker around the middle.

 


Leaning over top of her, almost using
her bent over body as a resting place for himself, Jake turned and
looked at Brian. His friend had never quite looked so shocked and
it was both funny and annoying to see him standing there gawking
like some audience member at a stage show they never paid for
tickets to.

 


"Well?" Jake grunted in Brian's
direction.

 


Brian seemed to take a moment before
finding his voice, most of his energy spent keeping his eyes from
drying out and forcing a blink every now and then as he stared at
Mindy whose body looked even more perverse when viewed from one
side.

 


"Well… what?"

 


Jake pushed himself up and with a wet
plop, pulled out of Mindy. He smacked her lightly on her ass and
looked back to Brian.

 


"Well, are you ready for another go at
her? I think I'm gonna try fucking her throat raw for a
bit."

 


Brian swallowed and it was easy to see
no matter how much he wanted to hide it, that his cock was
definitely already ready for another go, despite having had such a
mind-blowing orgasm not ten minutes before. He shrugged and then
nodded, saying what to him probably seemed the best question to
ask.

 


"Uh… okay, but are you okay
man?"

 


Jake was already walking around to the
front of the couch, blocking the television from Mindy's view as he
grabbed her head and shoved her open mouth onto his limp cock. As
she began slobbering over it and doing her best to make it hard,
Jake grinned and responded to his friend.

 


"Of course I am. Hey, you basically
said it yourself; Mindy here is perfect as an obsessed little cum
bucket. I'd say by the looks of her belly, she's a full bucket too.
If it weren't for you, she'd still be that smart little accountant
who was far too responsible for her own good. Now, well, look at
her. If she isn't knocked up already, you and I can make damn sure
she is right?"

 


As Mindy was slowly getting a reaction
from Jake, sucking his cock like a seasoned pro, Brian calmly moved
in behind her. He let his hands rest on her rather bloated hips and
thighs, feeling her warmth and more than that feeling how quick his
cock was to react to such words coming from his buddy Jake's mouth
about his own girl. He looked down at her ass, then up at Jake who
was gritting his teeth and appearing to enjoy the oral expertise
she was learning.

 


"You… you want me to help?"

 


Jake moaned slightly, placing a hand
on the top of Mindy's head.

 


"Sure, why not? She's a fucking slut
right; why shouldn't I share the wealth a bit? Anyone can have a
shot at her. I think little Mindy here is gonna have a big family
and by all accounts we can keep her pregnant for some time to come
can't we? It's only too bad she has to give up some of that career
she has been yapping about. Still, a career as a slut seems decent
enough to me. She clearly has a natural talent for it."

 


As Brian simply nodded, for once
feeling outmanned in the sexual deviant department, he grabbed hold
of Mindy by her hips and began thrusting away inside her. He
couldn't believe what a whore she'd turned into, the sweet girl he
used to lust over and the one who he'd called Jake lucky to have.
Now he realized that the luck was spreading and one thing was true
about Mindy that he never thought of before but now saw the irony
in as she took two cocks, getting slapped in the ass and face with
heavy sperm-filled balls.

 


She could in fact handle multiple
balls at once, just like those crazy sports he watched on
television. In fact, he thought, feeling her already managing to
squeeze yet another load from him inside her belly, she was quite
skilled at it.

 


"One thing, though." Brian muttered,
his breath definitely being lost with the frantic pace the three of
them were establishing. "How will we know who impregnates the
sweet-ass slut?"

 


As Jake let his cock flop from Mindy's
sore jaws, he nodded and moved around to unload the latest batch
inside his girl. "I had a thought about that," he said as Brian
stepped aside. "It's a calculated risk but I'm sure Mindy here can
help with the calculations on who gets that honor."

 


He slapped Mindy on the ass, reached
down and lifted her so her back was pressed against him. Her belly
was sloshy and nearly showing some stretch marks from all the cum
swimming around inside her. She looked more like used than perhaps
any girl ever had as she grinned, her eyes listless, mind seeming
momentarily empty, her mouth drooping.

 


"Which reminds me, Mindy, I brought
home your calculator. You left it at work. Maybe later you can
check the math on it, tell me the ratio of cum to added inches on
this belly of yours."

 


Both men were laughing as the woman
they were enjoying merely moaned happily, the lightest giggle
coming from her throat as her evening was only just beginning. They
were now athletes in a sport no stranger than the one on
television. Needless to say what began as a slow day for Mindy,
settling into a new office, ended as a full day for Mindy, settling
into a brand new lifestyle. It was one where she had a lot to be
accountable for and every thrust of a cock inside her was a
calculated risk.

 


 


The End
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