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Ganged by the Groomsmen

It was my wedding day. The day every little girl dreams of. White dress, red roses, and all my friends and family in the church, waiting for me to walk down the aisle. I was marrying Will, my high school sweetheart. The only man I’d ever loved. My friends loved him, my parents loved him, everyone loved him. Most importantly, I loved him.

Will was the best. He was patient with me all through high school and even after. We were 20 years old, and we were both virgins. Even in this modern day where everyone is having sex, Will was a saint. He waited for me to be ready – and I knew I wouldn’t be ready until we were married.

That’s right. I was going to lose my virginity the old-fashioned way, on my wedding night. I was so excited – and nervous! Besides the occasional blowjob on birthdays and special occasions, Will and I were pretty inexperienced. What if I was no good in bed? What if it hurt a lot, and I bled all over the sheets? I wanted to be close to Will, but I was also really nervous.

I was in the hotel room the morning of my wedding, alone. I know the bride usually has her friends and mom and everyone fussing over her, but I didn’t want that. This was the last morning I’d be on my own. I wanted to soak it all up. My last day as a free woman…

Those vows couldn’t come soon enough. Freedom is overrated!

So I was pretty annoyed when there was a knock on the door. I’d told my Mom I didn’t want any visitors! I was wearing the white slip that would go under my big, floofy dress. I figured it must be one of my girls, so I didn’t bother covering up.

Mistake number one!

Stomping across the room, I flung the door open.

“Can’t a bride have some privacy before her wedding!” I exclaimed before registering who was on the other side of the door. When I realized, I squealed and slammed the door shut. Well, tried to, anyway. Mike, my fiance’s best man, thrust his hand out and stopped me from closing the door.

“Mike! Jeff! What are you guys doing?!”

To my shock and horror, Will’s groomsmen were pushing their way into my room, wearing big smiles. There was Mike, the football hero and Will’s best friend. Jeff, Will’s brother. And James and Sid, his two good friends from high school. They were all dressed casually, in boxers and white undershirts. They were staying in the hotel too, of course, and must have just come down the hall.

They rushed me back into the room, and I ran to find a robe or something to cover myself. But to my shock and awe, Mike grabbed my wrist and pulled me back into their crowd.

“Calm down, Sheila! Jesus, you act like we’re here to beat you up or something,” Jeff laughed, petting my hair in a way that most certainly didn’t seem appropriate for a brother-in-law. He looked so much like Will, with those brown eyes and his shaggy black hair. James and Sid were golden boys, typical California surf dudes. And Mike was a big, black linebacker. He could snap me in half if he wanted to. As I looked into his eyes, I got the scary feeling that he wanted to do just that!

“What…why are you here?” I said, shuddering in the middle of their circle. “Where’s Will?”

“Bad luck for a groom to see the bride before the wedding,” Sid laughed.

“We’re here to fulfill a pact we made a long time ago, princess,” James laughed in my face.

“A pact? What kind of pact?” My eyes darted from face to face, frantic.

“Let’s get you a little more comfortable, and we’ll explain everything,” Mike said, grinning an awful grin. Suddenly, I felt a million hands on me! Every one of them was reaching for me, grabbing me, lifting me. I screeched, struggling and kicking, but they easily overpowered me, dragging me to the bed and throwing me down. They had me spread out, one at each limb, holding me down. Mike and Jeff were holding my wrists.

“Alright, then,” Mike said, easily restraining me with one hand while reaching into his pocket. “Watch this, lovely.”

He thrust his cell phone in front of my face. My eyes widened. He was showing me a video of Will!

“Hi, sweetheart,” Will said. “I know you’re a little confused and scared right now. This isn’t going to be easy for you. But it’s very important to me that you do what I say. You’re with my best friends right now. They’re like brothers to me. Except Jeff, who is my brother.”

The men chuckled. I felt sick.

“We made a pact, a long time ago, to always put each other first. That meant not getting married or letting a woman get in the way of our friendship. Of course, I fell in love with you, and we’re getting married today. So I broke the pact.”

I felt a little guilty about what Will was saying, especially since he looked sad when he said it. I kept watching.

“But we also agreed, so long ago, that there would be a way to make it up to each other. If any of us did get married, we’d make sure the girl would be a good sport. No whining about boys nights, no being a nag about friends. To make sure of it, we agreed that the bride-to-be would be shared by the groomsmen on the day of the wedding.”

What? Shared? Shared how?

“I can almost see that cute little face of yours scrunching up as you try to understand what I mean,” Will laughed on the screen. “Just listen to me, my love. For the next three hours, I need you to do whatever my friends say. They’re going to do whatever they want to you. It’s very important to me that you let them. If you don’t, I can’t marry you.”

Oh no! This was a nightmare! I was going to have to let all Will’s friends – and his brother – touch my virgin body! Or give up on my dream of marrying Will! What choice did I have? Tears began to fall down my face. I glanced up at Mike with his sick grin.

“Try to enjoy it, sweetheart,” Will was saying on the camera. “I know I’ll enjoy watching it. I think it’s very hot, to share the woman I love with my friends. It’s all going to go on tape for posterity. We bugged your room.”

What?!

“Now, you can always say no,” Will said. “But if you do, I won’t be waiting for you at the end of the aisle. So think hard about it before you refuse, Sheila. I love you, and I want to marry you. Make me proud, baby.”

He blew me a kiss, then the screen went dark. That was it. The video was over.

“That’s the camera,” Sid said, pointing with one hand to a corner of the room. I hadn’t noticed the little black thing up there with the red light. I was on film, right now! Being held down in barely any clothes by my fiance’s groomsmen!

“So, Sheila,” Jeff chuckled. “What do you think? You gonna be a good little girl and let us fuck you? Or you gonna lose your happily ever after just because you’re a prude?”

Jeff reached out and grabbed my tits as he spoke, making me squirm and arch my back and cry out again. But this time, it wasn’t entirely a cry of anguish. I always did like letting Will touch my tits, and Jeff squeezed them just the way I liked. This was awful.

I sniffled. They were waiting for my answer.

“I…I guess so,” I murmured. I just wanted to marry Will, no matter what it took. Even if it meant losing my virginity to these brutes! The men cheered, still holding me down. Jeff still had his hands on my breast, squeezing it and now pinching my nipple.

“Atta girl,” Mike said, almost drooling as he looked down at me. To my shock and shame, I noticed that each of the men were sporting erections under their boxers. I squirmed, whimpering.

“Just get it over with,” I moaned. I swore to myself I wouldn’t enjoy it. Even when Mike reached down and grabbed my other breast, making my skin tingle, I bit my lip and told myself I hated it. Sid and James began to stroke the bare flesh of my legs.

“That’s not the attitude we want,” James said with fake hurt in his voice. “Have a little enthusiasm, girl!”

“I’ve been thinking about these big tits of yours ever since Will brought you home,” Jeff said, clutching my D-cup tits.

“Lucky bastard got himself some grade-A fuckmeat,” Sid laughed, rubbing my thigh as I squirmed and denied the sensations that began to torture my body. His fingers travelled up higher and higher until they found my pussy! I screamed as he prodded me, and flushed with shame as I realized I was wet!

“See?” Sid laughed, pulling his fingers back and showing off my juices. “She’s ready, boys.”

“Will told us he hasn’t even had the chance to fuck you yet,” Mike growled, twisting my hard nipple. “That’s gonna make it extra sweet for us.”

He grabbed my slip, tearing it away in one great pull. The tiny straps just snapped off, the seams ripping. Suddenly, I was naked! Even Will hadn’t seen me fully naked before. I had shaved my pussy for my wedding night, and I was spread wide on the bed by James and Sid. Jeff and Mike returned their hands to my bare breasts. It felt even better! Sid reached for my pussy again, and James brought a hand to my mound. My lips parted, his thumb found my clit and began to rub it.

I gasped at the sudden and sharp pleasure. Sid was slowly pumping his fingers in my tight, virgin pussy, while James thumbed my clit and the other two kneaded my tits. I thrashed my head on the pillow, not wanting to feel the pleasure I was feeling. I’d let Will fingers me before, and liked it. This felt even better than that! Panting and sweating, I groaned. They were using me like a toy, an object for their pleasure, and I was liking it.

“That’s right, little slut,” Jeff said. “Enjoy it. You belong to all of us now. You think we’re gonna let Will keep you all to himself? No way. You’re marrying our friend, and that makes you public property.”

His words were awful, but my body couldn’t stop grinding and writhing as they touched me. My hips were jerking; I was fucking myself on Sid’s fingers! I closed my eyes, thrusting my head back on the pillow.

My mouth was open as I panted. When I opened my eyes again, I was shocked to find a big, throbbing dick hovering over my face! It dribbled pre-cum from its tip, down into my open mouth. Moaning in disgust, I strained against the hands and turned my face away. Jeff, the owner of the dick, grabbed my cheeks and pulled my face back.

“Nuh-uh, little slut,” he said. “Open wide.”

My body shook. My muscles tensed. Sid curled his fingers inside me as Jeff spit down onto my pussy, making it even wetting for his thumb to rub my clit. I was going to cum! To my amazement and horror, I barely even struggled as Jeff grabbed my head, pulling me up and forcing his cock between my lips.

The minute I tasted him, I exploded in pleasure. My juices flooded Sid’s hand as my lips latched onto my brother-in-law’s cock and sucked deeply, the sensation so satisfying that my eyes rolled back into my head. I never liked sucking Will this much, but something about knowing it was wrong made it so much hotter.

“That’s right,” Mike chuckled. “Go on and show us what a good little whore you’re gonna be.”

The hands holding me down loosened, but I didn’t struggle anymore. Instead, I sucked Jeff’s cock like it was the most delicious thing in the world. He slid it against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat.

I felt my body pushed and pulled into position; Mike grabbed me up so he could reach his hands around me and grab my tits in both hands, playing with them roughly while I sucked Jeff. Sid grabbed my hips and turned me until I was in the middle of the bed, on my knees.

Distracted by the big, juicy, throbbing cock in my throat, I barely noticed the men beginning to strip and kneel on the bed, circling me, each sporting a huge erection. My pussy was dripping from my orgasm, and my eyes rolled back into my head as they grabbed me and slapped my flesh, squeezing my tits and ass, playing with every inch of my skin like they owned me.

“Ours,” Sid hissed, grabbing my ponytail and shoving me all the way down Jeff’s shaft. My scream was muffled as his cock was forced all the way down my throat, my nose smushed into his pubes. Sid held me there as Jeff thrust his hips and grunted.

I felt him throb against my tongue, tears dripping down my cheeks, and then he exploded, cumming in my mouth. Burst after burst of hot, sticky cum slid down my gullet into my belly. There were cocks rubbing against my body from every direction, and I was swallowing my brother-in-law’s giant load. Pre-cum smeared over my body made me a giant fuck toy for them to thrust and grind against.

“My turn,” James said, and suddenly my lips were around his cock. I was barely recovered from swallowing Jeff’s cum and I was already sucking James deep while the rest of the groomsmen kept playing with my vulnerable, virgin body. James grabbed me by the back of my head, thrusting into my throat as my spit dripped down my chin and lathed his shaft. I gagged, tears spilling from my eyes as he fucked my throat.

“Don’t hog the skank,” Sid laughed, and suddenly I felt myself ripped from Jeff’s cock. Sid’s dick filled my mouth next, taking advantage of how sloppy my face had become, sliding right into my throat with a groan. Someone grabbed one of my wrists and I felt a cock slide into my palm; soon, I was jerking Mike off while I alternated sucking Sid and James’ cocks. Never once did their hands leave my tits, always pinching and kneading and teasing my raw, abused nipples.

My mouth filled with the hot, salty taste of pre-cum. Impatient, Mike grabbed my head and forced me onto his cock; I started jerking Jeff off, his cock hardening again. The men used me like that, passing me back and forth like a basketball, each taking as much as they could before another demanded their turn. By the time one of them began to twitch and swell in my mouth, threatening to erupt inside me, I wasn’t even sure whose cock I was sucking.

I groaned as my throat was battered open again, a thick head thrusting past my gag reflex and down my esophagus. Whoever it was unleashed a wave of cum, choking me, jizz spilling from my lips as I desperately tried to swallow it instead of gag on it. The cum dripped down my chin and onto my tits; I felt something burst in my hand as someone else came on me, covering my tits even more.

Sid grabbed my head and forced it up, jerking his own cock against my tongue while I looked up at him. He came on my tongue, grinning as he watched me swallow every drop of his salty, hot seed, my face red and body worn thin by the abuse.

With every man satisfied at last, I was a mess, panting and covered in cum and spit. The hands receded, slowly. I collapsed, coughing and still dripping jizz, onto all fours. But…I was still a virgin! And they’d all cum! So they couldn’t fuck me now, right? I was off the hook! I could save myself for my husband, after all!

“Well, shit,” Jeff grinned. “That wasn’t too bad for an appetizer, was it, slut?”

He grabbed my ponytail and ripped my head up; my lips parted in surprise, and he took the opportunity to spit in my mouth. I whimpered.

“What? But…but you…you’re done…I already took care of you!”

The guys all laughed.

“Poor little slut,” Mike said, delivering a sharp spank to my ass. I looked around and saw, with horror, that they were all stroking themselves, half-hard again already! “You have no idea what you’re in for.”

“We’ve been popping blue pills,” James laughed, spitting on my face again. “You’re in for a couple more rides, honey. By the time you’re walking down that aisle, you’ll be dripping so much cum you won’t need flowers to decorate the aisle.”

Mike grabbed my hips, yanking me as he positioned himself between my legs. Oh no. Oh no! This was it! I could feel his thick, hard, black cock between my drenched pussy lips, sliding up and down, rubbing my clit, teasing me. My body was heating up in response, the men touching me again, stroking me and squeezing my tits, jacking themselves off.

Mike kept using my body, lubing his shaft with my juices, forcing me towards another climax. My pussy clenched as the tension in my body rose.

“I bet you’re not on birth control, are you?” Mike said from behind me, now grabbing my ass in both hands and squeezing. I whimpered my answer. Of course I wasn’t! I never needed it! “Sweet. You won’t even know who knocked you up. Maybe you’ll wind up with a pretty little black baby. Oh, fuck, yeah…”

Mike groaned as he finally settled at my slit and began to press forward. I started to scream, but Jeff grabbed my head and forced his cock between my lips, muffling me. Tears sprang to my eyes again as pain rushed through me, overwhelming any pleasure I’d felt.

“Gonna pop this little cherry,” Mike panted, thrusting inch by inch. “Break you in for my best friend. Turn you into the best little slut wife a guy could ask for. You ready? Doesn’t matter, baby. Here I fuckin’ come.”

With that, Mike slammed forward, tearing my virgin pussy apart with his big cock. I gagged, my scream muffled again as the pain of my first penetration whipped through my body. Sid laughed, reaching down to grab my tits while his two friends penetrated me from both sides. I felt like a pig on a spit as Jeff and Mike thrust into me in tandem. My raw, sore throat yielded to Jeff’s thrusts, while my pussy slowly stretched to fit Mike’s huge cock. Closing my eyes, I let it happen.

To my shock, relaxing helped the pain subside. But something even worse took its place…

Pleasure.

Deep, swollen, dirty pleasure. Mike’s big cock plunged deep inside me, faster and faster. He reached around and rubbed my clit, stroking me higher and higher as he pushed against my womb. His heavy balls smacked against my thighs. He groaned, burying himself inside me and pulsing. He put a hand on my lower back and pushed me down so that every inch of his cock filled me up.

“Take it, bitch,” he spat down on me as he came. I groaned, his fingers pinching my clit slightly as his cum burst against my womb. I came, too, thrashing between the two guys as my climax took me by surprise. Shaking and bucking, my pussy clenched, milking Mike dry. The men laughed at me, my eyes rolling back into my head, pleasure making my jaw go limp and drool drip down my chin.

Jeff pulled his cock out and before I knew what was happening, I was flipped onto my back. I looked up and saw Sid jumping between my legs, ripping my thighs wide and thrusting into me. I cried out, my pussy sore but so ready for more. Sid grabbed my thighs, thrusting them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

Meanwhile, Jeff hovered over my face. My tits were still slick with cum and spit. I had no idea what he was doing. I was well distracted by Sid’s cock filling me up.

“Worship my balls, slut,” Jeff grunted, almost sitting on my face. “Lick ‘em while I fuck these pretty little tits.”

I groaned, my face buried in Jeff’s heavy, hairy nuts while he squeezed my breasts together and started thrusting his shaft between them. I had no choice but to reach my tongue out and begin to lap his flesh, sucking his balls into my mouth as he fucked my breasts. Someone grabbed my wrist, and I felt a cock in my hand again. Instinctively, I started jerking it. Jeff pinched and twisted my nipples as he fucked my tits.

“Good girl,” he grunted. “Treat me right. I’m family now.”

The guys laughed. Sid was fucking me so hard that I was going to cum again! My face was buried in Jeff’s sac, but it didn’t matter; my body was responding with violent pleasure. I rolled Jeff’s balls against my tongue. He fucked my tits harder, breathing heavy. Suddenly, I felt him jerk, and he lifted himself off my face.

Hovering over me again, he stroked himself to a climax. His cum spurt down, covering my face. Sid buried himself inside me and rubbed my clit, forcing me to cum again while Jeff coated my nose and eyes in his jizz. Some of it landed on my lips and tongue, and I swallowed it up while my body bucked around Sid’s driving cock.

“That’s right,” Sid laughed. “Cum like the little whore you are. Beg for my cum, bitch.”

“Please,” I heard myself pleading. “Cum in me, Sid! I need it!”

He groaned, unleashing himself inside me. My pussy drank it up, my body beginning to feel swollen with all the cum I was swallowing and taking in my pussy. And no sooner did Sid finish cumming than I was being pulled around again, this time finding myself straddling James.

He had his hands on my hips, his cock lodged deep in my pussy. I groaned, my clit grinding against him as my hips shifted and bucked. He forced me up and down, bouncing me on his lap like a doll. My tits were bouncing, too, until someone grabbed them from behind. Forcing me forward a little, I felt something big and hard pressing against my ass.

No! Not there! I tried to protest, but before I could even say a word, someone was plunging deep into my virgin rosebud. I groaned as I was penetrated in both holes at once, two cock lodged deep inside me. Pinned between the boys, I couldn’t do anything but let them fuck me hard and fast. I realized it was Mike fucking my ass, his dark hands squeezing my tits tightly. I started to cum again, the sensation of being fucked in both holes overwhelming. Crying out, I slammed down on James’ cock while Mike buried himself balls-deep in my ass.

“Fuck, this is tight,” Mike groaned. “We’re lucky men, getting the first taste. We’re gonna fill this hot little bitch up until she can’t take another drop, right?”

Everyone cheered as I came, helpless and abused. James burst inside me, adding his cum to the seed swimming in my womb. Sid grabbed my head and yanked me down, shoving his half-hard cock between my lips again as Mike unloaded into my ass.

And for the next two hours, just like that, they rutted and fucked me. Over and over again, mounting me like stallions, filling my belly and pussy and ass with their cum. It was all captured on camera. Finally, though, it was over. Time was up. They left me laying on the hotel bed, smeared in cum and spit and some blood from my torn hymen. I was aching and sore and so full of cum that I thought I’d never be able to stand up.

But I was getting married in two hours.

I had to get up and shower and getting into my dress.

Groaning, I forced myself to my feet. I washed off what I could, although I was still leaking from every hole, and probably would be throughout the whole ceremony. I’d be standing there in front of my Mom and Dad and everyone, with four different men’s cum leaking from my pussy. I forced my aching, violated body into my wedding dress and did my make-up.

I’d done all that to marry the love of my life, and goddammit I was going to marry him!

At the chapel, I took all the pictures with a big smile on my face, even though my belly was swollen and aching from jizz. Finally, it came time to walk down the aisle. Will stood at the altar, with his groomsmen beside him. They gave me sick grins as I approached with my veil and bouquet. But Will smiled at me, all sweet and nice. It was going to be alright! It really was! I was going to marry him, and be his wife, and be happy!

I stepped up and faced Will. Before the priest started talking, he leaned in to whisper in my ear.

“I can’t wait for the reception,” he whispered. “A little birdie told me there’s going to be a very special video played for all the guests. I think Daddy will like it.”

I gasped. He didn’t mean…?

“If you don’t want everyone to see you being a little skank, you’ll agree to be my own personal fuck toy, to share whenever I want. I might even rent you out for breeding.”

Why was Will doing this to me? This wasn’t like him at all!”

You shouldn’t have made me wait so long, my little slutwife” Will finished, leaning back with a wink. He turned to the priest, who was finishing up his speech. “I do.”


Abusing the Muse

To be an artist’s muse is an honor.  A great honor. It’s almost as important as being an artist, really. Where would the artists of the world be without their muses?

I should know. I’m Ralfio’s muse. If you haven’t heard of Ralfio, you’re really out of the loop. He’s amazing. He mostly does performance art, and it’s been showcased all over the world. And, as his muse, I get to be a part of every single show.

I remember my very first show. I was so nervous. I was only 18 at the time. I met Ralfio randomly at a coffee shop. He picked me out of the crowd and told me I was the sexiest, most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. You can imagine that I was flattered, but you can’t imagine how flattered. Ralfio is a catch. He’s not only a genius, he’s also very handsome. He might be my father’s age, but that doesn’t matter to me. He’s still handsome.

So when he asked me to come by his studio, of course I said yes. And his studio was amazing. It was a huge loft, right in the middle of the city! He had art everywhere. A lot of it was really abstract, and I didn’t get it, but Ralfio said that didn’t matter. I was art.

I mean, I’d always gotten a lot of attention because of my large breasts and athletic body, but something about the way Ralfio looked at me was so different than all the other men. He looked at me the way I imagine DaVinci must have looked at Mona Lisa. He looked at me like I was naked even though I had all my clothes on.

Ralfio asked me to return the next day to pose for him, and I did. And I returned the day after that, too. I went back to Ralfio’s studio every day for a month, and all he ever did was paint me. Over and over again. He never even touched me…and I really wanted him to! And he wanted to, too. But he didn’t want to ruin me, he said.

Well, I told him that there was no way he could ruin me. And he said not to be so sure of myself. We almost had a fight over it.

Instead, he pushed me to the ground and forced his cock into my mouth. I’d never done that before, and it was all very shocking. Especially when he put on porn for himself to watch while I sucked him off! But it was also so hot, being used that way. I never really thought much about sex or what I wanted in a lover, but as soon as Ralfio got me on my knees, I knew that he was just what I wanted. A man who would tell me what to do, and force me if I hesitated. He would never make me do anything I didn’t want to do, but there wasn’t anything he wanted that I didn’t.

He took my virginity from behind, my hands tied behind my back, with a gag in my mouth. It was so sexy, I came three times!

After that, he fucked me almost as much as he painted me. I moved in with him so that I could be available anytime he wanted me. He suggested that I limit my food intake, so that I would constantly crave his cum. Sometimes he would tie me spread-eagled to the bed and leave me there all day as he went about his business, stopping whenever he felt like fucking me. I was his muse – and his sex slave. They were really one in the same. After all, you can’t expect an artist to be at his best if his needs aren’t constantly being met.

A few months after I moved in to be his live-in muse, Ralfio asked me to be a part of his new show. I could have cried from joy. It was such an honor, I felt so blessed. When he told me what the show was about, I admit I was a little scared. I wanted to be everything he needed in a muse, but what he had planned was pretty…intense.

But then he told me that if I didn’t do it, he would have to find someone else. And the thought of someone else being Ralfio’s muse made me want to throw up. Plus, if I agreed, I would be famous as his muse. So I told him that I was all in.

I just asked him to help me prepare, which he did. We watched tons of porn together, and he taught me how to keep myself constantly aroused. We used toys to prepare my body – sometimes I would wear a butt plug for days at a time! And for days before the show, I didn’t eat anything. I wanted to have an empty belly when it came time to perform.

On the day of the show, Ralfio brought me to the gallery that would be showing his work. The walls were decorated with still-shots from porn – some of the movies we’d watched together were up there! I stripped in front of the gallery owner, who looked at my body with steady, lustful eyes.

It was my first time being seen naked by a man other than Ralfio, and I was nervous as hell. But having Ralfio there made it so much better. For him, I could do anything. I knew this was what he wanted, so it was what I wanted, too. Ralfio had me kneel down in the very middle of the room, which was practically empty except for the art on the walls. There wouldn’t even be wine or cheese like a normal reception would have. I was going to be the refreshments.

Ralfio tied me up in the way we’d practiced. He tied my wrists together and then tied them both to my ankles – this made my back arch, my bare breasts on full display. It was a difficult position to maintain, but I’d prepared and I knew I could hold it for hours at a time, if necessary.

“She is of legal age, right?” The gallery owner, Gerald, asked Ralfio.

“She’s 18,” Ralfio nodded. “It’s all in the paperwork I gave you.”

The paperwork included my ID to verify my age as well as the contract I had signed that said I consented entirely to the performance. No matter what happened. I did have a safe word that would stop the whole thing, but I didn’t plan on using it.

Ralfio and Gerald walked off together to discuss things that I was too dumb to understand. Even though I spent so much time with Ralfio, there was so much about the art world that just went over my head. But I was used to that, so it didn’t bother me. I waited patiently for the show to begin.

The patrons began to trickle in right on time. Of course, they were all drawn straight towards me. I blushed as they circled me, their eyes appraising me the way they would judge any artwork. It was all men, about twenty of them altogether. I maintained composure as they discussed my body openly, many of them coming almost close enough to touch me – but not quite. Little did they know…

Finally, the lights dimmed slightly and I knew it was time for the show to begin. Ralfio stood over me, his hands clasped together, staring at the audience.

“Thank you all for coming,” he said. “I’m very proud to present my latest work, called Toy. It explores the depths of human depravity – and uses you, the viewer, to do so.”

I saw some eyebrows rising and swelled with pride at Ralfio’s command over his audience.

“The girl you see before you is of legal age to consent, and she has consented to be used for sexual purposes tonight. Your sexual purposes. Now, many of you have wives. Or daughters her age. Some of you may simply be uninterested in a girl of her…stature. Though I hardly doubt many of you share that opinion.”

A healthy chuckle rumbled from the crowd, which practically drooled en masse as they realized exactly what kind of performance art Ralfio was presenting.

“I have trained her to be a perfect submissive,” Ralfio went on. “It was no easy task. I labored for weeks – months, to turn her into the object you see before you. And an object is exactly what she is. Now, the question posed to you: will you take advantage of the opportunity to slake your basest thirsts? Will you, art critics and buyers of high repute, men of class and wealth, scholars and patrons of the arts – will you give in to your inner barbarian?”

Well, I could have answered that question just by looking at them. While some of the men looked reticent, and a few maybe even seemed disgusted, most were already fidgeting as though they couldn’t wait to get started. My heartrate sped up. This was really happening.

“She will not refuse you, no matter what you desire. There are no cameras, no witnesses – except each other, of course. Nothing you do here will follow you out that door. And with that, I leave you to it. Treat my plaything well…”

Ralfio turned to me at last, a smirk on his face. His eyes were dark, unreadable, and sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I was wet, as I was meant to be, and I could feel it dampening my thighs.

“…or don’t. The choice is yours.”

And with that, my master and my lover stepped away from me. I sat there in the circle of men, waiting to see what would happen next. Maybe they would think Ralfio was joking, and leave me alone. Or maybe they would descend upon me like wolves. To be honest, I wasn’t sure which I preferred. My wet, aching slit wanted one thing – my terrified mind, another.

“I certainly wasn’t expecting this,” one man with red hair said. He stepped forward, clearly the boldest of the group. “Is it true? My dear, are you here to satisfy all of us?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “You may do anything you like to me. I am here to please you.”

“So…we can touch you?” He came closer, licking his lips. The whole crowd inched closer, too, all at once. My breath hitched in my throat.

“Yes,” I rasped out, mouth suddenly dry. “Anywhere.”

“Like…” the man lunged forward, his hands landing on my exposed, perky breasts. My hard nipples immediately reacted to his touch, sending jolts of wet pleasure between my legs. “Here?”

“Yes!” I gasped, my mouth no longer dry but wet as the sea. Ralfio had trained me well. Even as this stranger fondled and groped me, I could feel my body raging for more. Arousal ran in a stream down my thighs. The red-head looked down at me, his hands steadily playing with my flesh, a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

“Open up,” he said, as though daring me. I opened my mouth, head tilted up. He spit down into my mouth, the way I’d seen in so many dirty movies. The act was humiliating, but it only made me hornier. He stepped back, taking his hands from my breasts, which made me moan in need.

“Well, I for one plan on being part of this experience,” another man, older with gray hair, said. He stepped forward, too, and the crowd seemed to follow him, inching ever closer. The gray-haired man stepped behind me then dropped to his knees, grabbing my ass and squeezing it. The redhead was unzipping himself, and a second later I found myself face-to-face with his cock. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip as he stroked it inches from my mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my ponytail, shoving my head onto his cock.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue, just as Ralfio had trained me. Ralfio had trained me to take whatever abuse might come my way, and the redhead was impatient. He quickly began to fuck my throat, not satisfied with my tongue lathering his shaft. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat.

Behind me, I felt the old man’s hands roam upward to cup my breasts from behind. He pinched my tender nipples, rubbing his cock against my ass. I looked up and the redhead spat down onto my face again, this time aiming for my eye. The crowd was livelier as the action began, cheering him on. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat.

“You’ve been trained to be a good little cocksucker,” he growled, jerking his hips as he buried himself in my young, raw throat. My empty stomach growled for his cum. The old man was dry-humping me hard, making my body shake and my pussy drip.

“Fuck, yeah, swallow it all,” redhead moaned, shooting a thick rope of cum into my tight throat. Starving for seed, I sucked him dry, savoring the flood of cum filling my tummy. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back.

“Next,” I gasped, as Ralfio had instructed me to do, to help inspire the audience.

“Dibs,” a man called out, pushing himself forward. “My wife never gives me head anymore. Gotta take what I can get.”

He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me. Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

My nipples were starting to ache with the old man’s persistent pinching, and my thighs hurt from clenching as he teased me with his swiveling hips. I felt a wave of relief as the sound of him unzipping himself reached my ears, and I could feel the tip of his cock against my lower back.

The cock in my mouth began to throb. The old man reached one hand down between my legs, finding my swollen clit. My eyes rolled back in pleasure as cum filled my mouth and a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“You’re enjoying this,” the old man whispered in my ear. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you suck down another cock.”

Ralfio said I could cum when anyone told me to that night, so I let myself shudder in pleasure as the old man’s fingers brought me to climax. Already, another cock was pushing between my lips, and I could only accept it. My juices flooded down my thighs, over the old man’s cock. He slid it back and forth, between my lips, before settling at my tight teenage slit. His thick cock was hard, ready to fuck me and fill me with cum. He shoved himself forward, my slit so wet that his whole cock entered me in one swift movement. I groaned around the cock raping my throat, now fucked at both ends and loving it.

The crowd had really gotten into it, and now men came close enough to touch me. They grabbed my breasts, pinched my hips, spit onto my face as I choked on cock. The sensations edged between pleasure and pain, a fine line that made me tremble and spark with orgasmic energy. The men surrounding me stroked themselves as they touched me, some even cumming on my flesh before getting their chance to abuse my tight teenage body.

“Dirty slut,” someone said, taking great pleasure in using the dirty words – and I found pleasure in hearing them. I was just like the girls in the pornos! The old man fucking me gave a wheezing gasp as he came, emptying his balls into my fresh cunt. The spasms of his cock inside me made my muscles clench in need. As soon as he pulled out, another man took his place.

The cock rammed down my throat pulled out, and cum shot onto my face and tits, thick ropes of it painting my flesh white as I gasped for air. My make-up was running from the tears that escaped my eyes as I gagged on cock after cock, my tight little pussy pummeled over and over again as I was used by the faceless, unknown men. They were bolder now, and yelled out at me, calling me names that I’d never been called before – except by Ralfio.

“Stupid fucking cunt,” one voice called directly into my ear as another load of cum splashed into my pussy.

“Brainless slut likes this, gets off on being raped by strangers,” someone else said as they pinched my tender nipples.

“Bet she wants to cum again, huh? Cum for us, whore,” someone whispered into my ear. My cry was muffled by the cock unloading in my throat, but the violent thrashing of my body in its ties was enough evidence that I was cumming. I was a disgusting mess, my hair tangled in cum, my pussy dripping with more loads than I could keep track of, my tits red and caked in jizz. My shoulders ached from the position I was in, my back pained from arching for so long.

“Fuck!” The cock in my throat pulled out just before exploding, covering my face in cum. “Take it! Take it, bitch!”

“Next,” I whimpered, licking seed from my lips. I was losing my voice from all the throat-pummeling, but I still wanted to make Ralfio proud.

“Wait,” someone called out. “We should fuck her ass!”

The men really had fully embraced the art. There was nothing holding them back now. Except, perhaps, for the same things that were holding me back: the ties on my wrists and ankles. A sudden wave of immense relief hit me as someone cut through the rope. I tumbled forward, all of me aching. But I didn’t have much of a respite, as I was soon propped up on all fours, my ass cheeks spread wide.

A hand smeared cum from my dripping slit to my asshole, and multiple men spat down on me. Finally, I felt the head of a cock positioned at my rosebud, stretching it open. Ralfio had prepared me for this too, and I relaxed my muscles, focusing on the man who was currently raping my throat, his balls slapping against my chin with each hammering stroke.

My ass was still very tight, but I remained calm as it was stretched wide by the cock inching deeper and deeper inside me. Tears streamed down my cheeks as yet another pint of cum shot down my gullet and into my stomach. A guttural groan escaped my throat when I felt my ass fully stuffed – and just as quickly, I was being fucked hard from behind, someone using my ass like a cunt, ramming me hard and fast. My tits bounced wildly with the violence of his movements, my body struggling to support my own weight and the weight of the man fucking my ass.

“It’s so tight,” he said, spitting the words onto my lower back.

“Not for long,” someone laughed, grabbing my hair to jerk my head up and spit into my mouth. A fresh load of cum from someone jerking off splattered across my back. Someone kicked my side, either accidentally or on purpose, it didn’t matter. My whole body was used at once, abused in every way imaginable. Shock settled in as cum shot into my asshole for the first time that evening, rope after rope of it filling me up.

It only made it easier for the next man to shove his entire cock inside me at once, grabbing my hips and jerking them quickly, using me like a fuckdoll. Someone straddled my back and jerked off into my hair while someone else took their turn at my mouth, pushing my nose into his pubes and holding me there. Drool pooled underneath me, cum dripping from every hole, as each man took multiple turns using my tight teenage body.

The night wore on and on, until at some point, the men were exhausted. So was I, almost unconscious. Without their hands on me, supporting me, I collapsed forward, onto my face, my ass high in the air. I had taken ten more loads in my ass, innumerable loads in my throat and pussy. Someone had pissed on my back, and they’d spit in my hair. I was a disgusting excuse for a slut, and now the men could see what they had done to me.

“Thank you all for attending, and participating,” Ralfio’s voice made my heart soar. I’d done all of this for him – and I could only hope that I’d done well. Was he proud of me? Had I performed up to his standards? Was I still his muse? “Your patronage is appreciated.”

I stayed where I was as the reception came to an end, people discussing the event in hushed towns as they meandered -very slowly -towards the door. Back to their wives and girlfriends and families. Leaving me alone with their cum and piss and spit painting my body.

A shadow crossed over me, and I gathered enough strength to look up. Ralfio was looking down at me. For a moment, we just looked at each other – my heart hammered in my chest.

“That was just fine,” he finally said, offering a hand to help me up. “You’ll do nicely.”

And that was that. My fate was sealed. Ralfio and I have performed together in twelve cities, on two continents. And we have many more to go. From gallery to gallery, Ralfio uses me to prove that art has no limits. I am always so proud to serve him, to be his muse.

I know that I won’t always inspire him the way I can now, with my tight youthful body. I’m already showing signs of the constant use and abuse. But I trust Ralfio to see beyond the physical. After all, an artist just can’t abandon his muse, right? I know that I would never abandon him. Where would I be without Ralfio? Just a sad little virgin in college, preparing for some sad little future. Instead, I’m living a life of glamour and art and ecstasy. Sure, it requires me to be a mindless sex slave a few nights a week, but so what? It’s totally worth it. Besides…

…being a mindless sex slave is pretty fun!


Hot for Teacher

“Wow,” I gushed. “I am just so proud of you guys!”

And I meant it, too. Looking at the four young faces beaming back at me, I felt pure pride welling up inside me. On the lab table in front of us stood the trophy they’d just won at the State Science Fair. Next stop, Nationals!

They deserved the win, no doubt about that. These guys had worked tirelessly for four years on their appetite suppression formula. Now, they were 18 and about to graduate high school. How many people can say they invented an all-new, stimulant-free diet aid before graduating high school? Not many, I promise you.

Sure, they had the benefit of attending a highly advanced technical high school, but they’d had to earn their place here, too. Dawson School for STEM Education was highly competitive, offering very few spaces each year, only for the best and brightest. As a result, we had far fewer students to tend to, and could afford state-of-the-art equipment. That’s how we came to be standing in the fully-equipped science lab, celebrating the win.

“Thanks, Ms. Sweet,” Jack said, blushing. He was the cutest of the bunch, in my opinion. A ginger with tons of freckles. Beside him stood Michael, Robert, and Frank. Michael and Robert were brown-haired proto-nerds, with thick glasses and pocket protectors. Frank was kind of a wild card, since he also played football, so he was massive compared to his thinner counterparts. Altogether, they weren’t a standout group when it came to looks. But that didn’t matter, least of all to me. I was their teacher. I couldn’t have cared less about their appearance. All I cared about was their caliber as students, which was excellent.

Of course, that feeling wasn’t exactly mutual, and I knew it. I was very young compared to the rest of the staff, only 25. And I’ve been known to turn heads – not just teenage boy heads, either. I have D-cup breasts and an ass toned by years of yoga. I keep myself trim and toned, and wear my long chestnut hair loose. I knew perfectly well the kinds of things boys thought when I was lecturing them on chemistry, but I accepted it as inevitable. I wasn’t going to give up my dual passions of teaching and science out of fear that I’d be someone’s wet dream!

“You really have outdone yourselves,” I said. “You all should go out to celebrate. Any big parties planned for the weekend?”

The boys chuckled.

“Parties? No. Not unless you count Friday night Magic…” Michael and Jack fist-bumped. Right, the little card game they liked.

“Well, you guys will let me treat you to pizza, right?” I said, picking up the vial that held their prize-winning formula. It needed to go back in the fridge. The greenish liquid splashed against the walls of the vial as I strode in my high heels across the room.

“If you insist,” Frank said. Smiling, I opened the fridge and bent over to put it on the correct shelf. No doubt those boys were getting an eyeful, but maybe this time they deserved it. I was about to turn around and ask what toppings they wanted when something in the fridge caught my eye. It looked like a beaker full of their formula, but as far as I knew they’d only actually produced enough to fill the vial. Curious, I picked it up and turned around.

“Boys, do you know what this is?” I asked. “It looks like…”

“Oh, it’s nothing!” Robert blurted. The looks of shock on the boys’ faces was priceless – and alarming. They definitely did not want to tell me what was in the beaker, and that made me think they definitely should tell me.

“Boys…”

I started to walk back towards them when the unthinkable happened. I tripped! The beaker went flying, splashing the liquid all over me, getting into my mouth and nose as I tumbled forward. I broke my fall with my hands, but I landed right in a puddle! Cursing aloud, I looked up to see that their expressions of shock had turned to something else – horror.

What was this stuff? I started to panic. Was it an acid? Corrosive? Was it going to…

“Oh, no,” Frank said. “Ms. Sweet, I’m so sorry!”

“Boys…boys, please, tell me! What was in the beaker?!”

For a long, torturous moment, they just looked at each other, mouths opening and closing like fish out of water. It was really cute, actually. But I still wanted my answer.

“Boys!”

“Okay, okay, well…okay, so….you know, how, like, when we first started experimenting…with the formula…” Robert began.

“…it had that weird side effect?” Michael finished. I racked my brain. Side effect…side effect…

“With the hamsters?” Jack practically squeaked out. Jack was so good looking. For an 18-year-old boy, he definitely looked much more mature than most of his classmates. Well, really, all the science club boys did. They were all too handsome for their own good! I felt an uncomfortable pressure on my chest, my bra suddenly feeling two sizes too tight. And I was finding it hard to control my breathing, and my body temperature was on the rise…

“Oh,” I said as it all clicked into place. Those clever boys! See, before they had all the kinks worked out of the formula, we had some trouble with a weird side-effect. When we gave the liquid to hamsters, their appetite would be suppressed, but their libidos would go through the roof! Especially the female hamsters. Not only would they try to mate with anything in sight, but they were far more likely to get pregnant, as though the formula made them ultra fertile. We had worked out all the kinks, though, and gotten rid of that side effect. So how…why…?

“We just thought it would be fun, to see if we could replicate that effect,” Frank said. The boys were staring at me as I slowly rose onto shaky legs. I grabbed a nearby chair for support. Seeing that I was having some trouble, the four of them rushed to my side, helping me to sit down. It was really nice and mature of them. And their hands felt so good on me. I didn’t want them to let go, and pouted when they did.

Oh, no! Was what happened to the hamsters happening to me?

I closed my eyes, trying to calm and center myself, but when I did…I could only think about sex. In the span of a few seconds, I envisioned myself in every sexual position imaginable. And I was imagining the boys fucking me in all those positions! Jack bending me over the table, Frank underneath me while I rode his hard cock, Michael and Robert fucking me at both ends…

I opened my eyes, actually panting with my tongue out like a dog in heat. Wild-eyed, I looked at the concerned faces of my students and knew…

I had to fuck them. All of them. Right then, right there. I needed all their cum inside me! I needed it unprotected and raw, needed to mate with them!

“Oh, god!” I practically screamed as I leaned back in the chair and clawed at my white button-up blouse. The boys shared identical expressions of disbelief as I ripped it open, revealing my heaving chest and quivering breasts. “Please! Fill me up!”

“Ms. Sweet! We can’t…you don’t…you don’t know what you’re saying!” Frank stammered, but he didn’t take his eyes off my chest. I was already pawing at my bra, desperate to expose myself and be free of the fabric. My hard nipples were rubbing against the padding, driving me mad.

“I don’t care,” I gasped, finally ripping it off so that my tits bounced free. “Please, please! Fuck me! Just fuck me!”

For a moment, all was still. The boys stared, jaws hanging open, at my exposed chest. And then suddenly they all moved at once. I watched Jack sprint across the room to lock the door. It was well after school hours, but there could still have been a janitor roaming the halls. Once the lock clicked shut, I felt their hands on me, and moaned in relief. My fevered skin rushed at their touch, their greedy hands groping and kneading my flesh as I leaned back in the chair and offered myself to them. I was naked from the waist up, and my pencil skirt felt like a prison. I couldn’t rid myself of it soon enough.

Luckily, the boys had the tact of...well, 18-year-old boys. I felt myself lifted from the seat and laid out on the table, and found myself looking up at their eager faces.

“Are you sure…” Frank started to say, even though his fingers were already on my calf and travelling upwards.

“Yes!” I cried, arching my back to push my breasts upward. Michael moaned as he grabbed my breast and kneaded it, pinching my nipple.

“You’re so hot, Ms. Sweet!” He said. Frank’s fingers had speedily drifted up my thigh and under my skirt.

“Wow, and wet,” Frank said, feeling my soaked panties. I reached down and yanked at my skirt, wanting nothing in the way so that I could be fucked faster. It was like I was on fire, and I needed their dicks to put me out. I twitched in agony and pleasure as their hands abused my body, taking advantage of my flesh. Finally, I was fully nude, my skirt falling to the floor, my panties crumpled and tossed aside. The sight seemed to stun the boys, and they each stepped back in turn to look at me.

“Please,” I whimpered, reaching down to my heated, dripping slit. “Someone…any one…I need your cum, please!”

Every second that they weren’t giving me a cock was torture. I’d never been so horny, so out of control! And it wasn’t just their dicks I wanted – I wanted their cum, my fertile body craving it. I had never thought about babies before, but now all I wanted was to feel their jizz pumping into my womb, getting me pregnant.

“We’re real sorry we did this to you,” Robert said. I was eye-level with his crotch, and saw that even if he was sorry, his dick was hard. My mouth watered. “But I guess we have to fuck you now, to be fair.”

“Yes,” I nodded desperately, plunging my fingers into my slit with a gasp. It was a poor substitute, but it had to work for now. “Please. You must. I demand that you fuck me, all of you! Someone, my mouth…want cock…”

Robert quickly undid his jeans, and I watched his cock spring free. A satisfied groan escaped my throat as I eyed the glistening tip, pre-cum tantalizingly close to my mouth. Robert put his hand on my head and somewhat timidly pulled my face towards his cock. I opened my lips wide, nearly cumming just from the taste of his cock sliding against my tongue. I swallowed the briny pre-cum, immediately craving more. So much more. Robert moaned, looking up at the ceiling as I sucked his cock. I fucked myself harder, knowing that a climax was closing in. I needed it so bad. My muscles tensed. All around me, I heard zippers going down. A cock slid against my cheek. Someone’s fingers dug into my thigh. Hands kneaded my breasts. Every sensation made me crave more. My hips bucked, my pussy clenched, and with a choked cry I came. Drool spilled from my mouth, around Robert’s thrusting cock. He grunted, shoving himself all the way to the back of my throat. Eyes watering, I gazed up at him as I came. Such a good student, giving teacher just what she asked for! My juices dripped onto the table below while someone ripped my hand away from my needy slit.

“Jesus, I’ve thought about this so many times,” Jack said. I could see him in my periphery, standing between my legs. He grabbed my hips and jerked my body forward until my ass was nearly hanging off the table. The motion forced Robert’s cock to pop out of my mouth, and another set of hands wrenched my head the other way. I found myself facing Michael, his cock throbbing at attention. Hungry for it, I whimpered and opened my mouth wide. He obliged me, sliding between my lips. His cock was the most delicious thing in the world. It slid against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat. His balls hit my saliva-soaked chin. Someone took my hand, guiding it until I grasped Robert’s soaked cock. With my throat full and my hand jerking off Robert, I was more desperate than ever to be properly fucked. I whimpered around Michaels’ cock, eyes rolling towards Jack, hips lifting. I could see that Frank was holding his dick close to my tits. His strong hand on my chest pushed me down, holding me in place as he started to slide his cock around my breasts.

“Don’t hog,” Robert grunted, and I was ripped from Michael’s cock onto Robert’s. I used my other hand on Michael to keep him hard while I let Robert thrust wildly into my throat. His face, sweaty and red, showed the kind of pleasure that I wanted to see in my students. Robert had my head in both hands, and he jerked it off the table to get a better angle, thrusting into my throat until I felt like gagging. I held myself back, tears running from my eyes. I wanted to feel him explode in my throat, pump his cum down to my stomach. Frank grabbed my free hand, and I happily began to service him, as well.

What was Jack waiting for? I needed a cock in my pussy! This was all just a tease for the real thing!

Before I could whine about it, I felt Robert’s cock throb in my throat, his thrusts becoming short and fast and erratic. He huffed, then groaned long and hard, pressing my nose into his pubes. Hot, thick, salty cum filled my throat, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as I finally got to swallow it. My stomach growled for more as I sucked him dry. His jizz filled my cheeks, spilling from my lips even though I didn’t want to waste a drop. Robert released my head so quickly that it slammed against the table, his cock sliding from my lips – a moment later, I was trying to swallow the last of his cum while Michael savaged my mouth.

Finally, thankfully, I felt the distinct shape of a swollen cock sliding between my pussy lips. Jack’s cock slid upwards, the tip rubbing my throbbing clit. My eyes rolled back as I was sent into heaven by the sensation. He was still holding my hips, holding them down even while I bucked and begged for him to enter me. My copious juices slathered Jack’s shaft as he teased my clit.

I was still jerking off Frank, who was happily abusing my tits, pinching my nipples and spitting on the flesh to get it wet. I wasn’t sure what his goal was, but he could have done anything to me and I would have thanked him. Michael was breathing hard, his cock so far down my throat that he barely had to move to fuck my mouth. His hands in my hair tightened, pulling at the strands as he heaved out a sigh and pushed himself against me. Another sweet load of cum burst in my throat, filling my belly again as I swallowed as fast as I could. Jack’s cock teasing my clit combined with Michael’s cum filling my mouth drove me to another jagged orgasm, the pleasure almost painful.

“You want to get pregnant, don’t you?” Jack said. Michael pulled out, and I gasped for breath as I nodded.

“Yes! Want, so bad!”

“God, it’s gonna be so sweet fucking you,” Frank said. He laughed. “Get it, Ms. Sweet?”

“Please,” was all I could moan. “In me!”

Jack’s cock slid down to my slit. At last, I felt him pressing forward, splitting me open.  I groaned, arching my back, my fingers curling around the edge of the table. My dangling legs wrapped around Jack’s slender body, pulling him forward. I was too distracted by the need in my cunt to notice Frank climbing up on the table.

I was so hot and wet that Jack barely had to thrust to enter me. I screamed and came immediately. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure.

“Oh, Ms. Sweet,” Jack grunted. He drove forward, moving fast from the start, fucking me with abandon. Holding me down, his cock filled me up again and again. Jack grabbed my thighs and pulled them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

That was when I finally realized Frank had climbed up onto the table, and was straddling my stomach. Licking his lips, he grabbed my tits and squeezed them together. They were wet from his spit, and now as he pinched my nipples I could understand why. He thrust his engorged cock between my generous breasts, fucking my tits right there on the table! In my classroom! Part of me couldn’t believe how far this was going – how badly I wanted my students to use my body as a cum dumpster. Another part of me didn’t care, so long as they kept fucking me.

“Oh, man, your tits are awesome, Ms. Sweet,” Frank groaned, squeezing them harder as he slid his cock quickly back and forth. “I’m gonna cum on your face, okay?”

“Please!” I moaned, lifting my head from the table and opening my mouth. It allowed me to lick the head of Frank’s cock each time he thrust, and soon he was mashing my tits harder than ever, groaning and jerking as buckets of cum poured from his fat cock into my waiting mouth. I swallowed gratefully, feeling Jack’s thrusts speed up as he fucked my pussy raw. I was still guzzling Frank’s cum when I felt Jack release inside me, his cock spewing hot jizz against my unprotected womb. He made a feral noise, fingertips digging into my thighs. I bucked, cumming at the sensation of finally being filled with cum.

“Yesssss,” I hissed. “Yes, please, more, more!”

Tongue desperately trying to collect every drop of Frank’s cum from my chin and cheeks, I felt so empty when Jack pulled out of me. I needed another cock, fast. Luckily, Michael was there to give it to me. These boys had a ton of stamina, thank goodness.

“Can we flip you over? I want to fuck you from behind,” Michael asked, almost timidly despite the lewd nature of his question. I nodded.

“Anything, anything you want! Please, don’t make me beg you anymore!”

I was quickly flipped onto my stomach, my knees drawn up under me so that my ass was high in the air, my slit on display. Michael plunged forward, going deep in the very first thrust. I cried out, my jaw slack from pleasure as he fucked me.

“M-more,” I managed to mumble. When a cock appeared in front of me, I had no idea whose it was and I couldn’t have cared less. I leaned forward, tongue out and lapping eagerly. Fucked from both ends at once, I was satisfied for the moment; a cock fucking my raw, abused throat, a cock slamming into my slit. It was all I wanted, and I was glad to have such good students to give it to me. I was cumming over and over again, nonstop, as the boys took turns filling me with load after load of cum.

I felt like an animal, my only conscious thought being more. More cock, more cum. I knew it couldn’t last forever – we didn’t even know how long the formula would last, and no matter what I knew my boys couldn’t fuck me like that non-stop. It would take a team of men to satisfy me.

Maybe…a football team?

Frank…he could help me…I looked up at him, his cock in my throat while Robert fucking my slit. He would understand…they would understand how badly I needed it, that sharing me was the right thing to do. They’d done this to me, and I needed their help. I was going to be pregnant with one of my students’ babies – and it wasn’t like they were going to be around to help me raise it. They owed me.

“Need more,” I whined as the boys fell to the side, collapsing into chairs, totally spent and exhausted. They shared identical looks of exasperation.

“Not now, Ms. Sweet,” Jack sighed. “We need a break. A long break. Don’t you?”

“No,” I protested, sliding my hand between my legs to feel my cum-filled pussy. “I need more.”

The boys shared another look, this one slightly concerned.

“What should we do?” Robert asked gently. I found Frank and made eye contact.

“You have friends you can call, right?” I moaned.

“And what should we tell them? That the science teacher turned into a total nympho slut, and needs dick or she’ll die?” Michael scoffed.

“Yes!” I urged him, groaning in impatience. “Do it now!”

“Okay, well…” Frank started to say, but Jack stopped him.

“Wait a minute,” Jack said. “I don’t want to share her. I think we should make her wait for us to be ready for her. I don’t think Ms. Sweet gets to call the shots anymore.”

I moaned my protest, fingering myself to take the edge off.

“I think that we own her now,” Jack grinned. He always was kind of the ring leader. “After all, she’ll probably be having one of our babies. I think Ms. Sweet should count her blessings, and thank us for fucking her. And then I think she should be patient and wait until we’re ready to go again.”

“Mmfmm,” I moaned, pinching my nipple and rubbing my clit. “Thank you!”

“Good girl,” Jack said, standing over me, casting a shadow on my naked, cum-stained body. “Now…where are we going to keep our new fuckslave?”

I rolled over, thrusting two fingers into my slit while they discussed my fate. In the end, it was decided that I would have to stay in my house for the time being, but that the boys would have keys to let themselves in. I was to quit my job, and stay in my house. They would bring me food and anything else I needed. I only had one purpose from that moment on: being there for them to fuck whenever they wanted. Being their broodmare. Fucking them any way they wanted, anywhere they wanted. I was going to have their babies, and I was going to thank them for the privilege.

Well, it wasn’t how I pictured my day would go, but there was nothing I could do about it. They had what I needed more than anything in the world: dicks, and hot, fresh cum. I would have done anything to keep them happy so they would fuck me. If that meant becoming their slave…well, so be it.

At least I had vibrators at home that would help me deal with all the time in between…

The boys helped me up, and watched as I cleaned the table and floor with my tongue, collecting every drop of cum until it was all shiny and new. Naked, I crawled on my hands and knees through the hallways of the school I once taught at. I left it all behind, following my new masters into the dark night beyond the school doors.


Taken by the Team

It all started when I was rude to the school janitor. I got a pretty harsh punishment for that. Maybe harsher than I deserved, but I wasn’t about to risk my high school diploma by complaining. See, at 18, I was more than ready to leave high school behind, and Principal Dennis threatened to keep me from graduating if I didn’t make things right with Devin, the janitor.

Making things right wound up involving losing my virginity in his office, which was basically a closet. He fucked me in every single hole, and recorded the whole thing on camera! All the while, my peers and classmates walked the halls right on the other side of the door. If they knew that the cheer captain and class president, Samantha Knowles, was having her ass pumped full of jizz by the janitor, I’m sure they would never look at me the same.

But it only spiraled down from there. I mean, it’s not like I’m going to lie to you and say I didn’t enjoy the experience. It was really hot! And when I met with Principal Dennis after school that day, I received another punishment – he yanked my skirt up and spanked me, then made me cum with a vibrator while he fucked my ass. And that was before Devin the janitor showed up and they pinned me between them.

So, yeah, that was a crazy day – and a pretty high price to pay for a little bit of rudeness, but it was also really hot. I thought about it over and over again, at night in my bed, while I touched myself and made myself cum over and over again.

Here’s the thing though. It wasn’t over.

Principal Dennis had told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was still at his mercy. After all, he had two videotapes of me getting screwed in every way imaginable. I still had to prove that I really was repentant and felt bad about being a snotty bitch. The final step of my road to forgiveness?

Rewarding the football team after Friday’s game.

Now, as head cheerleader, I’m pretty close with a lot of the guys on the football team. Heck, I even dated one or two. Not that I ever let them touch me, of course. But they were my friends! During the days leading up to the game, I paid extra attention to the guys in class.

And, eventually, I decided that no matter what Principal Dennis said, they wouldn’t do anything to me. How could they? We were all friends! They would never want to embarrass me or anything like that. So I felt pretty relaxed about the whole thing. Besides, I couldn’t believe that Principal Dennis would actually force me to fuck the whole team – that was, like, ten guys! No – he must have meant just a few of them, and I was sure that given the option, they would choose to respect me.

All the same, during that Friday’s game, I felt more naked than usual in my cheerleader’s uniform. All through our routines, I just felt like there were eyes on me. For sure, I could sense Principal Dennis staring…and Devin, too. He was in the crowd, practically salivating as I hopped to the top of the pyramid while the audience cheered. I have to admit, it got me kind of hot, knowing that they were thinking all sorts of dirty thoughts about my hot, tight teenage body.

But like I said, I felt more eyes on me than just Principal Dennis. Like, particularly, Coach Johnson. He was totally ogling me the whole time we performed! I could feel his eyes like hands on my body. Coach Johnson was, like, in his fifties! He was way older than Principal Dennis or Devin. He had no business looking at me like that, since he was old enough to be my father.

I even caught him licking his lips while he stared – gross! But also, weirdly hot. Like, I was pretty sure this old dude would be in heaven if he got even a peek at my c-cup tits. And that made me feel really wet between my legs. I was getting wet a lot lately, and I knew it all stemmed from my sexual awakening. Still, I finished cheering that night and was confident that I’d be going home untouched. At least I’d have my fantasies!

It was just before the game ended – we were totally gonna win – that Coach Johnson finally pulled me aside. With one eye on the field and the other on my cleavage, he whispered in my ear.

“Best be getting into my office now, don’t you think? Before anyone sees you slipping in?”

Speaking of people seeing me…Coach Johnson barely even tried to hide his hand as it snaked around and up my skirt, squeezing my ass! I jumped, gasping, at his brashness. In front of all those people, he felt like he could just feel me up! He had some nerve. But I could tell by the look in his eye that this wasn’t the time or place to challenge him. Plus, Principal Dennis was watching, and he could ruin my life with a snap of his fingers. I hung my head and obeyed, slipping quietly through the crowd and into the school, then into Coach Johnson’s office.

It was pretty boring, actually. One of those big bins of basketballs and stuff, some posters on the wall, files cabinets. It was bigger than the janitor’s closet, at least. I played with the hem of my pleated skirt, wondering what would happen next. How would Coach Johnson react once he saw that none of his players wanted to defile me? He’d probably feel pretty silly. I hoped he wouldn’t find some way to take it out on me!

As I stood there waiting, I heard the telltale sound of the football team barreling in through the gym doors. From the sound of it, I could tell we had won. I felt really proud, as I always did, of my team! I was full of school spirit. I was so full of it that I was distracted when the office door finally opened and Coach Johnson walked in.

“Alright, we don’t have much time,” he grunted, slamming the door behind him and then clicking the lock shut. 

“Listen, Coach…” I started, meaning to explain my thoughts on why this wasn’t going to work the way he thought it was.

“No, you listen,” Coach Johnson said, lumbering towards me. I backed up a step, confused. “Those boys shower fast, and I want a taste of what they’re getting before you’re all fucked up and worn out.”

“What?” I gasped. I hadn’t expected this! The obvious lust in his eyes negated any doubts I might have had. This old perv wanted to fuck me! And I couldn’t say I blamed him. His wife was an old hag. I was a hot, freshly-violated 18-year-old with big perky tits and perfect, plump lips. Who wouldn’t want to fuck me?

“Come here,” he grunted, and lunged for me. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. Suddenly, he was kissing me! His lips were all chapped as his tongue entered my mouth. And, unbelievably, I was getting really turned on by it. I moaned as his tongue began to explore my mouth, going all the way down my throat. His hands tore at my top, pulling it down and shredding it open. I had no idea how I was going to get home without a shirt, but I didn’t even care as he pawed at my breasts, his meaty hands wrecking my bra. His weight pressed me back until I hit the wall. He grabbed and squeezed my breasts, making my nipples hard while my heart pounded and I dripped arousal. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting from this old man ravaging my body!

“Nice tits,” he growled, his mouth leaving mine just long enough for him to lift my breasts and lower his head. His lips enveloped my nipple. He flicked it with his tongue, making me moan and clench my thighs together. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. No one had told me I was going to have to fuck Coach Johnson, but I didn’t really feel like saying no. I mean, I wanted to! Plus, I figured it would take the sting off the fact that I wasn’t going to fulfill my final task of penitence.

My squirming in pleasure led to my thighs slipping open, and as Coach Johnson pressed forward I could feel his cock – stiff and long, it strained against his gym pants. He grunted against my chest, rubbing himself against me. My bare thighs shuddered in reaction.

“Suck it,” he demanded, releasing me all at once. I slid down the wall, my legs going weak. As I settled down on my knees, Coach Johnson unsnapped his gym pants and released a nine-inch cock! I drooled, mouth open, shocked by the size of it. Who knew this old dude was packing so much? “Do it, fast!”

Before I could second guess myself, I grabbed the base of his cock and gripped it in my palm. I had a pretty good idea of how to suck a dick now, after serving the janitor and watching a lot of porn (I told you, I’d been horny!) My tits were out already as I leaned in, so I let them rub up and down the shaft a little before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it. His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat.

A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and salty. It drove me crazy with desire, and I couldn’t stop myself. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my pussy, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He had the biggest dick I’d encountered so far, and it was really hard to fit it all in my little mouth, but I managed. I gagged, spit covering my chin, but I did my very best to please Coach.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut. But now, I want that pussy.”

He pulled himself out of my mouth with a wet plop, and grabbed hold of my ponytail. I yelped at the pain as he ripped me off the ground and dragged me across the office. My breasts swayed and bounced with his violent movements. The next thing I knew, I was straddling him while he sat on his big, oversized leather chair.  My pussy was so wet that it dripped down his cock, which was already coated in my spit. He groaned as I slowly lowered onto the tip, heat rushing up my body as he split me wide. Coach grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up. He  slapped my ass, making me ride him faster.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? Stupid little bitch,” he growled.

“Oh, yes, sir, thank you sir, thank you for letting me fuck you, oh, fuck,” I cried out, slamming myself against him and grinding down, my clit buzzing as I came. My pussy gushed around him, dripping down his balls. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck, and thrust up into me one more time. I felt him explode, hot and thick and hard, against my womb, filling my cunt with his seed.

Panting, I collapsed against him, wrapping my arms around his neck for support.

“Get off me,” he grunted, pushing me back so hard that I fell off him. “You’ve got work to do, slut. Those boys must be done by now. Can’t keep them waiting.”

“Mmmmfm,” I mumbled, confused and still aroused. I didn’t protest as Coach Johnson led me, topless, by the arm, into the boy’s locker room.

I’d never been in the boy’s locker room before. It was pretty much the same as the girl’s locker room, except way smellier. I could see jock straps and stuff lying all over the place. These guys were kind of pigs! I guess I should have expected that, though. And I was mostly thinking about the way they kept their locker room to avoid thinking about how they were all looking at me – and my tits. I was dripping cum down my thighs and my hair was messed up, my cheeks red.

Looking up through my lashes, I saw Ron and Mark, both of whom I dated. And of course there was Dave and John and Aaron and the whole rest of the team. Eleven 18-year-old boys who only ever knew me as the slightly prudish cheer captain and class president. Eleven guys who were now staring at my nearly-naked body with such obvious desire that it made my stomach flip in the very best way. I started to second-guess my theory about them not wanting to defile me. It dawned on me that I hadn’t exactly been the nicest girl in the world…

“What the fuck?!” Mark’s voice broke the stunned silence. “Is that…Samantha?”

His words seemed to ignite a fever in the team, as their voices rose and blended together. Each of them stared at me, or more accurately, at my bare chest. Incredulous looks covered their faces.

“Hold up, hold up,” Coach Johnson said, “everyone just hold their horses.”

Slowly but surely, the team obeyed their coach. He still had a hold on my arm, and now he shook me slightly.

“We’ve arranged for a very special treat for you boys,” he explained. “It’s been a tough season, but you’ve really brought it home. This is the best year we’ve had in a long time. You all should be very proud of yourselves. I know I am. That’s why we’ve decided that since you’re all young, virile young men who want to sow their wild oats, we’re leaving Samantha here in your care.”

“Woah!” the team replied en masse. My heart was pounding, blood rushing in my ears. Why wasn’t anyone coming forward to defend my honor? I looked at Ron, then Mark, for support and was met with nothing but lust.

“This bitch has been flaunting her shit around school for years,” Coach Johnson said, finally releasing me. “But she’s finally come to her senses and learned her true place in the world. Isn’t that right, Samantha?”

My throat was dry. I couldn’t do anything but nod.

“Coach, I don’t know about this…” I heard one of the guys say. Hopeful, I gazed at the players and saw the one who had spoken. I couldn’t remember his name. I’d never bothered to learn, because he had really bad acne.

“Well, I thought it might be a little awkward for you, seeing as how Samantha is head cheerleader and class president and all that, so I’m going to go ahead and blindfold her. That way, you don’t have to look her in the eye. It’ll be easier for you to use her like the fuck doll she is.”

What? Blindfolded? I didn’t know how I felt about that. My mind was trying hard enough to catch up to the reality…I was actually about to be teamed by eleven dudes from my grade!

“So, what do you all think?” Coach Johnson said. “Shall we get her on her knees?”

There was a second of silence, the boys still stunned. That second gave me hope…but it was quickly dashed, as roaring cheers broke the silence. Before I could react, Coach Johnson was trying a towel or something around my eyes, plunging me into total darkness. I immediately felt disoriented and put my hands out in front of me. I squeaked in surprise as my skirt was torn away and I was pushed to the floor.

“I’ll be in my office, boys,” Coach Johnson’s voice sounded over my head. “I’ll be back in a while to check on you. Have at her!”

The blindfold seemed to increase every other sensation. It was like I could hear better, smell better…and touch was way more intense. I could feel the slightest breeze across my skin.

Blinded, I waited breathless for something to happen. I could sense someone approaching, though I obviously had no idea who. I gasped as whoever it was grabbed my chest, roughly squeezing my tits with both hands as the rest of the team began to cheer. He let go, laughing.

“I can’t believe this,” he said, and I could tell it was Mark. He always gave me such a hard time about the fact that I wouldn’t do more than kiss him. He’d definitely enjoy this, I was sure. I could picture his smile as he slapped at my breasts, making them bounce. “You were such a frigid bitch…I’ve waited way too long for this. Open up and suck!”

I knew I had to obey him. Trembling, I let my jaw go slack. My upper thighs were wet with cum and my own arousal. I waited patiently to be used. A hand grabbed my hair and yanked me forward. Just as I felt the fleshy tip of a cock press between my lips, someone else circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. Someone circled around my back and pushed hard on my upper back, forcing me onto all fours.

“Quit moving,” Mark said, slapping me across the face. The team cheered. I was shocked. I never thought he would hit me! But I guess I wasn’t myself anymore. Not to them. To them, I was just a useless fuck toy. Mark’s cock slid past my lips, dripping pre-cum down my throat. My first instinct was to gag at the taste, but his hand in my hair tightened and he kept pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my throat, groaning all the way.

Before I knew it, he was fucking my face, ramming into my throat again and again while his teammates cheered him on. My ex-boyfriend sure had a lot of aggression to unload on me!  And it seemed he wasn’t the only one, because whoever had pushed me down was kneading my breasts from above, his hard cock rubbing up and down my lower back. Mark’s balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. Suddenly, he pulled away, keeping his hands on my cheeks.

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled. “Why couldn’t you be this way when we were dating?”

“Sorry,” I moaned, growing desperate for cock as the person behind me continued to tease and tweak my nipples while rubbing his erection on my flesh. My pussy was flooding down my thighs.

“Swallow every drop,” Mark growled. I could hear the wet smacking sounds of his jerking off in front of my mouth. “Open wide.”

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting into my still-open mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat.

“My turn,” another voice said, one I didn’t immediately recognize. “That’s not how you fuck a slut’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me. Finally, I could place the voice, and knew it was Jose, a guy I’d never give the time of day in any other situation. He wasn’t even that good a football player.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. The guy behind me finally lowered his cock to my slick entrance, and he dropped one hand low between my legs. He went straight for my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as Jose filled my mouth with his seed.

“That’s a good little girl,” the boy behind me said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that jizz.”

So it was Ron! I’d know his voice anywhere. He must have been dying in satisfaction as he finally slid his thick cock into my waiting, eager slit. I groaned, cum dripping from my cheeks as he filled me up and rubbed my clit. My climax was quick and hard; I flooded over Ron’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. Just as I came, a new cock pressed against my lips, insistent.

Fingers entered my mouth, pulling my lips open even wider as he thrust forward. Whoever it was, he was huge! And salty. I gagged, feeling myself stuffed from both ends, my pussy  fucked as raw as my throat. Ron was fucking me like an animal in heat, his balls slapping my thighs as he jackhammered into me while the guy in my mouth forced me all the way to his pubes.

I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, but couldn’t tell who was doing it. It was hard to make sense of the noises around me as the team cheered each other on. More and more hands seemed to be laid on my body, like the whole team was grabbing me at once. I was going crazy with sensation, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied.

Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around Ron’s cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me. He let out a guttural moan and I felt his hot cum splashing into me, coating my unprotected pussy with his seed.

No sooner did he pull out than someone had taken his place. Cum burst into my throat and I swallowed it all before a new cock was thrust into my throat. My belly hurt from all the cum I’d eaten, but I knew I’d have to take even more. The guy fucking me was rubbing my clit as he thrust.

“Cum again, bitch,” he said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as he split my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still the boy in front of me fucked my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as one pulled out and another took his place.

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the guy between my legs rammed against my womb. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little cum dumpster? High-maintenance bitch!” The question came from the player between my legs, who had his fingers digging into the flesh of my hip. I knew it would leave bruises, but the pain only made the pleasure more intense.

I groaned as I was fed yet another load of salty, thick cum, barely even registering that the boy in my pussy was cumming too, his semen splashing against my cervix. A new cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then rallied.

“Cum, bitch,” someone ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while someone stepped between my legs. This time, I felt a hand smearing the cum that leaked from my pussy onto my asshole. While one guy humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, another was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly – I was starting to love the taste more than anything else in the world. I was blindfolded, on all fours, at the mercy of a football team of hormonal teenage boys. I was a disgusting, cum-soaked animal. I loved it.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the players approached and dumped their cum into my tight, willing body. Some of them must have gone twice, because even though I didn’t keep track, it really felt like more than eleven dicks had pumped my holes with their cum. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way they fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Eventually, though, the team was satisfied. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered, suddenly alone. I collapsed, my cheek hitting the dirty locker room floor. I couldn’t even tell if the team was still there, except I could hear their heavy breathing.

“Damn,” I heard Aaron say. “That was something. Always knew that stuck-up bitch would have a nice little snatch. Never thought I’d actually get to try it out.”

“Well, you boys deserve it.” Coach Johnson’s voice surprised me. Had he been there the whole time? “Hell of a season. Now, anyone want to help me get her into the shower?”

“Should we take off the blindfold?” Ron asked.

“Nah, doesn’t matter,” Coach Johnson said. “But we should get her cleaned up before we send her home to Mommy and Daddy.”

There was laughter, and I felt hands pulling me up. I let my whole weight be supported by the strong young men as they led me to the shower and propped me up. Cold, frigid water suddenly hit me, and I screamed.

“Quiet down,” Coach Johnson roared, pushing me back under the water. “You’re a fucking mess. I’m not wasting the school’s money on a hot shower for a bitch like you. Cold water’s cheaper.”

Well, it’s not like I could argue with him at that point. The water slowly but surely washed away the cum that coated my flesh, and finally I was given a towel. Shivering, I wrapped myself up. The blindfold was soaked through and heavy on my eyes until someone pulled it away. I blinked, still blinded by the sudden intrusion of light.

“Go on and get your gym clothes from your locker,” Coach Johnson told me. But the girl’s locker room was all the way across the gym, and I only had a towel! What if someone saw me?

Like I really cared anymore…

The players who had just fucked me stood in two lines, watching me tiptoe between them, drenched and shivering in my towel. They were smirking, laughing at me. A few of them slapped my ass as I walked past. When I reached the door, I took a sigh of relief. It would be nice to be alone for a second, to process everything…

I opened the locker room door.

“There she is!”

My jaw dropped as I took in the scene before me.

“We talked to Principal Dennis, and decided it wasn’t fair to give you to the football team alone,” said the captain of the soccer team as he stepped forward. The basketball captain stood beside him, as did the lacrosse and baseball captains. Half the male population of the senior class stood in the gym, staring at me half-naked. “And he agreed. We all work hard, and we all deserve a reward.”

Their leering, drooling smiles made me quiver. Slowly, they advanced on me, and my cold skin quickly turned warm. The towel was ripped away, hands covering every inch of my skin. I realized my night was nowhere near over.

And I gotta say…it didn’t exactly disappoint me! I had gone from virgin to whore in less than a week. I knew my life would never be the same. As I was carried into the middle of the gymnasium and penetrated in all three holes at once, my body raw and bruised from the boys’ reckless grabbing, I realized I’d never been happier. I didn’t even care about graduating anymore.

I didn’t need a high school diploma to be a slut!


The Bimbo Project

Like most college students, I was broke. I lost my scholarship because I spent my whole first semester partying. My parents didn’t know, and I panicked every time I thought about telling them. They would definitely freak out. Daddy’s a Reverend, and he doesn’t take kindly to the idea of his little girl growing up. If I told him that I flunked out of my scholarship because I was drinking too much, he’d probably disown me!

But the thing was, I was just making up for lost time. See, in high school, I never did anything bad. I never drank or smoked. I never had a boyfriend, never even kissed a boy! Like I said, Daddy’s a Reverend. That makes it kind of hard to get away with stuff.

So when I went away to college, I went a little bit crazy. No curfew? I stayed out all night! No one checking to see if I was drunk? Shots! I even smoked my very first (and last) cigarette.

The only thing I didn’t do was lose my virginity. In fact, I never even got close! I remained unkissed at 18. It was embarrassing, really. But I just got so nervous whenever the opportunity presented itself! And the opportunity presented itself a whole lot. I was kind of an ugly duckling in high school, which didn’t help my cause back then. But once I hit 18, I blossomed. My full, C-cup breasts and tight, athletic body drew looks across campus. Coupled with my long blonde hair and big blue eyes, I was a picture-perfect American coed.

So, yeah, there were guys who tried. But I would always find some way to mess it up, or psych myself out so badly that I ran away. Daddy would be proud of me for that, at least.

Of course, that all changed when I answered that ad…
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The ad posted on campus promised a lot of money for someone willing to be part of a scientific demonstration. Like, multiple thousands. Wow! Just to be part of a science project! Of course I answered the ad. It required me to send an e-mail with a picture of myself and my phone number. I didn’t think twice when I hit send. I figured there probably was no way they’d actually get in touch with me; there must have been a million people trying to get that money.

But to my surprise, I got a call the very next day!

A very nice-sounding, professional voice told me to come to the University’s science building at 4pm. I wasn’t taking any science classes, and I got a little lost. But, eventually I found the right building and the right room. It turned out to be a huge lecture hall. There was one old professor waiting for me, in a lab coat and everything. Even looking at him made me feel stupid. I sure hoped this science demonstration wouldn’t require me to do much, or say anything smart.

“Hello, Heather,” the professor said, smiling. “I’m Dr. Mullins.”

“Hi,” I chirped, accepting his handshake. “Thanks so much for calling! I’m really excited!”

“I’ll bet you are,” Dr. Mullins said, eyes scanning my body. I’ll admit, it made me feel a little bit uncomfortable, the way he was looking at me. But come on; I needed that money! I could deal with a pervy old guy any day. “So, let’s chat, shall we?”

“Okay!” I said, letting him lead me to a table. There were some beakers and weird looking liquids laid out on the table. I didn’t even try to guess what it was all about.

“Now, my dear, I’m looking for a young lady to help present a groundbreaking new product I’ve developed. It’s a product that makes the human mind more pliable than it’s ever been before. Are you aware of the power of suggestion?”

I shook my head. Those words didn’t mean anything to me. Dr. Mullins smiled.

“It doesn’t matter. All I need to know from you, my dear, is whether or not you’re willing to take part in the presentation. You’ll be required to make use of my product. It’s a simple flash of light, administered to the eyes. Once the product is utilized, you will be vulnerable to commands I give you.”

Vulnerable? That didn’t sound good.

“What kind of commands?” I asked. Dr. Mullins shrugged.

“Whatever I think of,” he said. “They are likely to be body-oriented. So things like, touch your nose, take off your shoes…things like that.”

“Nothing inappropriate, though?” I asked.

“Well, I won’t be promising that,” Dr. Mullins said. “As every definition of inappropriate is different. What I will promise you is that you will be completely in control of your decisions. My product influences your body and your mind, but you will still be you. If you choose, at any time, to stop the presentation, you merely need to say a single word. Grasshopper. When you say that word, everything stops.”

Well, that sounded alright!

“Of course, if you choose to say Grasshopper, I won’t be able to pay you. You understand, it simply wouldn’t be fair to me to pay you such a generous sum if I don’t get what I’m paying for.”

“Sure,” I said, nodding. “I get it!”

“Great,” Dr. Mullins said. “So you’re willing to go through with it?”

“Sure!” I said, smiling. That money was mine!

“Great,” Dr. Mullins said again, clapping his hands. “Then please, sign this.”

He took out a contract.

“Feel free to read it over if you…”

Like I could understand any of it, anyway! I signed it quickly and handed it back.

“Well then,” Dr. Mullins said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, in this room, shortly before 2pm. Please, wear comfortable clothes. And due to interference, leave any metal at home. That includes wires that may be in your bras.”

I blushed a little, hearing this old guy talk about bras, but I nodded. Got it. Unfortunately, I already knew I didn’t own any bras without wires. Hard to find support without an underwire when you have boobs like mine!

I left feeling very good, almost giddy. I wouldn’t have to tell Daddy I lost the scholarship, because I could pay for my tuition on my own! And if I got good grades, I could get my scholarship back anyway.

All my problems were solved!
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The next day, I showed up a half hour before Dr. Mullins told me to. I wanted to really earn that money, you know? I wore a pair of shorts and a flowy t-shirt that didn’t totally cling to my tits. You could still definitely tell that I was bra-less, but it wasn’t like I was going to win a white t-shirt contest.

I got there before Dr. Mullins. I just kind of hung out, looking at the big lecture hall, the white board with all its confusing numbers and letters and markings. When the door opened and Dr. Mullins walked in, I was happy just to not be bored anymore!

He didn’t talk much as he began to set up. I asked if I could help, but he just smiled and shook his head. Soon enough, people began to file into the room. All men, I noticed. Maybe twenty in total, all ages and types of men. They all looked like scientists. I don’t know what a scientist looks like, necessarily, but they looked like scientists.

They all gawked at me like I was a prime rib and they hadn’t eaten in a week. But I was kind of used to that, so I just ignored it.

Finally, it was time to begin the presentation. As Dr. Mullins began to address the crowd, he had me stand in front of a long, black, low-lying desk type of thing. I zoned out. Some words stuck out to me: modification, servitude, obedience, control, submission, sexuality…but none of them added up to mean anything important.

“And now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins finally turned to me. I smiled, happy to be doing my part at last. “We shall begin. Tell the men, if you will, what your special word is. For when you want to stop the presentation.”

“Grasshopper,” I chirped brightly, smiling at the crowd. They all seemed to be smiling back. That was nice.

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, if you’d please look into the red light here…”

He was holding a little silver thing, like in Men in Black. There was a red light, and I stared at it. Then I saw a big, bright flash. It kind of surprised me, and I blinked quickly. But it was over fast, and Dr. Mullins was putting the device away.

“How do you feel, Heather?” He asked.

“Fine,” I shrugged. “The same as before.”

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, touch your nose.”

I smiled. Here we go! I touched my nose. It did kind of feel like I did it before thinking about it, but it was hard to tell because I would have touched my nose anyway.

“Now, please, do some jumping jacks. Five jumping jacks.”

Well, I wasn’t too keen on that; my boobs would bounce all around and my shirt would fly up! But before I thought twice about it, I was doing jumping jacks! Five of them! This was kind of cool. It was like my brain was on autopilot. I kind of liked the feeling.

“Thank you, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “But of course, nose-touching and jumping jacks don’t prove much. I’d like to move on to more complicated things. Is that alright, Heather?”

I don’t know what normal Heather would have said, but this Heather didn’t mind at all. Not for the money I was going to make doing it!

“Heather, you will answer every question honestly,” Dr. Mullins said. “Are you a virgin?”

I blushed. He was calling me out right in front of all these guys! I guess he needed to do something that I wouldn’t normally do, without the product influencing me. I didn’t really want to answer that. At all. But I also really felt like I couldn’t lie to him. I nodded.

“How far, exactly, have you gone with a boy?” Dr. Mullins went on. I blushed even harder. This was totally inappropriate! But again, I felt compelled to tell the truth.

“I haven’t done anything,” I said. “Besides holding hands in junior high.”

“Not even a kiss?” Dr. Mullins said, lips twitching. I scanned the audience, and heard a light chuckle spreading across the room. Hanging my head, I shook my head.

“Look at me,” Dr. Mullins barked. Without thinking about it, I snapped my head up to look at him. “Kiss me, Heather.”

What?! Why on earth would I…

I turned towards Dr. Mullins, pressed my body against his, and kissed him. What was I doing! He was old enough to be my Daddy! But I felt like my heart was pounding as he grabbed me roughly and tugged me closer, his tongue pressing against my lips until they parted. He began to explore my mouth with his tongue.

I could hear the snickers growing louder in the audience, but I couldn’t stop kissing Dr. Mullins. And the worst part was that my body was responding in the craziest way! I was getting all fluttery in my stomach, my body overheating. I groaned against his lips as he squeezed my ass and thrust against me.

Dr. Mullins pulled away, leaving me breathless.

“Spread your legs, and wrap one around me.”

That was crazy. I couldn’t possibly…

I slipped my thigh up around Dr. Mullins’ waist. He grabbed it, pulling me against him, thrusting against me. I cried out in surprise. His eyes never left mine, keeping me in his gaze.

“You’re enjoying this, Heather,” he said. “Aren’t you?”

Well, yes, I was, but I didn’t know why.

“Yes,” I croaked out, the friction in my jeans growing to an unbearable height. I trembled in his arms. And it was all happening in front of a room full of older students! But I couldn’t stop it. And I was starting to not want to stop it! It was like when he said I was enjoying it, I started enjoying it. Even being watched. “Yes, Dr. Mullins.”

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins said, suddenly dropping his hands, letting go of me. “Stop moving now. Stand still.”

Immediately, I did as he said.

“Face the audience,” he suggested, nudging me until I was standing with my eyes on the crowd. They were smiling, many of them leaning forward.

“As you can see,” Dr. Mullins said. “The subject is completely responsive. Her nipples have hardened with arousal at the mere suggestion that she is enjoying herself. She cannot help herself from obeying my commands. Even though she is in complete control of her cognitive faculties, and can stop this at any time, she continues to obey me fully.”

My nipples were hard? I hadn’t realized, but now that he mentioned it, I realized they were. My breasts felt heavy.

“Heather,” Dr. Mullins barked at me again. “Show the men your breasts.”

Oh, no. No one had ever seen me naked before. Wasn’t this wrong and dirty?

It didn’t matter. My shirt was gone before I could think twice. My breasts spilled free, hard nipples on display. They tingled.

“You want to touch your breasts, don’t you, Heather?” Dr. Mullins asked. Oh, yes I did. Very much.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I do, Dr. Mullins.”

“You may go ahead and do so. Fondle your breasts. Play with them to your hearts delight.”

I groaned in relief as I reached for my tits and began to massage them, bouncing them in my palms and rubbing my own nipples. I had only tried this a few times before, and it never felt this good. I barely even noticed the jeering response of the men watching me as I writhed in pleasure at my own hands on my breasts.

“Now, stop,” Dr. Mullins said. Automatically, I dropped my hands to my sides, pouting. I wanted more! It didn’t even begin to occur to me to stop everything, even though I could.

“Tell us, Heather. What would you like right now? You’d like someone to touch your breasts, correct?”

“Yes, Dr. Mullins,” I nodded eagerly. “I’d very much like someone to touch my breasts, please!”

“Do we have any volunteers?” Dr. Mullins turned to the audience, all of whom eagerly raised their hands. He selected a young man with thick glasses, who bounded to the front of the room.

“Heather, will you please ask this young man to touch you?”

I arched my back forward, my flesh screaming for stimulation.

“Please,” I pouted. “Touch me?”

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” the boy said, and eagerly grabbed both breasts at once. I sighed, finally content as he kneaded and toyed with my flesh. I could feel everything getting tingly between my legs. The more he pinched and teased my nipples, the more hot and tingly I felt. I also felt wet. That had never happened before!

“Now, our subject is likely beginning to feel very aroused,” Dr. Mullins said. “I’d like to increase the stimulation. Young man, would you please begin oral stimulation of our subject?”

The boy grinned wide. I had no idea what to expect, so when he leaned in and sucked one nipple between his lips, I cried out. My voice echoed around the lecture hall. He nibbled and licked at my breast. He pinched my other nipple between his fingers, then switched, always teasing one nipple while sucking and kissing the other.

There was a crazy heat in my stomach, and I grabbed his head, pulling him tight against my body. He groaned before pulling away, smacking his lips and looking up at me with hungry eyes. The minute he broke contact, I could feel my body wanting more.

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Stop now, both of you.”

The young man looked very upset about this, and I felt pretty bad about it, too. I really liked all that. At the same time, I was kind of glad for it to be over. Who knew how far it would go if we didn’t stop?

Well, I spoke far too soon. The boy returned to his seat, getting some claps on the back from the rest of the men.

“Now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “I assumed you have never administered oral sex on a man?”

“No, Dr. Mullins!” I said with a gasp. How dirty! I’d never do that!

“Get to your knees, Heather,” Dr. Mullins barked. I dropped low, my knees hitting the tile so that I had to stare up at Dr. Mullins. He turned to the audience. “I’ll need another volunteer.”

The men went even crazier this time. Finally, Dr. Mullins pointed to a large man with a gray beard. He approached eagerly. I was very nervous about all this. Despite the confusing signals my pussy was sending me, I didn’t really know if I wanted to do whatever Dr. Mullins wanted me to do next. My head came right to the man’s crotch, and I could see an outline of something long and hard behind his pants. I swallowed hard.

“Heather, I think you’ll find that you’re very aroused by the idea of this man’s cock being in your mouth,” Dr. Mullins said. My hips jerked a tiny bit, and I felt more juices flowing from my pussy. My chest thudded with the way my heart was beating. I felt hot all over. Oh, yeah. I did like that idea very much. I couldn’t wait to get my mouth on this man’s cock! I licked my lips, and the audience laughed.

“Go ahead and take his cock out, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. Eagerly, fingers shaking, I reached for the big man’s belt and zipper. When I got them all open, his trousers fell to his ankles and his dick popped free. I was drooling over it by then. I had never been so close to a dick, but all I wanted was to suck this one between my lips. “Do you want to suck it?”

“Yes, Dr. Mullins,” I nodded. “I would.”

“Why don’t you beg him to let you suck it?” Dr. Mullins suggested. I looked up at the man and batted my lashes. I hoped he would say yes!

“Please, please let me suck your cock, sir,” I pouted. More laughter. The man grinned down at me and grabbed hold of my ponytail. There was something shiny and wet at the very tip of his cock.

“Open wide, little girl,” he said. My jaw dropped open. He shoved the tip of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail to force my head down his shaft. I groaned, spit flowing down my chin, as he thrust his hips upward. That shiny drop at the tip of his cock was musky and hot as it slid down my throat.

“That's it, Heather. Taste every delicious inch,” Dr. Mullins said, laughing a bit.

My response was muffled as the man fed me another inch of his massive cock. My eyes were watering as my nose struggled to take in enough breath; his fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Just like Dr. Mullins said, I loved this feeling. Having this fat old man’s dick jammed into my throat was making me wetter than ever!

I had my hands on his thighs, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened. He slammed his hips forward. I would have cried out at the sensation of his cock pushing into my throat, but of course I couldn't make a noise.

The man was getting very red in the face, and breathing hard.

“I believe our volunteer is getting ready to perform another test on our subject’s obedience,” I heard Dr. Mullins say. “Heather, we would like you to swallow everything that enters your throat. Even if you don’t like the taste, you must swallow it.”

Swallow it? Swallow what?

I learned quickly.

I felt his cock throb, then a burst of heat as he came inside my throat. His cum tasted salty and musky and was thick as it slid down my throat; his hips jerked with each spurt, feeding me each precious drop.

It felt like he had gallons of seed to unload in my throat, and by the time he released my ponytail, I was gasping and raw as his cum filled my stomach. The feel and taste and dirtiness of it all had me squirming and humping the air, my whole body feeling like it was dripping with need.

The man pulled away, tucking himself back into his pants and returning to his seat. Every eye was on me as I pouted and writhed in agonizing need.

“Heather, you look quite uncomfortable,” Dr. Mullins said. “Stand up for us. Remove your pants and panties. Sit on the desk and spread your legs, so the men can see the extent of your arousal.”

Oh my God! That was the dirtiest thing yet! Showing my virgin pussy to the whole room like some porno slut? But my body was obeying, and soon I was on the desk, legs spread wide, still dripping with arousal.

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, I bet you want someone to touch your pussy, don’t you?”

Yes! Yes! That’s what I wanted! As soon as he said it, I knew it was true. I nodded, ponytail bouncing.

“I think someone here might be willing to do you one better,” Dr. Mullins turned to the audience with a wink. “Anyone?”

More frantic volunteers raised their hands, and Dr. Mullins selected a thin man in his thirties, bald and very tall. He approached me with a wide smile.

“Let’s start with manual stimulation, shall we?” Dr. Mullins said. While the whole room watched and jeered, the man reached out and slid a finger against my entrance.

“Oh, my GOD,” I cried out as he slipped the finger into my virgin pussy. My hips immediately swiveled and thrust down, wanting his finger to go even deeper. He smirked, pulled his finger away, and replaced it with two. He started stroking my pussy, stopping after a few inches, when there was something in there that resisted him. Even so, his slow and steady strokes were driving me wild. Who cared how many men were watching? I wanted more!

“Now, let’s move on to oral stimulation,” Dr. Mullins advised. The man’s eyes twinkled, and before I realized what was happening, he leaned down, eyes glued to my bouncing tits, and blew a hot breath across my clitoris.

When he finally wrapped his lips around my clit, I melted against his tongue. My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing something I didn’t understand, couldn’t name.

“P-please..please, sir...” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked.

“Don’t speak, Heather,” Dr. Mullins chided. “Now, I’d like for you to cum, Heather. Do it now. Show the men how good you feel being a fuck slave.”

Was that what I was? It didn’t matter. I came. I flooded the man’s mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. The man kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp on the desk, my breath hard and uneven.

The audience clapped their appreciation.

The man leaned back, wiping his lips. I rose to my elbows and noticed that his dick was hard behind his pants. His eyes followed mine and he grinned, turning to Dr. Mullins.

“Of course, you want to give him a reward, don’t you, Heather?” Dr. Mullins said. I nodded. I did! I would do anything this man wanted! “Why don’t you squeeze those pretty little tits together and let him fuck them?”

That was a great idea! Why hadn’t I thought of that? I eagerly pushed my breasts together, bouncing them slightly. The man climbed up on the desk and straddled me. He spit down into my cleavage as he undid his pants and unleashed his cock. He nestled the tip between my tits and slid his shaft forward, groaning. He pushed my hands away and grabbed my tits himself, squeezing them hard. Dr. Mullins was addressing the audience again.

“Compliant. Even eager. Aroused as much as you want her to be. She is the perfect slave to fulfill a man’s needs. This product will revolutionize relationships.

The bald man rubbed his cock between my breasts, back and forth. The whole time, he squeezed my tits together, pinching my nipples until I was dripping wet between my legs. I whimpered, watching him get red-faced as he fucked my tits.

“Heather, this is making you extremely horny. You want him to cum on your tits, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please, sir! I want you to cum on my tits!”

He groaned, squeezing my tits so hard that it hurt. Then he pulled all the way back, grabbing his big cock and pumping it. Hot, white jizz exploded from the tip of his cock, spilling all over my tits. It was thick and sticky, and it dripped down my round breasts, coating my nipples. He kept spurting, over and over, until I was sure he would cover my whole chest in his seed. Finally, though, he stopped. He was breathing heavy.

“Now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “How do you propose we clean you up before continuing the experiment?”

I had no earthly idea. It was enough just trying to deal with my dripping pussy and the fact that my mind and body were totally disconnected. I knew, deep down, how wrong all of this was. Daddy would hate me for it. But it felt so good to obey Dr. Mullins. It felt like I would die if I didn’t.

“Any suggestions, men?” Dr. Mullins asked the crowd as the thin man got off me and returned to his seat.


“Lick it up!” the voices cried. 

“You heard them, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said.  “Lick yourself clean. Suck all his cum down your throat. Enjoy it like your favorite ice cream.”

Indeed, this cum was so tasty that I groaned as I scooped it up and sucked it between my lips. I wanted more of it. My belly was already full and sloshing by the time I was done cleaning myself off, but I still wanted more! It tasted so yummy!

“Now, we’ll need one more volunteer,” Dr. Mullins said. “This final test will push Heather to her absolute limit. Keep in mind, Heather has always had the ability to stop this experiment, and she still has that ability. She doesn’t want to stop it, because the suggestion that she is enjoying it all has made her body crave everything we’ve done to her. When I tell her that she wants someone to take her virginity, she will soon be begging for someone to take her virginity.”

Take my virginity?! No way! I opened my mouth, about to protest, but Dr. Mullins cast his steely eyes over me.

“You want to lose your virginity, Heather,” he said. “You want it very badly. You want it to happen now, so everyone in this room can see it. In fact, you want it so badly that you’ll beg for it.”

“Please,” I heard myself whine. “I need someone to take my virginity!”

Dr. Mullins grinned and the crowd cheered. I didn’t bother to look at the audience; I knew they all had their hands raised. I was dripping wet, tingling again at the thought of losing my virginity in public, to a stranger. The man who appeared before me looked like any normal guy I’d see on campus. Maybe a little older. But your average guy on campus isn’t stroking a huge, ten-inch dick that’s about to rip your virgin pussy open!

“Alright, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “Beg him for it. Beg him to fuck your tight, virgin cunt.”

I spoke without thinking, merely obeying his every command.

“Please fuck my virgin cunt,” I said. “Please take my virginity, sir.”

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins grinned. I was already splayed out on the table, legs wide. I watched the man move as he positioned himself between my legs. His cock teased my dripping sex, sliding up and down my puffy lips. The head would press against my clit, then slide back down to my slit. I was nervous about having such a big dick for my first time, but I knew this was the thing I should do. Dr. Mullins said it was, and I clearly wanted to obey him. Had to obey him. The man finally settled at my entrance, then caught my gaze.

“Heather, turn your face to the crowd, so they can watch your cherry pop,” Dr. Mullins said. I turned, facing the throng of anonymous strangers. The man grabbed my legs and pulled them up onto his shoulders; with his hands on my hips, pinning me down, he forced his cock into me, splitting me in half as he tore my hymen open.

I screamed, fingers digging into the desk, as pain jolted through me. It was worse than I imagined; and with my legs on his shoulders, his first penetration felt like it was piercing my very core. The crowd cheered and laughed, watching me writhe as I was deflowered before them.

“Now, Heather, you don’t feel pain anymore,” Dr. Mullins said. “You only feel pleasure. More than you’ve ever felt before. You love having a cock inside you. You want to have a cock inside you at all times. You’ll do anything to have a cock inside you.”

Once again, Dr. Mullins was right. He was so, so right. It felt amazing! I loved the way this ten-inch cock pushed against my womb, buried so deep into my tight, teenage pussy that his balls hit my ass.

My eyes widened as my pussy stretched to fit him, and he slowly started sliding in and out of my cunt. Each stroke sent a thrill up my spine, had my tummy clenching, my tits swaying gently with his movements. My hips started moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me.

I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. The man slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his thick, long dick. Every eye was on me as I came, shivering and bucking and begging for more. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again.

One hand reached down and grabbed my tits.

“Cum for us again, Heather,” Dr. Mullins growled. “Show us what a good slut you’ve turned into thanks to my amazing product. When he cums inside you, thank him for letting you take his jizz.”

I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking the shaft: I felt him spasm inside me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my cunt, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry. I wasn’t on birth control, but I didn’t care.

“Thank you, sir,” I groaned. “Thank you for letting me take your cum!”

The man groaned, giving me one last jerk, one last spurt of cum. The whole room watched as he slid out, trailing cum down my thighs.

“Now, gentleman,” Dr. Mullins said. “You have seen what my wonderful product can do. But you haven’t all gotten to experience it. And I think Heather agrees that’s very unfair. Right, Heather?”

I didn’t have the energy or sense to answer with words, but I nodded. It wasn’t fair. At all.

“Heather, would you like to invite the audience to take their fair share of pleasure from your body?”

I nodded again and turned to the audience. It only made sense.

“Go ahead then,” Dr. Mullins said, grinning. “Ask for volunteers.”

“Does anyone want to take his fair share of pleasure from my body?” I asked.

As you can imagine, there was no shortage of volunteers.

One by one, or more like two by two, the scientists approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. My stomach ached from swallowing so much cum, my pussy dripped onto the table and spilled down my ass. They even started fucking that, and I enjoyed it! Whatever Dr. Mullins said came true! That’s how I learned that I loved being stuffed in every hole at once.

Finally, though, everyone in the crowd had taken their fill. I lay on the desk, panting, head spinning, my body aching from all the orgasms, pussy dripping fat dollops of cum. I groaned, rubbing my seed-filled belly.

“And there we have it,” Dr. Mullins said, standing in front of me and addressing the crowd. “By the time Heather wakes up tomorrow, the product will have worn off. But she will have already learned the pleasures her body is capable of when she submits to a man, and she will carry that lesson with her for the rest of her life. If I wanted, I could turn Heather into my own personal fuck toy. I may have to administer a few more doses, but eventually she will be a completely submissive slut without any chemical help at all.”

I heard it all without really listening. Dr. Mullins started to take questions from the audience. It was a lot of science-sounding stuff. I let my mind drift. Daddy would hate the things I was thinking.

Dr. Mullins was right. I had learned something important. About myself, mostly. I had never enjoyed anything the way I enjoyed servicing all those men. Nothing had ever tasted as good as their cum. I’d been missing out on sex for far too long. It was the best thing ever – the most important thing in the world!

Now that I understood, nothing was going to make me go back to being  a good girl.

I was a cum slut, and I was happier than I’d ever been!


Free for All

“I just can’t believe you’d be so thoughtless,” Master said. I stared down at my knees, shame breaking over me in hot waves. My cheeks burned, my eyes throbbed with unshed tears. I knew he would be even more upset if I cried. And the last thing I wanted was to make Master more upset. “I was so worried about you!”

I should never have done it. I should have come right home, the way I always did. Or at least called Master to make sure he was alright with me getting coffee after class. But dance class had been especially rigorous, and my phone was dead. Alright – I’ll be honest. I forgot! I just forgot. The girls in class invited me for coffee, and I went. And that wasn’t a bad thing – Master would never be mad at me for having friends.

But I didn’t tell him I was going, and he had to wait at home for me, worried. He couldn’t get in touch with me. My wonderful, devoted, all-knowing Master had driven himself half crazy wondering if I was alright. I had caused him distress. That was the opposite of my purpose in life. I am meant to give him pleasure, and nothing else. I am here to be his devoted servant, his loving slave.

I am lucky to have Master, and I took him for granted.

Now, I knelt at his feet, naked, head bowed in shame, as he scolded me. I knew I was in for a punishment. I just had no idea what sort of punishment a crime of this magnitude called for. Surely, more than just a spanking. More even than a whipping. More than a session on the Sybian, more than a night and day of food and bathroom deprivation. I’d never done anything this bad before.

What if Master didn’t even want to punish me?

What if he wanted to get rid of me?

“This is….I’m going to have to think about this,” he said slowly. “I’m going to have to really teach you a lesson this time. Get on all fours and open up. I’ll think better with a clear head.”

I scrambled to obey, happy that he wasn’t immediately kicking me out. I got onto my hands and knees and spread my lips wide. Master didn’t look at me as he unzipped himself and took his cock in hand. I drooled at the sight of it, my stomach clenching in excitement at the thought of having Master’s cock in my throat. He stroked his cock a few times, until it was so hard that it throbbed and pre-cum gleamed at the tip. He snapped his fingers, and I went to work.

I savored the tip, rolling my tongue over it. Keeping my hands behind my back, where they belonged, I lathed his shaft with my tongue, getting every inch of it. Only when I had worshipped his cock for five minutes did I finally take it all into my mouth. Stifling my gag instinct, I swallowed him whole, leaning forward until my nose pressed into his pubes. And then I was bobbing up and down, sucking hard as I could. Master put one hand gently on the back of my head to control my speed. He held me in place with his dick all the way in my throat, thrusting his hips slightly.

He released me and guided my head up and down his dick, now slowly, now quickly, then faster and faster until he grabbed my head with both hands, held it at the base of his cock, and pumped his load right into my throat. I swallowed every drop, eagerly filling my tummy with Master’s seed. I was disappointed when he finally began to go limp against my tongue.

“Alright,” he sighed, putting himself away. “I think I know what to do. Take a shower. You’re still sweaty from dance class. Then come back down here in your slut heels, make-up, and nothing else.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, bowing my head as I got up. I rushed to do as Master said, washing myself clean in the shower first before blow-drying my long red hair. I accented my lips with bright red lipstick, and did my eyes in heavy, smoky shades. With a liberal application of blush, I looked like a proper whore. And when I slipped on my thigh-high stripper boots, I went straight past whore to full-on nympho.

Master liked me to look natural around the house. He only had me dress up this way when we were going out to the club where I would be showed off and passed around. My pussy was wet just thinking about those nights, where strangers would take their turns spanking me or whipping me before emptying their balls inside me. Master loved what a good, obedient slave I was, and he loved being able to share me with his friends. And since it made Him happy, it made me ecstatic.

I went back downstairs, where Master was waiting for me with my leash and collar in his hands. He snapped the collar around my neck and pulled on the leash, leading me out the door and into the car. Living in the country has its advantages – no neighbors means my naked comings and goings aren’t an issue. Master opened the car door for me, still a gentleman despite his anger. I slipped into the passenger seat and waited.

He got behind the wheel, then turned to buckle me in. His hands grazing my body made my hair stand up, the slightest brush of his knuckles on my tummy making me want to moan in pleasure. Master had trained me to be extremely sensitive – even a single breath across my breasts would have my nipples hard as diamonds, and a hand laid on my thigh could drive me mad with lust.

Knowing this, Master put one hand on the back of my neck as he backed out of the drive and started down the road. He kneaded the flesh there, putting me into a trance. My tongue lolled, my eyes unfocused through the window. All there was in the whole world was Master’s hand slowly massaging my neck.

So it seemed like no time at all had passed before we turned off the small gravel road we lived on, making a left onto the larger road that went towards town. This road wasn’t busy by any means, but it was certainly busier than ours. And it was busier the closer you got to town. Master drove about half the way into town before pulling off to the side of the road. A pickup truck passed us, the driver waving through the window when he caught site of my bare breasts. Master chuckled, removing his hand from my neck and making me groan with need.

He had pulled over and parked the car on the small strip of grass that separated the woods from the paved road. A weathered old post stood in the grass, no longer being used for anything particular. At least, not until Master tugged me out of the car and led me towards it. He slipped the end of my leash over the post, essentially tying me to it. I would never take off my leash or collar without Master’s permission.

I blinked in confusion, wondering what he had planned. He had never exposed me to the world like this before – even when we went to the club, he usually draped me in a robe to hide my body from onlookers. But here I was naked for all to see, right on the side of the road! Looking both ways, I saw no traffic coming, but I knew eventually someone would drive past.

Master left me bound to the post, returning to the car and opening the truck. I watched as he pulled out a plywood sign. He came back to me, sticking it in the ground near the post.

“Made this while you were getting yourself ready,” he explained. I read the words he had painted on the plywood: I am being punished. Please help me learn my lesson. Use at will.

I gasped.

He wasn’t…he didn’t…really?

“That’s right, my pet,” he said, returning to stand over me. He put his hand on my hair, gently stroking it. I could have purred in contentment, despite the churning anxiety in my stomach. Any moment, a car could come down the road and…

“You’re to be a good girl, and take your punishment with enthusiasm,” Master went on. “I promise, I won’t be gone longer than I think you can handle. And you’ll learn to never, ever, make me worry like that again.”

“Yes, sir,” I sniffed as he cupped my chin and stroked my cheek. It stoked fires of arousal all over my body, but I was still sick with nerves. Something terrible could happen – and Master wouldn’t be there to protect me!

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be watching. Don’t worry about how, but I promise I won’t let anything bad happen.”

Ah, that’s why I love Master. He can read my mind, and always knows how to make me feel better. He backed away, maintaining eye contact all the way back to the car. I decided to make Master proud. I straightened my back, making sure my C-cup breasts were on full display. I would be the best little cum dumpster in the whole state, if that’s what Master wanted.

I blinked back tears as he drove away. And then there was only the waiting. Bird chirped around me. The day was warm, but not hot. The road was silent and still. For five minutes, ten, fifteen…

And then I heard it. The telltale sound of tires on pavement. I whipped my head in the direction of the noise and saw a dust cloud in the distance. My heart pounded harder with each passing second. Soon, I could make out the shape of a pick-up truck. Then, I could see that it was black. Then, I could see that it was a Ford. And then it was squealing to a stop and pulling off to the side of the road.

“Well, well, well…”

Two men hopped out of the back of the truck as the driver emerged from his side. Sweat beaded at my temples, my mouth dry with fear. The driver was a fat guy with gray hair, much older than Master – he must have been in his 60’s. I could imagine what he thought, seeing a 21-year-old girl naked and tied to a post on the side of the road. The two men from the back of the truck were younger, but not by much. They could have been brothers, both blonde and wearing sleeveless flannel vests. They looked like blue-collar guys coming back from a job. Perhaps the older, fatter man was their contractor.

At any rate, they approached with smiles on their faces, three pairs of eyes studying me with blatant hunger.

“What do we have here?” The fat guy said. He read the sign aloud, as though the younger ones couldn’t read it themselves. “Bad girl, huh? Need to be taught a lesson?”

They stood there waiting, as though they expected an answer, but my brain was racing and skipping like a record at the same time.

“Uh-huh,” I managed to cough out.

“Well, you’re pretty enough,” the fat one said, crouching down in front of me. He reached out, taking my chin in his hand. I fully expected to recoil in horror, but I just thought of Master watching and remained calm. I tried to enjoy his musky smell, the roughness of his worked hands. I closed my eyes, breathing slowly through my nose.

“Nice ass, too,” a new voice said from behind me. I opened my eyes. One of the younger guys had walked around me and was standing behind me, staring at my ass.

“Shit, I could use a little relief,” the other young one chuckled. “What do y’all say?”

“I say we do this little lady a favor, and help her learn her lesson,” the fat one said, rising to his feet and unzipping his pants. This was it. Time to show Master that I truly was sorry. “Name’s Jerry, hun. You can start off by sucking this.”

Jerry shoved his cock against my cheek, sliding it up and down my soft young flesh. His cock wasn’t as long as Master’s, but it was fairly thick. I opened my lips wide, thinking of Master to make myself salivate. A sudden push on my upper back had me falling forward onto all fours. I couldn’t catch myself at first, and fell tits-first onto the grass.

“Sorry,” the voice behind me said. “Little rough.”

“Don’t apologize,” the other young man said. “Clearly, she’s a dirty little skank. We don’t need to be nice to her.”

As though to prove this, he stepped forward and spit onto my back. The three of them laughed. Jerry grabbed my ponytail, yanking me up again until he could slide the tip of his cock back and forth between my lips. Behind me, I felt something stiff pressing against my pussy. I groaned, despite my fear, at the pleasurable feel of a cock stretching my slit.

While Jerry kept teasing his cock against my lips, slapping it against my outstretched tongue, the young man behind me immediately start to pound at my cunt. I whimpered as pleasure rolled through me at his sudden, rough use. He grabbed my ass with both hands, fucking me hard enough for the sound of his balls hitting my thighs to echo down the street.

“Shit, this is good,” he panted. “And I bet she loves it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, the word muffled around Jerry’s cock. He finally began to inch it past my lips, a bit at a time, clearly enjoying the way my tongue curled and lapped around his shaft. I treated him as well as I would treat Master, making sure to slather his cock as it entered my mouth.

I kept my eyes on his, his cheeks reddening as his cock got even harder. My hips, meanwhile, were acting on their own, my body’s need usurping any nerves. I wanted to cum on this fat cock drilling my slit. I pushed back against him, matching his rapid pace. The third man was stroking himself, watching me get fucked at both ends and love it.

“Aw, shit,” said the man behind me. “I can’t hold back. Too fucking sweet, I’m gonna cum in her.”

My eyes rolled back in desire, the thought of being filled up with cum driving me into overdrive. Jerry’s cock slid down my throat. I fought my gag reflex, relaxing every muscle until every inch of his cock was buried inside my mouth. He groaned, holding my face in both hands and fucking my throat slowly, savoring it.

“Cum with me, you dirty whore,” the voice behind me ordered. “Show me what a good little fucktoy you are, and cum for me.”

It was all I needed, and I was tipping over the edge. Right as he pushed his cock against my womb and burst, my muscles released and I came. He shot rope after rope of sweet seed into my unprotected cunt, and I milked him dry, the spasms of my climax working in tandem with his throbbing cock. He cursed, squeezing my ass tight as he filled my pussy with jizz.

To my delight, Jerry was so turned on watching me cum that he groaned louder than ever and rammed into the back of my throat. A moment later, I felt him swell and then a hot rope of cum splash into my mouth. I swallowed it eagerly, the musky taste drawing my orgasm out longer, my belly filling with seed. It filled my cheeks, leaking from my lips, and I desperately lapped it up as Jerry pulled out. The man behind me pulled out, too, stumbling backwards.

With all the action, I hadn’t noticed another car approaching. But sure enough, right as the third man was approaching me, a sedan parked behind the truck. Everyone looked over as two men exited the car. I gasped, and the three men with the truck all backed away.

It was a cop car, and these were cops.

“Shit,” Jerry groaned. “Put your dick away, Mike!”

“Hold on, hold on,” one of the cops said, approaching the scene. Mike – the third guy – didn’t have time to put his cock away. I could only look up with pleading eyes and hope that Master would rescue me before I would up in county jail.

“Looks like we stumbled into a situation, Len,” one cop said, turning to the other with a smirk. Len nodded, his eyes sparkling.             

“I’d say that’s an accurate assessment, Joe,” Len said. “Let’s see now…bad girl, huh? Learning a lesson? And I expect you boys were just doing what the sign said?”

“Yes, officer,” Jerry said. “But we were just leaving…”

“Now, why so fast? Looks like this fella hasn’t gotten his chance at the whore,” Len said, pointing to Mike and his hard cock. I gasped, relieved and shocked at the same time. These cops seemed weirdly cool about this. Like maybe they were into it?

“Go ahead, boy,” Joe said. “We won’t stop you doing your civic duty. Teaching little nympho skanks a lesson is the American way.”

“For real?” Mike said, stroking his cock again, looking down at me. I was still entranced by the cops – one was short and fat, the other tall and lean. I couldn’t believe they were going to let this happen!

“For real,” Len said, crossing his arms, grinning. “Let’s see what this baby can do. Then maybe we’ll do some disciplining of our own.”

“Sweet,” Mike grinned. His hard cock gleamed at the tip with pre-cum. He walked around me, studying me, my tits swinging below me, cum leaking from my pussy. “I want to get her to ride my cock.”

“Good idea,” Jerry said. “That’ll be fun for both of you, I’m sure.”

“Alright, slut,” Mike said, kneeling behind me before sitting down on the grass. “Back up onto this cock. You gonna ride me like a rodeo.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed, looking back at him. He leaned back, relaxing, his cock sticking straight up. While the cops and the other two men watched, I got onto my knees and shimmied backward until I was positioned over his cock. This put my tits on display again, and I saw both cops lick their lips, staring at them. Mike grabbed my hips and pulled hard, yanking me down onto his cock, burying the whole thing inside me at once. I squealed as he grabbed my tits from behind and pinched my nipples.

“Fuck me, whore,” he ordered. Being a good slave, I immediately began to ride his dick. I started slow, wiggling my plump young ass in his face on the way up, swiveling my hips on the way down. He held onto my tits, squeezing them as I bounced up and down on his rod. Heat radiated through me, from my nipples down to my slit.

He groaned, feeling my tight wet cunt clench around his shaft. Impatient, his hands moved to my hips and he started to move me up and down at his desired pace, which was quicker than I could go on my own. His strong muscles helped me ride him fast and hard, and when I felt him reach around to find my clit, I cried out in pleasure.

“That’s a good whore,” he breathed into my ear. “Cum on my fat cock. Tell me what a dirty slut you are when you do it.”

“I-I’m a  d-dirty slut!” I gasped as his cock rammed into me and triggered another orgasm. “I w-want your cum, inside me, need it, please!”

“Shit, yeah,” Mike grunted, slamming me down onto his cock before emptying his balls inside me. He shot load after load of thick cum into my needy cunt before finally releasing me and pushing me off his dick. I fell forward again, but was surprised to find myself caught by two strong arms. I looked up, directly into Len’s eyes. His cop hat shadowed his face, but he was grinning wide. Sun glinted off his badge. Mike slipped out of me with a wet plop, and rose, wiping grass off the butt of his jeans.

“Well, we gotta get back on the road,” Jerry said. “Thank you, officers, for your service.”

“You’re mighty welcome,” Joe said, tipping his hat. Len was already feeling me up, groping my tits as I waited on all fours for what would come next. Or who.

The three men got into their truck, honking as they drove off. While Len continued to play with my tits, Joe walked around my body, eying me.

“We see bad girls all the time, but none are as nasty as you,” Len said with a wink, his face right in front of mine. I was less nervous now that I knew the cops weren’t going to arrest me. They wouldn’t hurt me. I could relax and enjoy the act of being used on the side of the road by any stranger who happened to drive by.

“I’m gonna fuck her ass,” Joe announced, the statement punctuated by the sound of his zipper going down. I was already pretty loose from the orgasms, but I forced myself to relax even further. I focused on Len’s hands teasing my flesh, bouncing my breasts up and down while a noticeable bulge grew in his pants. Joe slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, then smeared the cum and juices up around my rosebud. I moaned as he slipped a finger inside me, stretching me slightly.

“Seems like you enjoy having your asshole fucked,” Len observed. “Is that right? Tell us, girl.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed as Joe positioned his cock against my hole. “I’m a good little ass slut.”

“That’s right, you are,” Joe groaned, sliding inside me slowly. I gasped as my ass stretched to fit his huge, fat cock. Whimpering, I pushed my hips back as Joe pumped my ass. Len stepped back, releasing my tits, and unzipped himself. Holding his cock in one hand, he stroked himself slowly, watching me take a stranger’s cock in my rosebud. My flushed cheeks and lidded eyes told him the whole story, how much I enjoyed having my tight young body used over and over again by strange men.

“How old are you?” Len asked.

“21,” I answered.

“My daughter’s age,” Len chuckled. “You’re pretty young to be such a desperate little cum addict.”

“Yes, sir,” I whined as Joe fucked my ass harder and harder. “I’m a cum dumpster! I need cum in every hole!”

“That’s right, you do,” Joe grunted. “And I’m about to fill your sweet little ass.”

He spanked me as he spoke, drilling me hard now, ramming his cock in and out with no regard for my comfort. I threw my head back, knowing I could cum any moment just from the way he was abusing my bum.

“Please,” I moaned. “That’s so hot!”

“Yeah? Gonna make you cum? Having your ass full of cock and cum makes you cum?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried as my muscles tensed to the point of pain. My clit throbbed, my pussy dripped, and I was burning up inside. If I could only touch myself, or…

Joe slammed against me, his cock swelling and stretching my ass even more. Just as the first burst of cum filled me, he reached around and rubbed my clit. I shuddered, letting go, bucking my hips up to drive him even deeper. Arching my back, my face on the ground, I came hard on the cop’s dick pounding my ass. He dumped what felt like a gallon of cum into my tender hole, rubbing my clit over and over until it began to hurt and the orgasm began to fade. He pulled out, shooting one last rope of cum across my ass.

Len, watching us, was throbbingly hard. His veiny cock made his hand look tiny as he stroked it. Mouth watering, I tried to crawl forward and suck it down, but he quickly lifted his boot to my head and shoved me to the ground.

“Greedy bitch,” he growled. “You’re getting this in your nasty little cunt. I want you to lick dirt while I fuck you, you stupid cunt.”

I moaned, burying my face in the ground as he abused me. My ass high, my tits pressed to the grass, I waited for him to take his position. Len stepped behind me, lining his cock up with my slit. He leaned over, grabbing my hair and pushing my head down harder into the ground. He used his other hand to grab my breast, squeezing it hard right as he slipped into my dripping cunt.

“Fuck, yeah, nice young pussy,” he said, ramming all the way into me at once. He kept his hand on my head, keeping me down while kneading my breast and jackhammering my slit. I drooled onto the ground, pleasure ripping through me at the constant stimulation. I was cumming again in seconds, muffled moaning making him fuck me even harder. I peered through the grass and noticed a 18-wheeler pulling up to the side of the road. Len spit down on my lower back, cursing and spasming as he came, adding another load to my already-used cunt.

“Looks like I made the right wrong turn,” a voice came from above me, and I realized that two more cars had pulled up while I was watching the 18-wheeler and getting fucked by the cop. As soon as Len released me, a new man was yanking on my ponytail, shoving his cock between my lips.

Another stranger kneeled behind me and began to fuck my ass, putting all his weight on me so that my hips were forced down to the ground, my back bent upwards in an upward dog position. Thank god for the dance classes that kept me loose. I closed my eyes, feeling the pain and pleasure of having my throat raped and my ass fucked at the same time.

More men came after that, and then more, and then more – until I lost count altogether. They spit on me, came on me, pissed on me. The sun reached its lowest point, and the sky was getting pink and orange, when I was finally left alone once more. Panting and spread on the grass, covered in cum and dirt and spit and piss, I couldn’t do anything but breathe and feel the effects of my many, many orgasms.

A shadow swept over me.

I looked up, expecting another cock waiting to be served.

Instead, I saw Master.

“Well,” he said, smiling. “Looks like this was an effective punishment.”

“Y-yuh,” I managed to nod, crawling on all fours towards him. “Th-thank you for punishing me, Master.”

“Of course, my pet,” he said, not touching me since I was filthy – but his eyes seemed to caress my body, and that gave me warmth and energy. “That’s my job. To teach you lessons.”

“Yes, sir,” I bowed my head, knowing that I would never forget to tell Master where I was, ever again. I didn’t mind fucking so many men, no matter how they humiliated me or how exposed I felt. But being without Master for so long was torture. I only felt whole now that he was back, retrieving my leash and leading me back to the car. I climbed into the passenger seat, resting my head against the window, and waited for him to sit beside me. Next to Master: that’s where I always belonged, and that’s where I intended to stay.


Camping with the Brat

I didn’t even want to go camping for my birthday.

My stepdad insisted.

He sprang it on me the night of my birthday: that weekend, bright and early on Saturday, we’d be headed for the mountains. We had to get up at the crack of dawn. It would be just the two of us. One last chance to have a Daddy-Daughter trip.

Yeah, right

Sure, I called him Daddy, but me and my stepdad weren’t friends. Sure, he raised me since I was 7, but that didn’t mean I respected him.

He was a goof. He was way too old to wear the tight jeans and t-shirts he wore to show off his old man body. I mean, he did work out, like every day, but he was old. He had gray hair. He had no business trying to look hot or whatever.

I was 18, and I wanted to spend my birthday weekend partying! But as much as I whined and protested, which usually got me my way, Mommy and Daddy insisted. There was no way out of it. I was going to have sooooooo much fun camping.

Because I looooooove bugs so much, and dirt, and sleeping on the ground…

I was not looking forward to it as I stomped up the stairs Friday night to pack for the trip.

And true to form, at the crack of dawn, I was in the car driving towards the mountains.

It took us three hours to get there. I tried to nap, but Daddy kept trying to talk to me. I answered him in grunts and monosyllables, which was more than he deserved, in my opinion. He was taking me away from my boyfriend, Brad, and all my friends, to waste time in nature.

I could have been at a huge party, having fun. Instead, I was pitching a tent in the middle of nowhere – I didn’t even have cell service!

Once the tent was up, I plopped down at the campsite’s lone picnic table and let Daddy take care of gathering wood. He asked me to help. Fuck that. I’d done my part by showing up and putting the tent stakes in the ground. This was his dumb idea. Let him do the heavy lifting.

Besides, I wasn’t built for manual labor. I’ve always been popular because I look like a Playboy Bunny. D-cup breasts, blonde hair, blue eyes. Yup, I’ve got it all. Not that anyone ever convinced me to give it up. Nuh-uh. I was going to be a virgin until someone proved they were worth my time. Brad had not proved that yet, so I was still untouched.

It was noon by the time Daddy was done getting wood. He was all sweaty. He’d taken off his shirt. He did have big muscles, for an old man. But whatever.

“How about a swim?” Daddy suggested. I rolled my eyes. In the river? Gross. “Come on. It’s too hot to sit out in the sun.”

“Fine,” I pouted, and stomped into the tent to change into my bikini. It barely covered my chest or my ass, but whatever. I was just here with Daddy, and I knew he didn’t care. I barely ever wore anything around the house, and he never said anything about it.

When I met him down at the river, he was swimming around like a total goober. It really was too hot not to get in the water, so I waded in. Okay, so it was kind of nice. The water was cool, giving me goosebumps, making my nipples hard. I kept my hair dry as I waded further and further in, holding it on top of my head.

“You should dunk your head in the water,” Daddy said. I rolled my eyes. Yeah, right. I got in up to my shoulders, watching him swim around. Bo-ring. It wasn’t long before I’d had enough and turned around to go back to camp.

“Hey, wait!” Daddy called. “Don’t tell me you’re done already?”

“Uh, yeah,” I snapped, stomping out of the water and towards the campsite. “I’m bored!”

Well, I didn’t expect what happened next.

I was nearly at the campsite when I heard someone crashing through the woods behind me.

“Dana, turn around now!”

Daddy sounded mad – like, super mad! He never sounded mad like that…

“What?” I snapped, feeling a little weird about his tone. He couldn’t yell at me like that, right? I wasn’t even really his daughter, so what right did he have to be pissed at me about anything?

“I organized this trip to try and get close with you,” Daddy said, getting nearly up in my face. “And this is how you react? By being your usual bitchy self?”

My jaw dropped. He cursed at me! He called me a bitch! What a mean jerk!

“You’re bored? Well, what would you rather be doing? Fucking your bonehead boyfriend!?”

Oh, man. Daddy looked really pissed.

“What?” I exclaimed. “I would not! I’m a virgin!”

“Yeah, right,” Daddy sneered. “The way you prance around? I don’t buy it. You’re a slut.”

“I’m not!” I protested, crossing my arms over my chest. Daddy was staring at my boobs, and my hard nipples. It made me feel uncomfortable. At least he seemed to be calming down. In fact, he even smiled a little.

“I knew you were a virgin,” Daddy said with a smirk on his lips. I respond by squirming, my heartrate speeding up. If he “knew”, then why was he saying I wasn’t? “I was just testing you to see if I was right. And of course I am. A little tease like you? Probably think you’re pussy’s too good to give away.”

Of course it was! I wasn’t going to let anyone just have sex with me! I was too hot and too popular to be giving away my virginity.

“Well, let me tell you something,” Daddy growled as he stepped towards me. “No pussy is that good. And if you throw your body around like that, you’re just asking for trouble.”

I shuddered. My bikini was damp and cold on my body, but something under my skin felt like it was heating up as Daddy closed the difference between us. I blinked up at him. Why was he talking to me like this? I didn’t understand.

“Come here, baby girl,” Daddy said, suddenly grabbing me by the hips. I squealed as he yanked me forward, into his arms. “It’s about time you showed me some respect. And if I have to fuck you to get it…”

I didn’t have time to protest before Daddy leaned down and clamped his lips down over mine. My whole body went stiff, and my eyes popped open wide. I couldn’t believe this! Daddy was kissing me on the mouth, even shoving his tongue between my lips! He grabbed my ass and squeezed, bringing me even closer.

And what was that…did I really feel…he was hard! Daddy had an erection, and I could feel it under his jeans. I was too stunned to fight back. And the longer I let Daddy kiss me, the more confused my body became. I felt like I was getting way too hot for the cool air. I had to put my hands somewhere, and somehow, they ended up around Daddy’s neck. But this was wrong…so wrong!

“Wait,” I whined, pulling back. “Daddy, you can’t kiss me like that! It’s wrong! And don’t say things like you’re going to fuck me. I know you would never do that!”

“Oh, wouldn’t I?” Daddy growled, suddenly lifting me up. I yelped, and found that I had to wrap my legs around Daddy’s waist to keep from falling. This made me rub up against his erection…and it felt good! I moaned a little, cheeks reddening. “You don’t know the first thing about what I would or wouldn’t do.”

“Daddy, please…” I whined again as he walked towards the picnic table. “We can’t do this! It’s wrong!”

“Shut up,” Daddy growled, dropping me onto the table. “You’ve been running around my house, wearing tiny little clothes you bought with my money, bouncing your tits in my fucking face…”

Daddy ripped my bikini away as he spoke. I was stunned. I couldn’t stop him. My nipples were hard as diamonds from the cold river. And my pussy…it was wet, too. I thought it was just from my bikini bottoms being damp.

“I think it’s only fair that you give me a taste of what I’ve been paying for,” Daddy growled, leaning down in front of me, eyes on my tits. “You’re my daughter, which makes you my property. And fuck if I’m going to let anyone else get a taste of this before I do. Now hold still and let Daddy do what he wants.”

“But…but…”

It was no use. Daddy reached for my chest. I squirmed and groaned as he grabbed my breasts, roughly. He kneaded them and began to pinch my hard nipples. Immediately, I felt warm and tingly between my spread legs. The stump was hard and scratchy under my bare ass as Daddy played with my titties. No man had ever done that before, and I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Suddenly, I didn’t even care that it was Daddy who was touching me like that…I just wanted more!

“Let Daddy take care of you, baby girl,” Daddy murmured, bringing his face close to my chest. “I’m taking everything, whether you like it or not.”

I did like it.

And I really, really liked it when Daddy began to kiss my nipples. I looked up at the blue sky, feeling his cock underneath his jeans, pressed against my bare pussy while his mouth licked and sucked on my young, bouncy breasts. He kept kneading and squeezing them as he moved between them with his mouth, always pinching and teasing one nipple while he sucked on the other. I could feel my pussy getting wet from more than the swim. My clit was hard and throbbing. Daddy sucked and nibbled on my flesh, moaning and growling as he owned my body.

“Oh, Daddy,” I panted. “Feels really good…”

“I know it does, baby girl,” Daddy said, pulling away and squeezing my breasts tight. “You and your mother are just the same. That bitch loves it when I play with her tits. Like mother like daughter.”

Oh, my God! Mom! I hadn’t even thought of her! If she knew that her husband was touching me like this…

“We can’t do this!” I protested again,  feebly. “Mommy will be so mad!”

“No one’s going to tell Mommy,” Daddy growled, squeezing me hard enough for it to hurt. “And if someone does, that someone is going to be in a lot of trouble. Enough trouble that she might get kicked out of the house. Now shut the fuck up. That’s an order. You’re gonna be my little fuckslut from now on, and that means doing what Daddy says, when he says it.”

“But Daddy!” I whimpered. He was kissing my tummy now, making his way down to my mound. I had no idea what he was doing down there. I’d touched myself before, but Daddy was kissing me all around my pussy.  It felt so good that I couldn’t keep up my protests. My pussy dripped down onto the table, and I bit my lip, leaning back onto my elbows.

“Oh, Daddy, please!” I squeal as he suddenly shoved two fingers into my pussy. They didn’t go very far; I was too tight, and I was still a virgin. Daddy growled like he liked what he felt inside me, and even though he wasn’t very deep I felt really good with his fingers in my pussy. I felt hot breath blowing across my clit and went stiff all over.

Daddy stroked his fingers inside me. His head was between my legs. What was he doing down there? I watched him lean forward, wiggling his fingers. The moment his tongue met my clit, jolts of electricity shot through my body. My shout was loud enough to spook some nearby critter.

“That’s right baby girl,” Daddy murmured, lips against my pussy. “Daddy’s gonna make you feel so good, you’re gonna beg to be my fuckslave.”

His words didn’t matter, it was all I could do to keep my mind intact as he began to lick me again in long, slow strokes. His tongue travelled from my slit up to my clit, again and again.

“Oh, Daddy,” I whimpered, wanting more, needing more. His fingers wiggled again, filling me up. Unable to stop myself, I grabbed at his head, my hips bucking. Holding him to my pussy, his mouth on my clit, I let my father’s tongue drive me into throes of ecstasy I’ve never known before. Daddy’s tongue flicked over my clit, then he sucked it between his lips, thrusting his fingers against the barrier inside my pussy. It hurt a little, but it was nothing compared to the feeling of Daddy eating my virgin pussy. My thighs clenched around his head.

“Daddy, I think I’m gonna…oh, no, I think…”

I didn’t know what I was feeling, but it was kind of like having to pee. Only I needed it more, and it felt really good. Thrusting my hips against Daddy’s face, I squealed in pleasure as he picked up his pace, flicking my clit really fast now as his fingers thrust deeper. A sharp pierce of pain, and I knew he’d forced himself through my hymen.

Suddenly, Daddy curled his fingers into my newly-pierced pussy. He stroked some place deep inside me, suckled my clit between his lips, and bit down gently. Everything inside me exploded with pleasure. I screamed again, my pussy flooding his fingers, my body falling back against the wood of the table as I came for the first time ever on my Daddy’s tongue. I could feel him growling, licking at my juices as they dripped from my tight cunt.

“Daddy, Daddy,” I panted, moaning his name again and again. “Oh, my god…”

“That’s right,” Daddy said, pulling back and towering over me. I watched in dumb stupor as he undid his belt and dropped his pants. I couldn’t believe I was looking at Daddy’s cock – and it was huge! He gripped it in his palm, staring down at me.

“Wait,” I said, realizing he actually meant to fuck his own daughter. “Wait, Daddy, this is so bad!”

“Don’t be an ungrateful little slut,” Daddy said, reaching down and grabbing me by the throat. The angle forced his hard cock between my pussy lips, and I groaned as it pushed up against my clit. “Didn’t Daddy make you feel good?”

Daddy was putting pressure on my throat, almost choking me but not quite. I nodded my head, choking out my response.

“Yes, Daddy,” I said.

“Then lay still and let Daddy use your little cunt,” he growled, releasing me and grabbing me by the hips. He pulled back until his cock was against my tight entrance. I lay back and looked up at the sky. My pussy quivered as he forced himself forward just the tiniest bit, spreading me wide. Daddy grabbed my thighs, pulling them wide apart as he inched forward.

“Good girl…” he grumbled, sliding a little forward. “You’re such a good little girl, baby. Hold still while Daddy fucks your tight little pussy.”

I moaned. His words were so dirty, I felt myself getting even wetter. That made it easier for Daddy to slide forward, and soon he was halfway inside me, splitting me open. I cried out as the pain ramped up, but Daddy kept sliding forward.

“Look at Daddy,” he ordered. “I wanna see your eyes when I finally get balls-deep in you.”

Panting, I drew my eyes up to meet Daddy’s. His hands holding me tight, he jerked his hips, and I felt a fleeting pain as he shoved the last three inches of his thick cock into my virgin pussy. He was all the way inside me, every inch, his balls against my ass.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Daddy groaned. “This was worth waiting for. Time to break you in.”

He pulled out, then slammed inside me again, a new wave of pain rolling through my body. I cried out, keeping my eyes open and watching Daddy. He began to drive faster, his cock ramming into me again and again. Fucked for the first time ever, the sensation began to change. I began to moan instead of cry. My hip rose to meet his. A new pleasure took up place in my chest, and I wrapped my calves around Daddy’s waist, pulling him closer as he jackhammered his cock into my freshly-penetrated pussy.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Get used to it, baby girl. This is your life toy. Daddy’s little fucktoy…”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned as he reached down to grab my chest. He buried himself inside me, pinching my nipples at the same time. I felt something hot burst against my womb; the feel of my father cumming inside me pushed me over the edge, and I came again, my pussy milking every drop of seed from his balls. His cum splashed around the walls of my pussy, filling my womb for the first time. I wasn’t on birth control, but I didn’t care. It felt too good, cumming as my father filled me up.

“Fuck,” Daddy groaned, slumping forward as he pumped the last bit of cum into my tight cunt. “That was good, baby girl. I can’t wait to get your ass pregnant, keep you home forever so you can be my little cumslave.”

I groaned as he pulled out, dribbling cum down my thighs. I couldn’t get pregnant with his baby! Mom would find out, and I was too young! I was only 18, not ready to have a kid! But Daddy didn’t seem to care at all.

“Your Mom’s too old,” he said matter-of-factly. “I like the idea of having a fresh little slut like you to keep my lineage going.  Your Mom will think I’m a fucking saint, helping raise some kid her slutty daughter had by a stranger…”

I was still naked and splayed out on the picnic table, trying to fully recover from having my virginity taken. The woods around us were quiet.

Until suddenly, they weren’t.

“Well, well, well,” a voice said from behind me. “What do we have here?”
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I nearly had a stroke. Turning around, hopping off the table, I tried to run for the tent, where I could cover myself up. To my shock, Daddy grabbed me before I could get away, smirking at the group of hunters who’d just come from the woods.

“What does it look like?” Daddy said, still holding me tight. I tried to use his body to hide my nakedness, but he seemed intent on showing me off. “I was just having some fun with my slutty little stepdaughter.”

I peered over my shoulder; the men, four of them, exchange surprised looks, which quickly turn into grins. They were all a little dirty from having been hunting all day. They stared at me with obvious lust, and I found my skin crawling even as my pussy got wet again.

“That’s your stepdaughter?” the one in front, a red-headed man with a clean-shaven face, said. He was pretty big, but not as fat as the one to his left, who was also bald. The other two men looked like they could be twins, both black-haired with full beards. “You’re a lucky man.”

“That’s true,” Daddy said, reaching down and grabbing my ass, spanking it once. I squealed in surprise and protest. “I just took her virginity. She’s pretty fucking tight, though. I don’t suppose I could interest any of you in some action?”

What?! What was Daddy doing?! These men were strangers! I watched in shock as the men began to unload themselves of their guns.

“Don’t mind if we do,” the red-head laughed. “You want anything in return?”

“Hmm,” Daddy studied me. “She has cost me a lot of money. Let’s say three hundred?”

Three hundred! I was worth much more than that, wasn’t I?

Besides that…Daddy was selling me to total strangers! I looked up at him, pleading. He growled down at me.

“Be a good girl and do what Daddy says,” he said, impatient with me. “Don’t you think you should put a little effort into giving back some of what I’ve spent to keep you clothed and fed? It wasn’t easy, paying for all your shit when you’re not even really my daughter. It’s time you earned your keep.”

“But…but…”

“Or, we can go home, and I can drop you off at the nearest homeless shelter. You’re 18. You need to learn your worth. Remember, you’re my fucktoy. I own this…”

Daddy grabbed my pussy, still dripping with his cum, thrusting his fingers into me. I groaned, feeling pleasure flood my nerves as his thumb rubbed my clit.

“…and what I say goes. Now turn around and show these men what they’re getting for their money.”

Well, I didn’t want to get kicked out of the house…and it couldn’t be any worse than letting my own father eat me out and fuck me…

Slowly, I turned around. The men studied me, practically drooling over my D-cup tits and long blonde hair. The fat one whistled.

“Well, what’re we waiting for?” the ginger crowed, smiling as he came towards me. Daddy pushed me forward, and soon I found myself in the middle of their little circle. Someone pushed down on my head, forcing me to my knees. I knelt down in the leaves and found myself face-to-face with a cock! I looked up and saw the red-head smiling down at me. He grabbed my hair and forced my head forwards.

“Open wide, sweetheart,” he said. Without thinking, I did what he said. And found myself with a mouthful of cock. Squealing and gagging, I struggled away in surprise. I knew I should just hold still and let them have their way with me, I just found it all happening a little too fast.

“Nu-uh,” the ginger said. “Suck it, bitch.”

With a firm grip on my head, he slammed his hips forward. I heard laughter all around me, then began to feel hands covering my body. I realized the men were crouching down, exploring my nude, teenage body while I sucked their friend’s cock. They pinched my nipples, rubbed my breasts, grabbed my ass and rubbed my clit.

Despite my discomfort, being fucked in the throat by a stranger, I began to get really turned on again. Someone thrust their fingers inside me and started fucking me that way, and I drooled in pleasure, eyes rolling back in my head. Red-head held my head in place, shoving his cock down my throat, fucking me raw as his friends used my body like an object, a toy. All while Daddy watched, approvingly.

Suddenly, I felt another person grab at my hair. Ginger’s cock popped free from my mouth as I was pulled towards another hard shaft. The bald man had me this time, quickly shoving his cock down my raw, abused throat. His cock was really fat, and I choked on it, tears spilling from my eyes as I struggled to breathe. Saliva ran down my chin and over his balls as he forced my nose against his pubes, fucking my throat as the rest of his friends grab me and jack themselves off.

One by one. I am passed around from cock to cock, sucking them all deep into my throat. They keep rubbing me, pinching me, spanking me. There are fingers thrusting in my pussy, fingers rubbing my clit. I get close to cumming more than once, shuddering all over and moaning in pleasure.

“She loves it,” someone laughed, one of the twins. He jerked his hips forward, thrusting his cock nearly all the way down to my stomach while his brother fucked me with three fingers. “Someone give this poor girl a cock to ride.”

“Dibs,” Baldie said, and I heard crunching as he lowered to his knees with a grunt. His fat cock pressed against my still-tight pussy, and I groaned as he slid forward. His hands on my hips held me tight, and he wasted no time getting to business. I could hear his labored breathing as his short, stubby cock ravaged my dripping pussy.

Ginger grabbed my hair; this time, instead of forcing his cock down my throat, he pulled my mouth to his balls. He jerked himself off as I licked and sucked his balls at his command. They were heavy and hairy, but I sucked them into my mouth, tasting their sweaty musk. Baldie reached around my waist, and I felt a jolt of awful pleasure as he pinched my clit, hard. To my shock, it released something inside me and I came, howling for mercy as the men laughed at my pained ecstasy.

“Thatta girl,” I heard Daddy say from nearby. “Give the men what they paid for.”

Baldie grunted again, driving his full weight into my body until he actually forced me against the ground, my ass lifted by his hands but my face pressed into the ground. Someone held my head down as Baldie came inside me, filling me with his hot, thick cum. I felt his hands squeezing my tits again as he drooled onto my lower back, pumping more and more seed into my womb.

To my shock, I heard someone else groan; I realized that one of the twins had been jerking himself off, and he came all over my face, getting his sticky seed into my hair and covering one of my cheeks. It drips into my mouth and I couldn’t do anything but swallow it. When Baldie finally pulled out, someone grabbed my head, yanking me to my hands and knees and shoving his cock down my throat. A second later and I feel it throbbing, then exploding. It was the other twin, shooting his cum down my throat, making me swallow every drop until my belly ached from it.

Meanwhile, Ginger knelt behind me and shoved his cock into my sore pussy, making me groan again. He buried himself much deeper than Baldie, and I felt weak as the sensation of being filled at both ends coursed through me. Twin #2 pulled his softening cock from my throat, and I coughed in relief, gasping for air.

Ginger grabbed my hips and started pushing and pulling them in time to his deep, rapid strokes. My tits bounced and swayed, much to the men’s approval. Twin #1, who came on my face, forced my face against his balls, his cock limp but slowly getting hard again as he stroked it. Automatically, I began to lick and suck them, dripping more and more as Ginger fucked me harder.

“Good girl,” I heard Daddy said, his voice closer. “Got me nice and hard again.”

“Anyone fucked her ass yet?” Baldie asked, sounding out of breath.

“Not yet,” Daddy said, and I heard the smile in his voice. “But I’d like to see her get fucked in every hole at once. Damn, the little bitch deserves it. Can you imagine, all the time I spent watching her prance around with those big fucking tits bouncing in my face?”

“Man, you deserve a medal for waiting this long,” Ginger groaned, and slammed his body against mine, cock nearly hitting my womb as he came. The shockwaves set me off, and I cum again, my shout muffled by Twin #1’s cock thrust into my mouth. It was semi-hard, and I sucked it down like a pacifier. I was getting to really love the feeling of a cock fucking my throat. Drooling, I let him use my face as a toy, fucking my mouth hard and fast.

“I think it’s only right you get to fuck her ass,” Twin #2 said, and I realized he was talking to Daddy. Oh, no! I wasn’t ready for that! It was bad enough being gangraped on the same day I lost my virginity to my father – now I was going to lose my anal virginity, too! But I knew it was useless to try and stop it, and I was feeling so good from all the orgasms I barely wanted to stop it, anyway. Twin #1 pulled out of my mouth, and Baldie quickly took his place.

“Alright,” Daddy said. “Let’s get the bitch into position.”

I groaned, trying to keep my focus on Baldie’s fat cock as I was pushed and pulled into some kind of position. I found myself straddling Twin #1, on my hands and knees, my tits bouncing in his face as Baldie continued to rape my throat. I groaned, eyes rolling back, as he took hold of my hips and pulled, impaling me on his long, thick cock.

He pulled me all the way down, and I was glad that Baldie was fucking me because he wasn’t too big that I couldn’t focus on what was happening between my legs. I groaned as my clit ground against Twin #1’s hips, his big cock feeling good in my sopping wet pussy.

“Alright, baby girl,” Daddy said. “Time to give Daddy your ass. I’m gonna fill your tight little ass with so much cum, you’ll be dripping for days…”

I squealed in protest as I felt Daddy’s cock begin to press against my rosebud. In my periphery, I watched Ginger and Twin #2 stroking their hard cocks over my body. I focused on the pleasure in my cunt as Daddy eased forward, splitting my virgin ass wide with his cock. I was so covered in my own juices and the men’s cum that it was like lube, and he slid easily into my tight hole, until I was pinned between all three men, fucked in every hole like the good little fucktoy I was.

“God, it’s so much tighter this way,” Twin #1 moaned, leaning up to bite and suck my tits, beginning to shift his hips. Slowly, he and Daddy developed a rhythm.

“I’m gonna fuck this ass until she learns to beg for it,” Daddy grunted, picking up speed. “Little slut gave me so much trouble…”

“Not anymore,” Baldie groaned, pulling my face forward until my nose hit his pubes and he exploded in my throat, pumping more cum into my already-full belly. I moaned in pleasure as Daddy’s cock began to feel good in my ass, pumping fast and hard in tandem with the cock in my pussy. As soon as Baldie pulled out, Ginger took his place, shoving his cock deep in my throat and pulsing, fucking me even deeper than before. I could barely breathe. 

“Good little slut,” Daddy groaned. “Gonna fill this ass up. Take Daddy’s load, you stupid bitch…”

Groaning, I felt Daddy unleash his cum in my ass. It was warm and thick, and I felt myself shudder in pleasure. I realized I was cumming again, and my spasms milked Twin #1 dry, so that they filled my ass and my pussy at the same time. Ginger didn’t last long, watching me get pumped full of cum, and added his own cum to the mix.

My belly ached, my pussy was sore, and my ass felt torn open; I was full of cum, and I could feel even more of it splashing across my back as Twin #2 jerked himself off over me. It’s all too much, and I came hard, my scream muffled by Ginger’s cock, my pussy driving deep against Twin #1’s softening cock as he bit down on my nipple.

They lingered inside me, all of them, drawing out their pleasure – and mine. When they pulled out, it’s a relief. But I also felt emptier than I ever had in my life. I panted for breath, covered in cum, dripping from all holes.

The men slowly get to their feet, standing around me in a circle. I looked up slowly, blinking, wondering if they were finally finished with me. I watched Ginger hand Daddy a wad of bills.

“She was totally worth it,” Ginger said. “You should go professional with her. You’ll earn a good living with a little fucktoy like that.”

“I’m thinking about it,” Daddy said, pocketing the bills and putting a foot on my lower back, using me as a stool. I collapse under the weight, letting Daddy show he owns me by using me as a footstool, dirt and leaves sticking to my cum-covered body. “But I kind of want to save her for myself. Use her as a little broodmare, you know?”

“I feel you, man,” Twin #1 said, spitting down onto my nearly-lifeless body. “Don’t want to get her too used up too fast.”

They kept talking like that for a while, about me and what I could be worth. Finally, the hunters said goodbye and returned into the woods, presumably satisfied. Finally, Daddy helped me to my feet, pulling me towards the coffee table and laying me out so he could study me.

“Well,” he said, eyeing his cum-drenched daughter. “Not bad for a first day.”

He leaned down, grinning, eyes meeting mine.

“It’s a damn good thing we have the whole weekend,” he said. “Because I’ve got a lot of training to do. You’ll be a perfect little fucktoy, Dana. Just you wait.”

I beamed up at Daddy, reaching down to feel my wet, cum-filled pussy. I knew he was right.

Daddy’s always right.


Training the Office Pet

“Allison, what is this?”

I rolled my eyes and sighed, pausing my game before turning to see whatever Mark was babbling about. He was holding out the client report I’d finished that morning.

“Uh, duh,” I said. “It’s the report from the Builder’s campaign.”

I turned back to resume my game, but Mark coughed before I could turn away completely.

“What?!” I asked.

“Why is it handwritten in pink pen?” He asked, clearly annoyed. He fluttered the papers in my face.

“Because it’s fun,” I pouted, leaning back in my chair. “There’s nothing fun in this stupid office, I thought…”

“Allison, you realize someone is going to have to stay late today to type it up?”

“Uh, why?” I asked.

“Because it’s…it’s inappropriate, Allison,” Mark said. “Now, who do you think should be responsible for making sure it gets typed up?”

“Pfff, like I care,” I said, finally able to spin my chair away from him. “I’m not doing it.”

“Allison!” Mark sounded exasperated.

“I have an important daddy-daughter date tonight,” I said. “Do you want to explain to Daddy why I can’t make it?”

Just as I thought, that got rid of Mark. No one in the office wanted to piss off Daddy, since he owned the company. Mostly in title, since he’d retired years ago, but still. One word from me and it was big trouble for everyone.

A little while after I got rid of Mark, I had another intruder. Which really sucked because it actually made me lose my game! Lewis stood sniveling in my cubicle entry.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Ummm, well I was wondering, this weekend, if…”

“If you’re asking me out again, I’ll save you the trouble,” I said. “No. The answer is no. No way am I ever going out with you. Bye, Lewis!”

Like the shy little mouse he was, Lewis scurried away. Lewis was always trying to date me, even though I was miles out of his league. I mean, he was five foot five at best, with acne scars and glasses. I was a perfect ten. Blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup tits and an ass toned by years of pilates. At 19, I was at my prime. Lewis didn’t stand a chance.

The rest of the day was as boring as ever. My dad’s company was an advertising agency with a few different branches. The branch I worked at only had six employees, myself included, and our boss Mr. Banks. There was Mark and Lewis, and then there was Jim (so old it was gross), Tom (faaaaattt), and Sid (weirdo!). I definitely didn’t fit in with the crowd at all, but I couldn’t really complain since I barely ever had to do anything.

I’m too pretty to work, and Daddy realized that.

About an hour before we were supposed to leave for the day, Mr. Banks called us all into his office for yet another boring meeting. We had these meetings, like, every day. It was lame.

“So, everyone, I’m pleased to say we’ve gotten our hands on a hot new account,” he began, looking very pleased with himself indeed. He was so old, with gray hair and glasses, I couldn’t imagine he could actually feel good about himself. Who cared how many new accounts you get if you’re boring and gross?

“Nymphotechnics is a big leader in sexual enhancement technology,” he began, and went on droning for a while talking about the new client and their product. What their vision was, blah blah blah. I didn’t even really know what the hell we were going to be selling, I was so bored to distraction by Mr. Banks’ droning voice.

“It’s a simple pill, taken once, that will be a great relationship aid,” he said, holding up a pill bottle. The company must have sent it so we could check out the product before getting down to business on an ad campaign. The bottle itself was very plain, it just had the company’s name on it. We’d be designing the logo and everything, and I could see everyone around me taking notes, brainstorming already. Geeks.

“It only works for women, but we’ll be marketing for both men and women,” Mr. Banks went on. “The end result of the pill is a woman who is much more enthusiastic about sex with her man. It increases her libido and makes her much more submissive.”

“Does it really work?” Mark asked. Mr. Banks shrugged, looking at the bottle.

“Well, I’m not sure,” he said. “It would be a great help to all of us if we could see, firsthand, the effects of the pill. I, for one, think it would make it much easier to design an ad campaign if we were fully informed of its results.”

A silence settled over the room, and I realized everyone was looking at me.

“What?” I snipped.

“Allison, you’re the only woman who works here,” Mr. Banks said. “Would you be willing to test out the product for us?”

“Uh, no,” I scoffed. “I’m not a guinea pig.”

“Oh well,” Mr. Banks said, shaking the pill bottle. “In that case, since you’re a woman, I’d like you to do the majority work on this campaign. Guys, you should really stay focused on your ongoing projects. Allison, I’ll need to see something quite soon. Three days, at the latest.”

“What?!” I gasped. “You can’t make me do that!”

“You are an employee,” Mr. Banks said. “It’s not unusual for a boss to ask an employee to do work at her job.”

“Yeah, but…I’m…but…” I stammered, seeking an excuse. Would Daddy come to my aid this time? I wasn’t sure. Mr. Banks had a lot more sway than stupid Mark. “Well…what if I agree to take the pill? Then will you give me a break, since I’ll be doing my part for the company?”

“I think I could agree to that,” Mr. Banks said with a grin. The rest of the men shifted in their seats. Pervs were probably thinking about me being all horny and stuff. Ha, that was unlikely. I hated sex. Always had, ever since I first tried it in high school. Sex was totally boring, just a messy, sloppy, annoying thing you had to do if you had a boyfriend. I never masturbated or anything like that, either. So that pill wasn’t going to work on me. I just knew it.

“Fine,” I said, getting up and snatching the pill bottle from Mr. Banks’ hand. “How do I use these?”

“Just take one before bed,” Mr. Banks said. “And come in tomorrow as usual to report anything you might feel or experience.”

“Whatever,” I mumbled, taking my seat again. I’d take the stupid pill that night, and I would show these dudes that it was all bullshit. And they’d get off my back about working. It was a “whatever” situation if I ever saw one.

That night, after my Daddy-Daughter date, I popped one of the weird-looking pink pills with a glass of water. Nothing happened after I took it. I watched some TV and fell asleep and didn’t even have any sexy dreams! See? I was right. Totally useless.
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The next day when I woke up, I felt just the same as always. I was horny, as usual, but I was late for work and didn’t have time to fuck myself. I wondered how I’d gotten by for so long without any dildo’s or vibrators, and decided I would have to remedy that very soon.

I stood in front of my closet, studying my options for an outfit. The options sucked! Who had picked out this wardrobe? It couldn’t have been me. It was all stuffy pantsuits. Ew. After some rummaging, I finally found a short skirt and a too-tight blouse. With the blouse unbuttoned enough to give a generous view of my cleavage and the skirt hiked up to show off my thighs all the way up to my ass, I slipped on a pair of black heels and applied red lipstick. I wanted to look really hot and fuckable for all the guys at the office. They worked so hard, they deserved to have something good to look at!

The drive to work was really fun. I never realized how much my car vibrated, but the subtle shaking of the seat beneath me felt so good! I hadn’t worn panties, and when I arrived at the office I noticed a wet stain on the driver’s seat where my pussy had dripped. Oh well. It would dry. It felt so nice to have a wet slit, and I hoped that I would have a chance to use it soon! If only I could fuck someone at the office…

But that wouldn’t be very professional.

I was a little bit late, and I was embarrassed as I snuck towards my desk, hoping no one noticed. But then, I was also a little disappointed when no one did notice. Where was everyone? Curious, I left my purse in my cubicle and went hunting for my co-workers. I found them hovering around the water cooler.

Wow. I sure did work with some handsome men! Mark, dignified and smart. Lewis, so cute and tasty-looking! Tom, burly and strong. Jim, funny and wise. Sid, so original and interesting. The thought that silly little me got to spend all day with them, five days a week, was so crazy. I was the luckiest girl in the whole world.

“Hi, guys!” I chirped, bouncing towards the group. They all turned to look at me, and Sid actually dropped his cup of water on the ground. They stood around slack-jawed, devouring me with their eyes. My skin tingled with excitement as my mind filled with sexy thoughts.

“Allison…woah,” Tom said. “What are you wearing?”

“Oh…I just thought….isn’t it a cute outfit?” I pouted, wondering why they didn’t like my super short skirt, cleavage-busting top, and high heels. Maybe it wasn’t very business-like, but wasn’t it more important for me to be nice to look at than to be business-like?

“It sure is,” Mark said, licking his lips. I beamed, flush with pride. I knew I’d picked right! The way Mark looked at me, all I wanted to do was drop to my knees and thank him the right way. Maybe at lunch…

“So I guess you took that pill…” Jim started to say, but we were quickly interrupted by Mr. Banks. He came out of his office and approached us. I thought he would scold us for wasting time when we were on the clock, and prepared to give him my best apology. But he didn’t seem that angry as he approached. He studied me with interest, his attention lingering on my barely-clad ass.

“Allison, good morning,” he said. “Men, same to you.”

“Good morning, Mr. Banks,” we all said.

“Let’s take a walk, Allison,” Mr. Banks said. He certainly did look good that day in his blue tie, his distinguished salt-and-pepper hair and glasses giving him the air of a man who knew what he was doing. “I’d like to see you in my office.”

“Yes, sir!” I squealed, bouncing up happily to follow him. I waved to the guys clustered around the water cooler and felt compelled to add a special swivel to my hips to get their attention and give them some excitement. Poor guys probably needed to relax. They’d been at work a whole hour! I wished I could give them some relief from the stress of our business.

Thinking about all the possible ways I could do that carried me all the way to Mr. Banks’ office, which was glass on all sides. It also made my wet pussy even wetter. Mr. Banks held the door open but stood against the door jamb, so I had to squeeze past him, my breasts rubbing against his chest as I did so. It nearly had me on my knees in pleasure, and I was panting as I walked to the chair across from his desk.

“Now, Allison, did you take the new product last night, as we discussed?” Mr. Banks didn’t even try to hide the way his eyes rolled up and down my body. It was almost as good as hands, and I arched my back for him so he could get a better eyeful of my tits. He sure deserved it. He had always been sooo good to me!

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“And do you believe…that you have experienced any effects?” Mr. Banks asked. I looked up at the ceiling, thinking about it. I couldn’t really come up with a good answer, because I couldn’t really remember what I’d been like before waking up that morning.  Hadn’t I always been this way?

“Ummm….I don’t know,” I giggled, biting my lip. “Sorry, sir. I wish I could tell you, like, for sure, but…I think…well…mmm…”

“Don’t strain yourself,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Tell me, Allison. Do you remember how you felt about me prior to today?”

“Ummm….” I said, wondering if this was a trick question. What was there to feel about Mr. Banks? He was my hot, older boss! He worked so hard to make life good for me and the rest of his employees. In fact, he was probably the best, sexiest boss in the world. “Good? I felt good about you?”

That made him laugh out loud.

“Is that how you feel about me now?” He asked. I nodded enthusiastically, really wanting him to understand how much I liked him.

“I do,” I said. “I think you’re so amazing, just so smart, so strong, so handsome…”

The more I spoke, the more my stomach felt like it was hollowing out. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together for a quick thrill. I wanted something so bad…something that I knew Mr. Banks could give me. But how to ask for it? Was it right for a useless slut like me to ask her boss to fuck her?

“Are you okay?” Mr. Banks asked.

“Y..y…n..no,” I admitted. “I’m…I’m really embarrassed.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…you see, I’m all wet and horny, and I just want to fuck you so bad!”

There! I said it! I was brave and told him what I wanted. Mr. Banks looked a little surprised by my candor, but I was proud of myself.

“I just…I’ve always been a slut, sir, and I’ve always wanted so bad for you to bend me over your desk and treat me like it,” I admitted, feeling so good to get it all out there. Mr. Banks is quiet as he studies me.

“You want me to fuck you,” he said. I nodded. He studied my body again, and I leaned forward to give him a better angle to admire my cleavage.

“Please, sir,” I begged. “I’ll get down on my knees if you want. I’d be happy if you just let me suck your dick, or even just worship your balls while you jack off! Anything to please you!”

“Anything…” Mr. Banks mused, now scratching his chin. He rolled back in his chair, creating space between him and the desk. My heart hitched with excitement and hope. When he finally beckoned me forward, I bounced up and rushed to stand before him. “Well. Remember, you asked for this. All of this. You were willing.”

“Of course,” I said, nearly shaking with my lust. Mr. Banks grabbed my too-tight shirt and ripped, popping the buttons open. I moaned in pleasure as my breasts finally bounced free, uncontained. His hands immediately covered them, squeezing the generous flesh, going straight for my nipples with his fingers. I was so excited to look down and see his cock, hard and obvious under his slacks. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, my nipples hard and sending shocks of pleasure straight to my clit. Mr. Banks pushed me until I hit the desk with my ass.

“This what you want?” Mr. Banks growled, looking up at me as he leaned into suck my nipple into his mouth. He bit down slightly, and I buried my hands in his hair as the pleasure flowed through me. I’d never been happier in my whole life!

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Thank you so much, thank you sir…”

With his mouth on my breast and one hand still kneading the flesh, his other hand fell to my short skirt, pulling it down to reveal my bare pussy. It had been a good idea to not wear panties, after all! It made it all the easier for my boss to shove his fingers between my legs and up into my dripping cunt. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy contracted around him, and the cry carried through the whole office. I looked over my shoulder and saw my co-workers standing at the wall, staring through the glass as I gave Mr. Banks my body to use as he saw fit. I wished I could please them all the same way!

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” he promised, pumping his fingers in my pussy in a way that nearly drove me to climax in an instant. His mouth was ravenous on my breasts, moving between them, sucking and licking at my red, raw, taut nipples. “You’re gonna be my little office fuckslave.”

“Oh, god,” I moaned. “Please, sir, yes! That’s what I want! So bad!”

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you? I’ve barely even started, and you’re already about to cum?”

“Yes,” I admitted, teeth gritted together. “Yes, sir. M…may I?”

“Fine,” he said, and thrust his fingers deep inside my slit while sucking my nipple into his mouth. I shook with pleasure, fireworks in my blood going off as I humped his hand and fucked myself on his fingers. The orgasm left me panting and dripping, but nowhere near satisfied.

“Need more, don’t you?” Mr. Banks said, pulling his fingers away all too soon. I couldn’t answer, as I was too busy sucking his fingers clean. He stood, grabbing me and throwing me onto his desk. He unzipped himself, revealing his thick, throbbing cock. It looked so good, my mouth watered for it.

“We’ve got an audience,” he observed. “Wave to your fans, you stupid bitch.”

I looked behind me at my coworkers staring, and gave them a happy wave. If only they knew how hot I thought they all were, how badly I wished I could fuck all of them at once! The thought of being full of cocks, one for each hole, one in each hand, made my pussy drip onto Mr. Banks’ desk.

“Now look at me,” he said, and I obeyed immediately, wiggling in excitement over the way his cock would split me open and fill me up. “You don’t seem to remember this, but you’ve been a pain in the ass since your Daddy made me hire you. You’re been a spoiled little bitch, giving everyone attitude. Now, I’m going to fuck all of that right out of you. You’ve been asking for this for longer than you think. And when I’m done with you, I’m going to throw you out there to the wolves, let them tear your ass apart…”

“Really?!” I gasped, gratitude flooding my brain. He grinned at my reaction, hands on my thighs forcing them apart. He shoved my chest until I hit the desk with a painful thud. “Thank you, sir, thank you, thank…OH!”

“We’re gonna keep you pumped full of cum,” Mr. Banks sighed as he positioned himself between my legs, his tip spreading my tight slit. The pleasure almost made me pass out. “You’re going to live in this office, eat what we decide you deserve, sleep in a dog bed. You’re gonna be our brainless little office pet. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” I screamed as he thrust forward, burying two inches of his cock between my legs. “Anything, sir! I want to be your slut!”

He rewarded me by slamming his entire length inside me with one enormous thrust. It forced my body forward, my head falling over the edge of the desk, my tits bouncing. I could see the guys watching us, and knew I was going to be able to taste all their delicious cum, fill myself with their beautiful cocks. Mr. Banks grabbed my breasts, squeezing them as he withdrew his cock and slammed it back in.

The sensation tipped me toward another climax, and the faster he went the more I love it. My mouth opened in pleasure, my tongue hanging out like an animal while my boss fucked me in front of the whole office. He held my breasts like handles, using them as leverage to push himself deeper and deeper, right up against my womb. My thighs trembled in pleasure, an aching need to release burning in my belly.

“Wait for me to fill you up before you cum, pet,” he barked, and I did my best to obey, fighting the rising tide, letting my cheeks burn and my toes curl without giving in. But I couldn’t hold it back forever! I wanted so bad to feel my boss explode inside me, give me his hot cum…finally, he groaned, collapsing on top of me as he came.

I let go, my slit milking him dry, contractions squeezing his shaft as he gifted me with every drop of cum in his balls. I smiled at the men on the other side of the glass, so happy they could see what a good office pet I was going to be! I could do this to each and every one of them, individually or one at a time! I couldn’t wait until I got to feel a cock reaming my ass while another filled my pussy. The best was yet to come, I could tell…

And so could they!
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When Mr. Banks pulled out, trailing cum down my thigh, I sighed. It had felt so good to be full of him…but I knew I wouldn’t be left wanting for long. He pulled me up off the desk, putting me on my feet. As he turned me towards the door, he smacked my ass, which made me squeal in delight. I sure liked that! I wondered if any of the guys would spank me, because that sounded really hot.

My coworkers were slack-jawed as we exited the office. I was naked, of course, and Mr. Banks had his hand on the back of my neck, squeezing gently, remind me I was his property now. Like I needed reminding – it was a dream come true.

“Men, we’ve got ourselves an office pet,” Mr. Banks announced, pleased. The men looked at each other in silence for a moment, then all cheered. I beamed, proud to already be making them happy! “Now, we’ll need to lay down some ground rules. She’ll sleep here in the office, of course, but we’ll have to make a plan for weekends. Perhaps we will each take turns using her at home. But right now, I can tell, you all just want a chance to try her out. I’m going to go out and get some supplies at the pet store. I leave her in your capable hands, gentlemen.”

The men were practically salivating. Tom and Jim and Lewis and Mark and Sid all stared at me like I was a bowl of candy. My stomach fluttered with excitement.

“You understand, Allison, that you are now our property. You’re furniture. You don’t say no to what the men ask of you. You understand?”

“Yes, sir! Why would I ever say no? I’m so excited to be here for your pleasure!”

That got a smile from the crowd. Mr. Banks laughed and released me.

“Take her to the break room, and try not to make too much of a mess,” he instructed. Seconds later and they were on me like a pack of dogs. They all wanted to get a feel of me, and I was in heaven with their groping, insistent hands!

Somehow, they managed to get me into the break room, and I was pushed to the floor on my knees. The cold tile was a shock to my skin, but I didn’t care. I sat back on my heels, looking up expectantly at their faces. Though now that they had me, they didn’t quite seem to know what to do with me! I looked at each of them in turn, noting their hardening cocks outlined by their pants. I was starving for cum.

“Can I pleeeease suck someone’s cock?” I begged, putting my hands together and pouting. “Pretty please?”

“Oh, hell,” Sid said, immediately going for his zipper. “I can’t believe this. Stupid bitch, I’m going to make you pay. I hope you like choking on dick.”

I did!

Sid grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked. I had my mouth open and ready, and he shoved his cock deep between my lips. I barely even got a good look at it, but I could tell that it was really thick even though it wasn’t super long. He groaned in satisfaction, a sound so lovely it made me shudder in ecstasy. My cum-filled pussy was soaked again, my abused nipples hard as diamonds.

“Suck it good, Allison,” Sid sighed, eyes closed in bliss as I worked his shaft with my tongue. His salty, hot pre-cum dripped down my throat, whetting my appetite for cum. Inspired, the gang moved in, hands reaching for me again, grabbing my tits and slapping at my ass. The more they pinched my nipples and spanked my ass, the more my clit throbbed and my pussy dripped. Even without stimulation between my legs, I felt myself on the verge of another climax. I reminded myself that I am an object, a pet, meant to obey and please. My eyes rolled back into my head at the dirty pleasure of it.

Just when I thought I might actually come just from having Sid’s thick cock slamming into my throat while everyone else teased my body, I felt someone yank at my hair. I was pulled away from Sid’s delicious cock and found myself in front of another cock waiting to be worshipped. I looked up and saw Jim smiling down at me, waving his cock in my face. His cock was huge! I was sure I couldn’t fit it into my mouth.

But he didn’t let me take my time finding out, as he pushed himself between my lips and forced himself into my throat. He triggered my gag reflex, and spit flowed down my chin as I struggled to breathe. My body, in a panic, rebelled against the lack of oxygen. I slapped my palms lightly against Jim’s thighs.

“Son of a…fuck that!” Jim growled, yanking me again by my hair, this time pulling me off his cock. A sharp slap across my face taught me an important lesson: I would never protest again, not even to beg for air. Laughter accompanied my mewling apology. I put a hand to my reddening cheek, but it was grabbed away. I found myself holding Sid’s cock, and I knew what I was meant to do with it.

“Back at it, bitch,” Jim growled, shoving his meaty cock into my mouth again. I jerked Sid’s cock while Jim raped my throat, my body poked and pinched from all sides. Someone knelt behind me, I couldn’t tell who, and grabbed my breasts from behind, giving them a good hard squeeze while simultaneously pinching my nipples. My eyes rolled back and I choked out a groan of satisfaction at the sensation, my pussy dripping into a puddle beneath me.

Another hand made its way between my legs, finding my swollen clit and cruelly flicking it. With a painful tug, I was forced to switch positions, jacking off Jim while Sid fucked my throat. He was impatient, grunting, and when I looked up through my tear-filled eyes I could see him red-faced and sweating. Drooling, I sucked him as best I could, wanting to taste his cum and fill my tummy with it.

“You guys can’t have all the fun,” the man holding my tits chuckled. I recognized his voice as Tom. After some confusing movement, I felt a cock pressing against my pussy. Ecstatic, I pushed back against it.

“Eyes on me,” Sid grunted, shaking my head from where he held my hair. I quickly looked up, making eye contact just as he reamed me hard in the throat, burying his cock so deep I felt like I was swallowing it. Thick, hot ropes of cum burst from his cock, his balls against my chin churning, yummy jizz pumping straight into my belly while a thick cock pushed itself into my pussy. I was in heaven, taken at both ends while gripping Jim’s monstrous cock.

“Horny little slut,” Tom said as he slipped inside me and felt me clench around him. “Fuck me. Go ahead, move those hips and fuck me.”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped as Sid slid his limp cock from my mouth, trailing cum that I happily lapped up. I couldn’t say any more, because Jim was quick to take Sid’s place, and then I found myself holding Lewis’ cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Mark stroke himself, waiting for his turn. I busy myself with the pleasurable business of fucking myself on Tom’s long cock, moving my hips back and forth so that he could fuck me without moving.

My eyes rolled back at the delicious feel of his cock filling me up. Jim, grunting, spread this thighs wider and forced himself into my throat, making me take every inch of him. My dripping pussy soaked Tom’s balls, dripping everywhere as I fucked him harder and harder, slamming against him so I could feel him all the way against my womb.

Poor Lewis! I was doing my best to stroke him steadily, but he just couldn’t hold back, and before I knew it he was throbbing in my palm! Just as Jim held my head against his pubes and shot his load into my throat, Lewis came on my face and tits. Coated in his cum, another load filling my belly, I slammed back against Tom and came in pleasure. My tight muscles snapped and released as I bucked and cried out in wild ecstasy.

“Get me hard again,” Lewis demanded, shoving his way against my face, lifting his limp cock to give me access to his balls. I figured he wants me to worship them and I’m more than happy to do so, sucking them between my lips as Tom’s fingers dug into my hips and he moaned in satisfaction, releasing himself into my pussy, filling me with his cum.

I lapped and licked at the heavy, tight balls in front of me, my pussy clenching to milk every last drop of Tom’s load. No sooner did he finish than Mark took his place, shoving his hard cock right where Tom’s had been, and making me moan and roll my eyes back in pleasure.

My worship had paid off, and Lewis was hard again. I happily opened my mouth to take him in, and he immediately started fucking my mouth like a pussy. My raw, abused throat accepted his violent thrusts, my body pinned between his and Mark’s. Lewis almost seemed angry as he raped my mouth, holding my hair so tight it hurt.

But Mark made up for it with the way he gave me long, deep, steady strokes of his cock, almost as though he cared about my pleasure. He even reached around my waist to stroke my tight little clit, and it made me cum immediately, my body exhausted but still capable of pleasure. My screams were muffled by Lewis’ thrusting cock.

“Stupid…bitch…” he muttered before cumming again, this time adding to the cum that filled my little stomach. I swallowed eagerly, loving the way each man tasted different, and how their tastes lingered in my throat. I barley noticed Mark exploding inside me, giving me one last beautiful load of cum to savor for the time being. I hoped my pussy could hold all three loads, because I hated to think of losing any of their precious seed!

Soon enough, with all men satisfied, they lost interest in my cum-covered and trembling body. They had to go back to work, and they left me without a look back to where I lay prone on the break room floor. Not sure what I was supposed to do, I reached between my legs, feeling the cum in my pussy, and all my own wetness. I had barely touched myself before realizing how badly I still wanted to cum, and how perfectly lubricated I was to masturbate. With nothing else to do, I let my mind wander, and dreamed of a future full of cocks and cum.
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By the time Mr. Banks returned with his pet supplies, I had cum over 20 times. I was panting, barely awake, exhausted and spent. He found me in the break room, right where I’d been left after the men used me.

“The fuck is…ah, geeze. Get the fuck up. What have you been doing?” Mr. Banks sneered down at me. Had I done something bad? Ashamed, I quickly got to my knees and crawled forward, kneeling penitent at his feet.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said. “I just didn’t know what to do…”

“When you’re not being used, you don’t do anything,” Mr. Banks. “Except think dirty thoughts to keep yourself wet. You’re furniture, understand? Our pet, and you do as we command. You speak when spoken to, and move when we tell you to move.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed eagerly, shaking my head, hoping for some kind of reward. Like maybe some more cum…?

“Fine,” he sighed. “Now, here, I’ve got your bed and your food bowl…”

I watched Mr. Banks set up a corner of the break room with a big dog bed and two silver dog bowls. In one, he poured water. I hadn’t even realized how thirsty I was!

“Sir, can I please drink the water?” I begged. Mr. Banks nodded, snapping his fingers to call me forward. I eagerly crawled over and began to lap at the water, my still-reddened nipples brushing the ground as I leaned forward.

In the other bowl, Mr. Banks pours some dry cereal.

“Kibble,” he grinned. “Hungry?”

Well, I had eaten a lot of cum, but my stomach growled at the smell of food. I nodded.

“Before you can eat, how about some tricks?” Mr. Banks mused. “Like…bark.”

I barked, woofing like a puppy.

“And roll over.”

I got down on my belly and rolled over, spreading my legs to show Mr. Banks my wet cunt.

“And…hmm…well, you’re already good at beg. Let’s see that again.”

On my knees again, I crawled forward, pouting.

“Please, Sir. Please, let me eat! I’m a good girl, please!”

“Fine,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Go ahead.”

I leaned down to eat.

“No hands,” Mr. Banks said. Obediently, I clasped my hands behind me and used only my mouth to bring the cereal into my throat. While I chewed, ass in the air and hands behind my back, I felt Mr. Banks move around the room. An unzipping sound, and then he was kneeling behind me. I started to turn around to see what he was doing, but he gave me a quick slap on the ass to teach me that wasn’t appropriate.

“Keep eating, or you won’t get any more,” he grunted. I closed my eyes and focused on the food while Mr. Banks pressed his cock against my ass. He groaned, sinking down into me. I was wet all over, and he easily slid between my cheeks, splitting my rosebud with his cock.

“Good girl,” Mr. Banks panted, thrusting hard into my ass. It didn’t really feel that good, but I was happy to be making him happy! “Good girl…oh, fuck…”

Just as I cleaned the last bite of cereal from my bowl, Mr. Banks came in my ass, filling me in a brand new hole! Excited, I pressed back against him so he could get even deeper as he came. The sensation wass odd, but I was sure I’d get used to it.

“Good…good girl…” Mr. Banks sighed, sliding out of me and getting to his feet. “Go lie down. I’m sure you’ll be wanted again before everyone goes home for the night.”

I lay down on the dog bed, curling up into a ball. I watched in adoration as Mr. Banks left the break room. I could hear phones ringing, keyboards tapping, chatter coming from the office outside and thought about how I used to have to work out there. Lame! This was much better, relaxing in the break room while waiting for someone to want to use me as a cum receptacle. Happy and whole, I finally fell asleep. I couldn’t wait to wake up and continue my new life as the office pet!


Exposing my Wife

My wife sat silently in the car beside me. Her lips were turned ever-so-slightly up at the corners, her eyes blank and expressionless. I’d gotten quite used to seeing that look on my wife’s face. It was the look of someone without a single thought in her head. If there were any thoughts in Miranda’s head, they were of a sexual nature, per my instructions. Since I wanted her wet and ready at all times, I trained her to focus on filthy thoughts. Otherwise, she didn’t have a single care in the world.

She wore a flowy crop-top that barely concealed her D-cup tits; in fact, it didn’t take much of a breeze for it to reveal the lower half of her breasts, and the words inked below them. Under one breast were the words grab me. The other had the words squeeze me. A pair of pantie-sized Daisy Dukes conformed to her bubbly, pert ass – that showed off her lower back tattoo, and the one above her delta. The lower back tattoo boldly stated her identity: mindless fucktoy. Over her pussy, the words read desperate cumslut. There was no question, reading those tattoos, about what my wife’s purpose was.

She also wore her leather collar, designating her as my pet. Her leash was on her lap. A pair of black stripper heels completed the outfit. I’d told her to go heavy on the eye make-up that morning, as I knew she’d be doing quite a bit of gagging and I always loved how slutty and pathetic she looked when her mascara ran.

Think I’m lucky to have a wife whose only purpose is to please me? A brainless slave who does everything and anything I tell her to?

Well, you’re right – sort of. Luck doesn’t have much to do with it, really. And you certainly wouldn’t have called me lucky two months ago, before we saw the specialist. For the first few years of our marriage, my wife was the quintessential nag. Giving me a hand job on my birthday was her idea of spoiling me. She didn’t work, but she complained about having to do all the household chores. She complained about everything. I’d had it with her denying me access to her perfect body night after night, and listening to her whine. I was going to divorce her.

Miranda couldn’t have that. A divorce would be quite the stain on her social resume. So she struck up a deal with me: she would undergo hypnosis to open her up sexually, and I would tear up the divorce papers. I agreed, never believing it would work. I figured it was a Hail Mary attempt on her part to stay married a few more months.

Little did I know, the hypnosis worked perfectly. The procedure involved tapping into her deepest subconscious. When I snapped my fingers, she would lose all inhibitions and feel a great desire to please me. I couldn’t force her to do anything she wasn’t entirely willing to do, but as it turned out there wasn’t anything Miranda wasn’t willing to do.

The first time I tried it out on her, I was floored. Even more amazing than my bitchy wife suddenly begging to serve me was the fact that she didn’t want to go back. She begged for me to let her stay the way she was! Turns out, she much preferred being a mindless fuck puppet. Of course, who was I to deny her the pleasure of being a brainwashed cock worshipper?

So far, I’d used my wife’s newfound sexual liberation to make a little money by putting her in front of a webcam. And we’d recently discovered the joys of threesomes. I regularly arranged for strangers to come over and fuck her, both in front of the camera and off-camera. She loved it – at least, she loved it because I loved it. She would cum on command, even if she wasn’t enjoying that particular activity. The only thing my wife truly loved anymore was me, her husband and master and owner.

Now, I was ready to embark on the final step into complete and utter slut-hood. I’d been nervous about sharing my wife with another man, but it turned out to be hot as fuck, and my new favorite pastime. So sharing her with a whole group of men had to be even better, right?

It was a bit complicated to figure out how to give Miranda her first gangbang. With the threesomes, I had OKCupid and Tindr and other sites. But I wasn’t comfortable inviting five strangers into my home. There were swinger sites, but I didn’t want to introduce other women to the mix just yet. I wanted to test Miranda out on a group of men.

That’s when I had the brilliant idea to take her to the local adult theater.

It wasn’t just logistics that made it the perfect plan. It was also the hottest thing I could think of. My slutty little pet, legs spread wide, taken by strangers in every hole while porno played in the background? Yes, please!

Finally, we arrived at the theater. It wasn’t very nice looking, which was fine. It was right off the highway, and several trucks were parked in the lot. Before getting out of the car, I attached Miranda’s leash to the collar.

“On your knees,” I said when I opened her door. Miranda crawled from the car on all fours. She was used to crawling by then, but the hard gravel of the parking lot against her knees and palms made her whimper slightly. Her flowy crop top was no match for the wind, and she was basically bare from the waist up, her generous tits swaying as she crawled. Her nipples were two hard little points, nearly grazing the ground. We were in clear view of the highway, and several trucks and cars honked as I led my wife into the porno theater.

“I hope you’re hungry,” I laughed, opening the door for her. “I think you’ll find plenty of refreshments to enjoy during the movie.”

Miranda looked up at me, face betraying neither fear nor excitement. Just that same blank gaze, slightly adoring, barely-there smile. She followed me into the theater, which also had a sex shop attached. I saw a few toys I’d like to add to our collection at home, but that could wait for after. I was already getting hard at the looks we were getting. Lecherous smiles beamed down on my wife as she submissively crawled behind me to the counter.

“Two tickets, please,” I asked the bored-looking man who sat at the register. His eyes flicked down to my wife, and I was surprised at his non-reaction. But maybe they got a lot of people like us. Anyway, he sold me the tickets and pointed to the door that lead to the theater. Tugging on Miranda’s leash, I led her back into the darkness.

The theater was lit only by the screen and its flickering images, but I could see a good number of people were in the audience. More than ten, for sure. Leading my pet up the aisle, I saw some heads turning in our direction and smiled at the thought of what was to come. On the screen, two women were writhing together on a double-sided dildo while soft music played. The movie was your average lesbian porno, and I pulled my wife to the very front row.

“Sit,” I commanded, patting one of the worn velvet seats. Miranda got to her feet and sat down in the chair. I sat beside her, unclipping her leash. We both stared at the screen, me wondering how I might strike up interest in our fellow movie-goers while enjoying the sexy visions above us. I figured there was only one way to start, so I turned to Miranda and told her to undress - loudly. With so little clothing, it didn’t take long before my wife was completely nude. Her hard nipples rose and fell with her even breathing, her modesty long since demolished.

My command had attracted some attention, and I was pleased to see some men looking over at us with blatant lust in their eyes.

“Good girl,” I said, voice still loud enough for those around us to hear. “Now put your legs on the arm rests.”

Miranda pulled her legs up and settled her feet on the armrests, spreading herself wide in the sweet glow of the screen. Her pussy dripped, her asshole pink and puckered.

“Isn’t this movie sexy?” I asked her. “Don’t you want to play with yourself? I’d like to see you fuck that wet cunt of yours.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda intoned, immediately dropping her hands between her legs. She rubbed her clit with one hand and fucked herself with the other, her body gyrating as pleasure flooded through her.

“Go ahead and make as much noise as you want,” I said. “I want to hear you over the movie. I want everyone to hear what a good little slut you are.”

“Yes, sir,” my wife said loudly, and immediately began to moan and curse as she watched the screen and fucked herself. “Oh, god, fuck, thank you, sir…”

“Hey,” a voice called from somewhere behind us. “What’s going on down there?”

“Come see for yourself,” I invited. “Everyone is welcome.”

I heard movement behind me and shadows flickered in my periphery. First one, then another, then another man appeared before us, their faces impossible to make out in the dark. Slowly, the group grew, until there were seven men standing in a semi-circle around my masturbating wife. She barely seemed to notice them, and just kept bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm while moaning and putting on a show for my pleasure. She would never cum without my permission, but she would get as close as she could.

“This is my wife,” I said proudly to the group. “And as you can see by her tattoos, she’s a worthless slut. I’ve brought her here to serve as many strangers as possible. Do you guys think you can help me out?”

There was a general grumble of agreement as the crowd expressed great interest in my proposition.

“Stop touching yourself, and suck your fingers dry,” I directed my pet. She did as I said, her flesh rosy from excitement, her breath hard and heavy. Moaning again, loudly, she put her pussy-soaked fingers between her lips and licked her juices from them. “These men are here to use you the way you were meant to be used. You’re going to be a public cum dumpster, until I decide you’re done. Understand?”

Miranda’s eyes flickered with emotion for the first time, and she glanced at me. I nodded slightly, knowing this might just be pushing her final limit. But to my pleasure, she just nodded back.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “If it will please you, I will happily serve these men.”

No sooner did the words leave her mouth then I saw two hands emerge from behind her seat and clutch her bare breasts. Glancing back, I saw that an older man was seated directly behind her. He greedily squeezed her tits, pinching her nipples while kissing her neck.

Miranda cooed, blinking with her eyes still on me. I could see the hair on her arms lifting in pleasure at the stranger’s rough treatment. He cupped her breasts from below, jiggling them while pinching her nipples, wrapping his tongue around her ear. I settled back to enjoy the show, my cock already hardening as another man approached my wife. He unzipped his pants, unleashing a decent-sized cock. Stepping over my wife’s body, he pushed himself right against her face. She obediently dropped her jaw, taking his cock between her lips. He held onto the sides of her head, thrusting his hips to drive himself into her throat.

To my pleasure, a third man stepped forward. He reached down, grabbing my wife’s hips. With a yank, he pulled them up so that she was no longer making contact with the seat. From this angle, she could still suck the cock in her mouth while the new man slid into her wet cunt. I hadn’t expected it to move so fast, but sure enough, I was watching my wife get pounded by two men at once, with a third still torturing her tits.

I couldn’t help but take my own cock out and stroke it, admiring how pliant and submissive she was. I wasn’t alone, either, as the whole circle soon had their cocks out, waiting their turn to use my pet as their own personal fucktoy.

Since she was being supported by the three men with their hands on her, Miranda’s arms hung limp at her sides. That certainly seemed like a waste. I grabbed her hand and pulled it over into my lap, guiding it around my cock. Immediately, she began to stroke me, using the generous pre-cum dribbling from the tip to lubricate the shaft.

A shadow on her other side moved, and soon she was jerking off two cocks at once while two more used her holes. The man fucking her mouth was clearly nearing the end, his breathing heavy as he held my wife’s head in place and slammed his cock into her throat. She struggled to breathe, her nose buried in his flesh with each thrust, her eyes watering. Spit flowed down her chin.

“Fuck, yes, swallow it all,” the man groaned, shaking as he leaned forward and came in Miranda’s throat. She swallowed dutifully, not spilling a drop, filling her belly with jizz. Meanwhile, the man fucking her cunt was just as eager to fill her up, and soon he was slamming his body against hers. Only the old man who still held her tits in his hands kept her breasts from bouncing wildly with the motion.

“I’m gonna cum in her dirty little hole,” the man promised, and a second later he did just that, giving me wife another healthy dose of cum in her unprotected cunt. By then her mouth was open and free and she was gasping for breath.

The old man sitting behind her took advantage of his opportunity and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her head to the side so he could fuck her mouth. She accepted it without complaint, the man on her other side grabbing her tits while she jerked him faster and faster. He rose suddenly, body quaking, and erupted onto her breasts, coating them in his creamy white seed. It was too much for me. Watching my wife take so much cum at once, watching it drip down her huge tits, made me need to release. I stood up and added my jizz to her chest while someone stepped between her legs again, quickly filling her up.

“Such a good little whore,” the new man said, thrusting into her. “You love being a slut, don’t you? Are you gonna cum for us, bitch?”

I almost forgot! Surely, the men would be impressed with Miranda’s ability to cum on command.

“Watch this,” I said as the stranger rammed her pussy while rubbing her clit. I knew she was probably overwhelmed with the need to climax as she felt her body used and soaked in cum. She was doing so well, it was time to reward her. “Cum, my pet. Now.”

“MMRFFUHFM,” Miranda’s cry was muffled by the cock in her throat, but it was clear from her sudden spasms that she was cumming. Her muscles visibly clenched, her pussy flooding the seat below her.

“That’s too hot,” someone announced, rushing forward to grab her hand and wrap it around their shaft. She automatically began to jerk it, and a moment later she was being showered in another load of jizz while the man in her pussy spasmed in ecstasy, her clenching slit milking him dry. The old man behind her was steadily raping her throat, being a little greedy in my opinion.

“Give someone else a go,” someone in the crowd spoke my exact thoughts. The old man sighed, looking down at my wife and increasing his pace. He dug his fingers into her flesh, pulling at her hair until she began to cry in earnest. I was about to push him off her when he grunted and jerked his hips, finally spilling his load into her throat. She swallowed almost every drop – and what little bit leaked down her chin was soon gathered on her tongue.

No sooner was her mouth free than it was occupied again, a younger man now hammering into her throat like the eager young buck he was. His balls slapped her chin again and again. Meanwhile, she never stopped jacking off the rest of the crowd, and someone new stepped between her legs, rubbing the shiny head of his cock between her dripping lips, teasing her clit before splitting her wide with a single thrust. I could only watch in satisfaction as man after man used my wife, countless loads of cum splattering across her luscious body.

Every few minutes, I demanded that she cum, and her body spasmed and clenched tight with pleasure. This made the men cheer, as each felt they had a hand in making the slut orgasm. Really, of course, it was all me. I had the power to control her pleasure – when she shuddered and bucked in ecstasy, it was only because I wanted her to.

As each man finish smearing his seed on my wife’s skin, he backed off and either went back to his seat or left the theater entirely. While the movie had continued, the real-life action had demanded most audience members’ full attention. Ropes of cum came at her from every direction, filling her belly, dripping down her tits. Her pussy was sloppy with jizz and her own juices. I was hard again by the time someone thought to flip her over. She bent forward over the back of the seat, her mouth filled with cock, while another man positioned himself at her asshole.

“Hold on,” I interrupted. The men paused respectfully to pay attention to me, her master. “I’d like to get in there before you gents get it as messy as her cunt.”

The man about to rip into her stepped aside and I took his place, spreading my wife’s ass cheeks wide. The words on her back made me smile, and I spat down on them while pushing myself into her rosebud. As always, it stretched for me, her muscles relaxing. I could watch her guzzling another helping of cum while I violated her ass. She needed no warm up – I started fucking her hard, right away, her warm hole wrapped tight around my throbbing shaft.

Spanking her while I drilled against her, I felt lust boiling in my balls. Let these men watch me take what was rightfully mine – that which I was gracious enough to share with them. She was my brainless slut. My obedient pet. She would forever be mine, at my beck and call, catering to my every need and whim. This was my mindless, hypnotized, nymphomaniac wife, and I was going to cum in her ass.

I groaned, feeling my body unclench as ropes of cum shot out of me and into her. She pressed back eagerly, knowing my cock from all the others and loving it. She groaned, mouth full of cum, while someone else shot their load into her hair, messing it up so bad it would take more than one shower to rinse it all out. She’d be leaking cum for days, and she’d be too full for dinner. Panting, I backed up, and offered up her ass to the next taker. Feeling exhausted, I sat down and watched from a distance, enjoying the sight of my wife’s ass taken by man after man.

Eventually, though, all good things must come to an end. After countless men had used my wife as a cum dumpster, there were none left – at least, none with a hard-on, or a will to stick it into one of her gaping, leaking holes. She seemed barely conscious, her normally-blank eyes totally fogged over and lidded. She panted, drooling on herself, cum painting her body in white patches. Her clothes were a sodden, dirty mess on the floor where she’d left them.

I felt a wave of empathy for her. Poor thing was exhausted. She needed a little help getting herself together, and as her husband and master it was my job to help her. I was proud to dress her, moving her weak, shaking limbs as she gurgled nonsense in my ear. I helped her up, draping one of her arms over my shoulder and wrapping my arm around her waist.

Some of the men remained in the audience, and they waved at us as I escorted – more like dragged – her up the aisle. We exited the shop, getting plenty of looks on the way, and I helped her into the car. My wife finally seemed to wake up a little as I started the engine.

“Do good?” she murmured. I was taken aback. She rarely, if ever, spoke without being spoken to.

“Yes, my pet,” I said. “You did very good. What did you think? Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, sir,” she sighed. “Love you, sir. So much.”

Touched, I felt my heart fill up. It had been so long since we told each other that we loved each other. Probably because for most of the marriage, we didn’t. I’d certainly lost most of my love for her within the first year. But ever since the hypnosis, things had been different, and I’d felt love for her creeping back into my heart. Slowly, but surely. Now, I reached out and touched her cheek, happy to know that she would never again turn into that woman who’d nearly destroyed our marriage.

“I love you, too, Miranda.”


Bimbo Airlines

I hadn’t even worked at Skinz Inc for two years before becoming the highest-ranked salesman in our office. I don’t know how to explain it, except that I’ve always been good at getting people to like me. I’m a handsome guy, and charismatic. So I can’t say I was entirely surprised when I was awarded not only with a raise and my own office, but an invitation to the yearly corporate retreat in Cabo.

I’d be going with our office manager, Jeremy. I’d be the only other person from the office going. Jeremy beamed at me as he shook my hand and slipped the plane tickets and itinerary onto my desk.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, my friend,” he said with a wink. I was a bit taken aback. Jeremy, who was overweight but had a nice enough face, rarely did things like winking. He was very professional in the office, not joining in water cooler talk or having lunch with his employees in the break room. I wasn’t particularly enthused about the amount of time I would be spending with him during the retreat, but who was I to turn down a free, all-expense paid vacation?

My first hint that this wasn’t just any corporate retreat, besides Jeremy’s mysterious words and enigmatic wink, was the name of the airline printed on my ticket. I’d never heard of them before. We were flying out of a small, obscure airport that usually only hosted private planes. The company was called Bimbo Airlines.

At first, I didn’t make any connection, because it was so out there. I racked my brain trying to figure out what “Bimbo” could mean. Maybe someone’s name? Maybe there was some other, less-known definition of the word? My curiosity grew as I looked over the itinerary for the retreat. Suffice to say, the usual training seminars and sales presentations were only half the story. But more on that later.

The airline had me so puzzled that I quickly did an internet search. Alarm bells went off in my head when the site asked me if I was over 18 before letting me enter. Of course, I clicked yes – and was promptly rewarded with a photograph of a woman with her breasts spilling out from the top of a skimpy stewardess’ outfit! Her lips were pouty, her face heavily made up. The text above her photo read: Welcome to Bimbo Airlines, Where All Your Wishes Are Our Commands!

What was this? It looked like a flying strip club! As I explored the website, I realized it was much more than a flying strip club. While it didn’t explicitly state what you should expect, besides superb customer service and a smooth flight, there were very suggestive terms like “trained sex addicts” and “horny, barely legal sluts who love to be used and abused.”

Damn. I was getting hard just looking at the website in my office! I quickly exited, not wanting to exacerbate the situation. Surely, it was some kind of joke? There was no way corporate would actually pay for some kind of brothel airplane for the corporate retreat?

I decided to laugh it off and expect the worst – then, I could only be pleasantly surprised. I visualized a packed, cramped, economy flight filled with crying babies. That certainly took the stiffness out of my pants, and I could relax for the rest of the workday. We were scheduled to leave in two days, and by the time the morning of the flight came around, I was fully prepared to be miserable, stuck with Jeremy on a budget eight-hour flight.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

***

The airport was so tiny that the same person took our tickets, scanned us through security, and met us at the gate. Jeremy greeted me with an informal nod and a slight smirk. His eyes glinted with a look I’d never seen before.

“I assume you did your research?” Jeremy asked as we waited for the plane to pull up across the tarmac. It was a very small plane. But there was no one else in the airport, so I guessed it couldn’t be too crowded.

“Hm?” I asked, distracted by the novelty of watching the plane brake as the door opened and the staircase folded out. Looked fancy.

“On the airline,” Jeremy chuckled. “And the rest of the retreat.”

“Erm, a little,” I said, cocking my head. “But that website is a joke, right?”

“A joke?” Jeremy asked, grinning now, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. “No, son. It’s no joke.”

“What?” I asked, but just at that moment the door in front of us opened, and we were ushered across the tarmac towards the plane. Jeremy entered first, nearly leaping up the stairs. I followed a pace behind, bracing myself for whatever I would find inside the plane.

I couldn’t have expected the reality even if I studied that website religiously.

Inside the cabin were three cushy leather seats – two facing the cockpit, one facing the other way. The carpet was red velvet. Pornographic pictures decorated the interior, women of all types revealing themselves in every imaginable position.

Most importantly, though, were the stewardesses who greeted us.

They were each mind-numbingly beautiful. There was something for everyone, it seemed: a redhead, a blonde, and two brunettes: one black, one white. None of them looked to be a day over 18. They all wore identical dresses: basically lingerie, their breasts framed by thin straps that only hid their nipples, the skirts ending midway down their asses. They were shaved, made-up, and giggling like schoolgirls. I turned to Jeremy, mouth agape, amazed.

“Told you,” he said.

“Welcome to Bimbo Airlines,” the blonde chirped, bouncing towards us. I walked along in a stupor, trying to process it all. She took my hand, and Jeremy’s, and led us towards the seats. I flopped down in one, Jeremy took the other.

“Now, let me just buckle you up…”

The blonde leaned down over me, her breasts spilling out of the top of her dress as she did so. It didn’t seem to bother her. She reached for my buckle, which brought her hands dangerously close to my hardening cock. I gulped, immediately going into a sweat. This was crazy!

“Relax,” Jeremy advised as the black girl took care of his seatbelt. “That’s the point of this whole trip. Just relax.”

“Yes, please,” the blonde pouted, tightening my seatbelt and pushing her breasts into my thighs at the same time. “Relax, and let us take care of everything.”

“O-okay,” I said, finding it hard to relax as the stewardesses started to move around the cabin. I watched them perform the usual safety demonstration, their breasts invariably popping free as they moved around, only to be playfully returned to their rightful places inside the dresses. The girls teetered on impossibly high heels, touched each other at every chance, and seemed to be excited by the smallest details of their job. I noticed that their nipples were hard, their cheeks flushed, lips dewy. It was so distracting that I didn’t even really notice when we finally took off!

Once in the air, two of the girls excused themselves to the back of the plane, leaving the two brunettes in front. I kept wondering what the third chair was for, the one that was facing Jeremy and I. My curiosity was soon slaked.

“And now, we’d like to offer some in-flight entertainment,” the white girl said, linking arms with her black companion. I glanced over at Jeremy, who was beaming. When I looked back, the girls were kissing. Like porn stars. They had turned towards each other and were thrusting their tongues together, pressing their hips against each other, and moaning.

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. The farce that was their uniforms was quickly done away with, and soon I was witnessing two fully naked, nubile young women writhing together in apparent ecstasy. They fell sideways onto the chair, limbs tangled together. I turned to Jeremy, wide-eyed, a million questions running through my mind.

“Jessica and Lexie are the best,” Jeremy said with a wink, nodding towards the front. I remembered reading the nametags, but now their names came back to me – Jessica was the white girl, and Lexie was the black girl. As I turned back to the show, my cock hardening, I saw that they had moved on to stroking and licking each other’s perfect, bouncy, youthful breasts.

“Sir?” A voice from beside me made me jump in my seat. I dragged my eyes away from the girls entwined at the front of the plane to see the redhead standing beside me. “Can I offer you any refreshments?”

She was a double-D at least, her tits straining from her tiny bra. Her ass was plump, half-hanging from the bottom of her uniform. She blinked at me, smiling vapidly.

“Uh…”

“Refreshments isn’t limited to drinks and peanuts on this flight,” Jeremy advised, nudging me with his elbow. I looked over to realize that he had a blonde standing right beside him, also offering “refreshments.” I knew these girls were trained sex addicts, but exactly how far was I allowed to go with them?

“First time?” The attendant, whose nametag read Ginger, giggled. “Well, how about we start with a nice blowjob?”

Oh, man! All the blood in my body rushed straight for my cock. I looked up to see that Jessica was spread eagled on the chair, holding her knees up, her perfect tits on display as Lexie licked her pussy. Lexie’s ass was spread, her pussy dripping wet, leaking down her thighs. I was rock hard. I looked back up at Ginger.

“Yeah, that sounds okay,” I said. “Take your tits out first, though. Okay?”

“Oooh,” Ginger squealed, grabbing her bra and yanking. “Okay! That’s fun!”

Her perfect tits bounced out, her nipples hard already. She glanced over at the girls in the front and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples until they were as red as her hair.

“It’s so hot watching them,” she said. I glanced over and noticed that Jeremy and his blonde were making out. The blonde, who had smaller but perkier tits, was straddling him. He had his hands on her chest and was squeezing her breasts as she humped his lap and moaned into his mouth, one hand between her legs, the other undoing his belt.

My mouth was dry from all the excitement, and I was just considering asking Ginger to go get me an actual refreshment when I felt pressure on my knees. While I’d been looking away, she’d gotten down onto her knees and positioned herself between my legs. She pouted up at me, reaching for my belt.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I can’t wait to get this cock in my mouth. I hope you have lots of yummy cum for me to swallow.”

I was sure that I’d have plenty – as Ginger undid my belt and my cock popped free, already dripping pre-cum, I went back to watching the in-flight entertainment. Ginger’s hand closed over the base of my cock and she squeezed, moaning in pleasure as she licked the moisture from the tip of my cock. Jessica and Lexie had switched positions. Now, Lexie had her feet up on the arms of the seat, a dildo in her hands, as Jessica wiggled her tight little ass in the air.

Jessica’s tongue lapped at Lexie’s slit, making the black girl squirm and pant. Lexie began to suck on the dildo just as Ginger between my legs finally got the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, sinking down into my chair, as she began to work my cock with her tongue, bobbing her head up and down, taking me inch by inch. I couldn’t decide whether to watch her perfect tits bounce as she worked my cock, or watch the blonde on Jeremy’s lap fuck herself while stroking his dick, or watch the lesbian sex in front of me. It was a feast.

“Mmmm,” Ginger moaned. “You taste sooo good, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your dick. Can I put it all the way down my throat, please?”

“Yes, you may,” I grinned, grabbing her hair. I could tell she liked it rough, so I gave her just what she wanted. The blonde on Jeremy’s lap was making so much noise fucking herself that I almost got too distracted to fuck my personal whore’s mouth right, but soon enough I had Ginger gagging on my cock as I thrust deep into her throat.

I pushed until I felt her lips and nose against my balls and just rocked back and forth in her mouth, enjoying the warmth of her throat around the head of my cock. Looking up, I saw that Jessica was sitting on Lexie’s lap. Lexie held the dildo between her legs, and Jessica began to fuck it. The two girls kissed, Lexie’s hands on Jessica’s ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks so we could all get a good look at her dirty little cunt taking every inch of the sex toy. Ginger’s hands tightened on my thighs, and looking down I saw her eyes watery and her nostrils flaring as she choked on my cock. I didn’t want to push the poor girl too far, so I released my grip, letting her come up for air.

“Oooh, that was so good, sir,” Ginger cooed. “More, please! I want you to use my throat as your fucktoy, sir! Please let me swallow your cum!”

I groaned, thrusting my cock back into her slutty little mouth. I shoved my dick as far as I could and held her head in place, giving her just what she asked for. Looking over, I watched Jeremy bury his face in the blonde’s tits as he fucked her. I was getting really close, my balls churning as Ginger slobbered and choked on my dick. I looked front again, pleased to see that Jessica was on all fours and Lexie was fucking her hard with the dildo. The tiny brunette had her eyes rolling back into her head, one hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit as the black flight attendant fucked her.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted, feeling myself lose control. Ginger made an excited noise as I rammed into her mouth, her nose squishing against me as I finally unloaded into her stomach. She swallowed every drop, sucking me dry with her throat, even waiting until I was going limp to pull away. Jeremy had tossed the blonde off his lap and was jacking off in her face.

“Please, sir! Please give me your cum! I need it!” The blonde begged, and Jeremy shot his load across her lips, on her tongue, even getting some on her tits. She rocked back on her heels, licking her lips in ecstasy, collecting his cum from her tits and sucking it from her finger. I watched in awe as Ginger leaned over and grabbed the blonde, kissing her deeply. They moaned, their bodies coming together, writhing in pleasure. Ginger pulled away to lick some of Jeremy’s cum from the blonde’s neck. I was spent, my eyes lazy as they drifted towards the in-flight entertainment. Lexie was riding the dildo now, kissing Jessica at the same time. My cock soft, my balls empty, my body spent, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

***

“Sir?”

Not too long after I fell asleep, I felt myself jolted awake. I was a little confused at first – why was my cock out? Why was the stewardess naked? Why was Jeremy naked? Then I remembered, and smiled.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up into Lexie’s friendly eyes. I already felt hard again, as I usually do when I wake up. Inspired, I reached out, and shoved my hands between her legs, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I found her hot and dripping wet, and was pleasantly surprised to feel her spread her legs so I could thrust my fingers inside her. She got kind of a funny glazed-over look, but she kept talking to me anyway.

“We were just about to start our second round of refreshments,” she said, licking her lips. Suddenly, Jessica appeared at my other side. They were both still naked, of course, and I got a good look at Jessica’s impossibly huge tits. She was so petite, but her tits were the size of basketballs! Her hard nipples were just begging for attention, so I reached out with my other hand and began to squeeze and pinch them. She giggled, arching her back to give me better access.

“Ooh, thank you,” she moaned, thrusting one hand down between her legs, touching herself as I squeezed and pinched her breasts. Lexie was dripping over my fingers, panting hard as I fucked her. They were both in ecstasy, and it felt nice to be able to just touch them without asking for permission. I thought that all of life should be like that!

“So, refreshments?” I asked. Lexie giggled, so I looked up at her. She produced a blue pill.

“Well, this will help, but only if you want it,” she said. Hell yeah I wanted it! I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. She placed it on my tongue and I swallowed it, all the while never taking my hands off their luscious young bodies.

“Now, how can we help to refresh you?” Jessica asked, reaching down for my half-erect cock. It twitched to life under her palm, and I let my head rest against the seat as she began to jerk me off. I dropped my hands, content just to look up at the two young women as they pleasured me.

“Hmmm,” I said, glancing over at Jeremy. He was getting a blowjob from Ginger, so I knew he was having a good time. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

“Well, we could start by having Jessica ride you while I suck your balls,” Lexie suggested. That sounded good to me, so I nodded. A second later, Jessica was straddling me, her huge tits right in my face. I couldn’t help myself – I leaned forward and sucked one between my lips, flicking my tongue over it. Jessica shuddered, crying out in pleasure.

I could feel her warm heat hovering over my cock, her juices dripping onto the tip. I grabbed her breasts, holding them up as she began to sink down, so that I could keep licking and sucking her nipples as she impaled herself on my cock. Her pussy was tight and wet, it felt perfect sliding over my flesh. I groaned, biting down on her breast to show how good it felt. She put her hands on my shoulders to support herself. I closed my eyes, enjoying the simple ecstasy of burying my head in her massive tits while she slid up and down on my cock. And then it got better – I felt Lexie’s tongue on my balls, sucking and licking them, worshipping them, while Jessica rode me.

“Oh, sir, your cock is sooooo big!” Jessica moaned, her face contorted in pleasure as she filled her pussy with my meat. “I love the way it feels in me! Thank you for letting me ride you!”

“Mmm,” Lexie added. “And your balls are nice and heavy, they feel so good in my mouth, I could suck on them all day…”

“Go right ahead, girls,” I said, still squeezing Jessica’s tits as they bounced in my face. “Show me what good little sluts you are. This is what you’re paid for, right?”

“Yes, sir! Oh, yes, fuck, yes!” Jessica said, her toes curling and her mouth opening in an ‘o’ shape as she slammed down on my cock and gushed. She ground down on me for a minute, cumming on my cock, her tight little pussy clenching and releasing around me. I nearly came right then, with my balls in Lexie’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy dripping down my shaft. But I had a better idea. It wasn’t fair to the girls that only Jessica got to cum.

“Get off me,” I barked, pushing until the girl hopped off my dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Jeremy hold Ginger’s head in place as he fucked her throat. I grabbed Lexie’s hair, pulling her off my balls. “Jessica, lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck her.”

Spinning Lexie around, I pushed on her upper back until she was bent over, her plump ass perfect for squeezing. My cock was still soaked in Jessica’s juices when I plunged it into Lexie’s cunt and made her scream. Just as I told her, Jessica positioned herself under Lexie and started to lick her slit. I could feel her soft tongue lapping at my shaft each time I pulled out, then against my balls when I thrust in. Lexie was even tighter than Jessica!

“Yeah, you fucking slut, take daddy’s cock,” I heard Jeremy say beside me. Dude was into some kinky shit, but I kind of liked the sound of it. “Swallow every drop of my cum, you stupid bitch.”

Ginger moaned in ecstasy as Jeremy held her down and emptied his balls into her throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of Lexie taking my cock like a champ. Leaning forward, I grabbed her tits, squeezing and pinching them as I drilled her.

“You’re so good, sir,” Lexie panted. I could see that she had one hand on Jessica’s head, holding her friend’s face against her slit. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

“Do it,” I grunted.

When she started shuddering and gushing, I drove all the way into her and unloaded. I filled her sweet little pussy with my cum until it was dripping out of her and into Jessica’s mouth. When I pulled out, trailing cum all the way, Jessica started to lick my cum out of Lexie’s pussy, Lexie riding her tongue like they did this all the time. They probably did. These chicks were pure nymphos.

I barely had time to recover before I saw the blonde approaching from the cabin. She was wiping her mouth, cum dripping from her chin – she’d probably just blown the pilot and co-pilot at the same time. Which gave me an idea….

“Hey, Jeremy,” I said, nudging my friend. “What do you think about a little…”

I barely had to gesture and he knew what I was saying. He grinned.

“I’m down,” he said. “Which of these sluts do you think we should do?”

“Me! Me! Please! Pick me! I swear, I’ll be so good, sir!” Ginger pleaded, still on her knees before Jeremy.

“No, pick me! I’m a good girl, I promise, I deserve it!” The blonde said – I could remember her name now. Tanya. Pretty soon, all four stewardesses were fighting over who would get to fuck Jeremy and I. I laughed.

“I haven’t gotten to fuck Tanya yet,” I said, shrugging at my friend.

“She was a good lay,” Jeremy nodded. “But I want her ass this time.”

Tanya squealed in delight, hopping up and down so that her perky tits bounced along with her. The other girls groaned.

“Why don’t you three put on a show for us to enjoy while we fuck her?” I suggested. “Or is the in-flight entertainment over already?”

Ginger, Lexie, and Jessica all grinned, hopping up to the front of the plane. At that moment, we hit a patch of turbulence. They fell all over each other, tits bouncing, cum-soaked bodies grinding together. It was the perfect catalyst- soon, they were all grinding together on the floor, eating each other out and fucking themselves with their fingers.

Tanya, meanwhile, had landed in Jeremy’s lap. He laughed, standing up, holding her like she weighed nothing. Which she really didn’t. I stroked my dick, watching Jeremy grope her tits from behind, holding her around the waist. She moaned in pleasure and reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit as he abused her tits.

Laughing, he walked over and dropped her on my lap. She squealed in delight, her slick pussy sliding down my cock right away. I groaned – she was a slut, but she was tight as a virgin. And she only got tighter when Jeremy knelt down a little bit, positioning her in such a way that he could shove his cock up her ass at the same time I was balls-deep in her pussy.

My friend and I slammed into her as hard as we could, enjoying the way she took it like she couldn’t get enough. And as though that all wasn’t enough, the girls had gotten bored playing with each other and crawled over to us. I watched Lexie suck Jeremy’s heavy, swinging balls while riding a double-sided dildo with Ginger, who was eating out Jessica. Jessica’s mouth covered my balls, licking and sucking them while her big brown eyes gazed up at me in total adoration.

“Oh, you are so good to us,” Ginger moaned, slamming her pussy back against Lexie’s. “Thank you, sirs.”

“Yes,” Tanya gasped. We were both deep inside her, her ass stretched out to fit Jeremy’s cock while her pussy fit snug around mine. I leaned forward, biting at her chest, sucking her nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her hair with my hand, yanking until her head rolled back on her neck.

“You love it, don’t you?” Jeremy leaned forward to ask, speaking into her ear. “You love getting fucked by strangers? Getting paid to have your ass and pussy reamed at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” Tanya moaned, writhing as she came. My balls churned again, I reached down with my free hand and grabbed Jessica’s head, pulling her against my balls so that I could feel her lips all over them. With a groan, I jerked upward and came for the third time that flight. Pulsing inside of Jessica while Jeremy thrust into her ass was the tightest, hottest fuck of my life.

I filled her with my load, watching her shake and beg for more as Jeremy filled her ass. When we were done with her, she hopped off, reached between her legs, and pulled some of my cum up to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. She did it again, sharing with Ginger while Lexie crawled over and started to lick at Tanya’s pussy, eating my cum from it.

As you can imagine, the rest of the flight was a whirlwind of sex and cum, breasts and asses. By the time we landed in Cabo, I was exhausted – and had a whole new appreciation for the company I worked for, and my manager. Jeremy had held up the whole time despite being much less fit than me. In fact, he may even have gotten a few more loads in than I did! The girls buckled us in again before we landed, then collapsed together in a moaning, kissing pile. When the door of the plane slid open, they were lined up on their knees.

“Thank you,” they said in unison. “We hoped you enjoyed your ride on Bimbo Airlines! Please, come again!”

Not likely, I chuckled to myself, following Jeremy off the plane. Come again? I didn’t think I’d be able to get off for a month after that plane ride!

“So, what’d you think?” Jeremy asked, laughing as we emerged from the plane, the intense heat smacking me in the face.

“Amazing,” I said. “Truly unbelievable.”

“And that’s just the beginning, my boy,” he said, turning to me with a wink.  “Welcome to the corporate retreat!”

Just the beginning?!

I couldn’t wait to see what came next!
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