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Summer of Submission

“What are you doing, nerd?”

Samantha’s snotty voice carried across the whole kitchen. I groaned before looking up. My step-sister was such a bitch.

“Nothing you would understand,” I shot back, barely able to look at her. She was wearing a tiny little bikini, approximately the size of a postage stamp. Her D-cup breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the cups. I could tell her pussy was shaved just from looking at the little triangle covering it.

Samantha’s blonde hair hung in loose curls around her heart-shaped face. I’m not ashamed to admit that my stepsister was hot. She was. Absolutely, undeniably, hot. Objectively hot. Playboy Playmate hot. Victoria’s Secret Angel hot.

You get the picture.

She was also a royal bitch. Her and her friend, Angie. They were both outside, lounging around half-naked by the pool. I was inside, finishing up my last semester project for advanced chemistry. I was a college sophomore, while Samantha and Angie had both just finished high school. They thought they were big shit because they were 18. I was 20, but that didn’t seem to mean anything to them. They still acted like I was some kid brother who existed just to be teased.

“Whatever,” Samantha said, rolling her eyes all the way back in her head. “We need snacks. Bring out some chips and dip for us, Brian. Pleeeeeeeease?”

When Samantha wasn’t torturing me with her teasing, she was torturing me with her pouting. Now, she leaned forward, pushing her arms together so I had a good look at her massive tits. I might have the IQ of Einstein, but I, too, could be distracted by a pair of knockers like Sam’s.

“Get your own chips,” I shot back once I managed to tear my eyes away from Samantha’s tits. She loved flouncing around, showing them off, using them to get her way. Behind her, I could see Angie behind the glass door, giving Sam a frustrated look and gesturing with her hands. Angie was almost as hot as Samantha. She was Filipino, with C-Cup breasts and wide, sexy hips. Her almond eyes were warm, but she was just as cold-hearted as my stepsister.

“Ugh,” Samantha groaned, stomping past me and my science kit. “You’re so lame, Brian. Have you even gotten laid in college yet? I bet not. Once a geek, always a geek.”

I heard Sam rustling through the cabinets and fridge behind me while I checked out Angie through the door. She wasn’t paying any attention to me. Which was just fine, because it gave me the chance to leer at her, imagining all the things I’d have her do if…

But no. That would be very unethical. I couldn’t possibly test out my project on my sister and her friend. My formula was designed as a non-intoxicating, psychoactive “love potion”. It would make whoever drank it extremely horny, and extremely affectionate. And fertile, though that was just an unintended side effect. The formula would make the user so dumbstruck with lust that they would forget everything but their desire.

I longed to sprinkle some of it on Samantha and her friend, but I was far too scrupulous for that.

Samantha tossed her perky ass back and forth as she flounced past me, towards the door. She turned around, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Later, loser,” she said.

“Whatever, skank,” I said right as she closed the door. Angie gave me the finger, and I heard them laughing as they disappeared out of sight. I sighed and tried to get back to work. I was trying to isolate the neurotropic elements of the formula, so that the user would retain some intelligence. As it was, the formula made people pretty dumb. Of course, they still had their free will. It wasn’t like they would do something they didn’t want to do. It was just that they would want to do things they didn’t normally want to do!

A half hour later, I thought I’d gotten some good results and decided to take a break. My solution needed to be kept cool, so I put it in the fridge. It was bright green, and I figured no one would be stupid enough to just drink a random bright green liquid in a beaker, so I didn’t bother labelling it.

Well, I shouldn’t have “figured” anything when it came to Samantha. Or Angie. What happened next is still barely believable to me, but it’s totally true. Everything changed on that fateful day. I think it all changed for the better, and I’m quite sure the girls agree.

***


I was watching TV in the living room, still mulling over my formula. I heard someone opening the back door and padding around in the kitchen. Just one of the girls, getting more snacks. How they ate so much without turning into fat pigs, I’ll never understand. I heard the fridge open and close, and ice being plunked into a glass. Still, I didn’t think anything of it. They were drinking soda or whatever. I flipped through the channels idly. The sounds in the kitchen pretty much stopped, and I forgot all about it. 

“Ooooh,” I heard my stepsister’s voice travel through the hall. It was a weird sound for her to make, but I still sat there, totally oblivious. “Umm…ooooh!”

Alright, the more she made those noises, the weirder it sounded. I turned down the volume on the TV. If I didn’t know better, I’d think my baby sister was masturbating in the kitchen!

“Samantha?” I called her name, thinking that she might be hurt or sick or something. “Are you…”

“Brian?” Samantha’s voice was closer, and I turned to the door. Samantha appeared, looking very red in the face. Her chest was heaving, her skin glowy, her eyes a bit cloudy. “Wow. Hi.”

Samantha giggled as she looked at me, crossing her legs a little and blushing. I quirked an eyebrow. This was…weird.

“Hi,” I said. “What’s up.”

“Umm…” Samantha said, giggling again. “Boy. That drink was good, Brian. Did you make it?”

Drink? What dri…

Oh, my god!

“Samantha, what drink?” I asked. “The green one?”

“Yeah!” Samantha squealed, hopping closer towards me, those generous tits bouncing. “It was sooo good. It made me feel really gooooood. Brian, have you been working out?”

No, I had not been working out. My mind raced as I realized what had happened. My sister had drank the formula! She was a relentlessly horny bimbo! I could almost see her salivating as she looked at me, her eyes roaming up and down my body. I’ll admit, having my bitchy stepsister gazing at me with such lust, her big tits nearly in my face, had an effect on me. And my gym shorts did little to hide the effect. It doesn’t help that I was gifted with a big cock as well as a big brain. It took approximately two seconds for Samantha to notice this, and her face was priceless.

“Brian!” She gasped. “Your dick! Ooohhh….”

“What about it?” I said, deciding that since there was no way to counteract the formula, I might as well go along with it. The poor girl would be torturously horny without me there to help her out, and I’d rather keep her safe with me than have her roaming the streets.

“It’s so…it’s so…mmmm…..”

She was practically drooling, drifting closer to me.

“It’s so hard,” she finally moaned.

“Well, sure,” I said, grabbing myself through my loose shorts. “What about it? What do you care?”

Samantha groaned. I could see her nipples, hard as diamonds under her bikini top. And her bottoms were soaked, sticking between her pussy lips.

“I…I…Brian, can I touch it? Please? I really want to…”

“You want to touch my cock, Samantha?” I said. “You want to feel it, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, dropping to her knees in front of me.

“Please, Brian,” she moaned.

“But you’re my sister,” I said. “I’m not sure I should let you.”

She blinked up at me, blue eyes wide and desperate.

“Please,” she moaned again. “I won’t tell Mommy or Daddy. I just want to touch it a little bit…taste it…”

“If I let you,” I said. “Will you promise to do all my chores around the house, and be my slave for the rest of the summer?”

Samantha nodded eagerly, wet ponytail bouncing. Her tits heaved between my knees, pressing against my thighs. I couldn’t control myself for a second longer.

“Alright,” I said. “Go ahead. But make sure you show how grateful you are.”

“Thank you, Brian!” she squealed. She pulled on my pants, my cock springing to live, angry and erect.

“You're so big, Brian,” she marveled, taking the shaft in her hand. She could barely form a fist around it. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker. My sister always ran around like a slut, but now I knew for sure that she was one!

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, Samantha,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let my bratty sister suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, baby sister,” I said, seeing her face light up. “How do you feel?”

“I feel good, Brian,” she said. “Thank you for letting me suck your cock! Can I do it more? I liked it so much…I want to taste your cum!”

Damn. I almost let her make me cum right then and there. But I wanted to make sure I wrang every possible pleasure out of this opportunity, and I had a vision in my head of making my bitch of a stepsister scream my name while she came like a whore on my tongue.

I switched our positions, throwing her onto the couch and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The bikini thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. It was also radiating heat, the fertility side-effect in full swing. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. She grabbed my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, Samantha was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, Brian,” Samantha cried, her pussy clenching tight then releasing, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. I wished she hadn't screamed; she was likely to get Angie’s attention, and she’d certainly put a stop to this. No way was bitchy Angie going to let Samantha fuck her own brother.

“Brian?” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning, as I pulled away and licked my lips. “That was so good…I want more, Brian. Can I have more, please? I need more!”

She didn't actually think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. Even dripping with nectar, it was like fucking a virgin. She finally settled at the bottom of my cock, back arched, tits against my face, fully impaled on my member. My sister was so damn hot, and I was finally getting to show her what bratty little teases got. I leaned forward, sucking her chlorine-soaked nipple between my lips until she cried out.

“Oh, big brother,” she moaned. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself, and slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples one by one.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, brother, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” Samantha cried. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her blonde hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. We were screwed! It was Angie!

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. Angie was looking at us – but it wasn’t horror in her eyes. Not at all.

“I…I drank some weird…thing…and…oooohhh….”

Angie looked like she was about to cum right there, watching Samantha fuck me. Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet her friend, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Angie,” she moaned. “My brother’s cock is soooooo good!”

“God damn right it is, you little whore,” I grit out, watching Angie shake, her nipples just as hard under her bikini. “Get naked, Angie, and come over here if you want some of this.”

“Yes!” Angie squealed, ripping her top off, her tan breasts spilling forward. “Thank you! Oh, it looks so good, I want it!”

To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. Angie kneeled beside me on the couch. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but my little sister had already worked so hard, she deserved to cum.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Brian,” Angie begged. “I’m sorry we were so mean, please fuck me!”

She was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. I barked her name,  stroking my cock, an idea forming in my brain. Samantha scrambled up between my knees, eager to please me.

“Get underneath Angie, and lick her clit while I fuck her,” I said. Angie moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Angie's until she could lap at Angie's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Angie's mouth.

But Angie didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: my bitchy little sister and her best friend, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

It was too good to stand on the sidelines for very long.

I grabbed Angie's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Angie lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Angie's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummelled Angie's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Brian,” Angie moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. And she would almost certainly get pregnant, with the formula working the way it did. But I wasn’t going to stop now. Maybe I could get Samantha to lick it all out of Angie before any of it managed to get into her womb. I slapped Angie's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her teenage body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes soooo good,” Samantha said, writhing, mouth open and begging for more. “Please, more, Brian!”

“It feels like heaven,” Angie groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“Two little sluts,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. “Greedy little whores like you should be grateful for what you get.”

The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Angie's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight. I didn’t even care if I got Angie pregnant. Maybe I would get them both pregnant. It would serve them right, after the way they’d always treated me!

“Is that...is that all, Brian?” Angie asked, pouting. I grinned.

“For now, yes,” I said. “Why don’t you two go get me a snack and something to drink? Not the green liquid. Soda. If you’re very good and lick my balls and feet, I might be able to get hard again after nourishing myself.

The two girls almost trampled each other rushing to do just what I said. Soon enough, I was eating a huge plate of nachos, my feet up on Angie’s back, using her like a table while my sister licked and sucked my balls, fingering herself desperately at the same time.

Damn.

That formula still needed some work, but I’d say it worked damn good so far.

And I had a whole summer to work on perfecting it!


Clearing Her Mind

I’ve always struggled with anxiety.

All through school, my test anxiety was so bad that I nearly flunked out. And I certainly didn’t get into college.

My social anxiety kept me from ever having friends, or a boyfriend. By the time I turned 19, I’d never even been kissed! Which was pretty crazy, considering that I’ve been blessed with a body most people would consider a “knockout”.  I have D-cup breasts and long blonde hair with blue eyes. My waist is trim without me needing to work out, but my butt is nice and perky.

Just about the only thing that never caused me anxiety was my body. But other people’s reaction to my body was a different story. I would get so nervous whenever a man looked at me that I nearly peed myself. I didn’t know how I’d ever get a boyfriend or get married or lose my virginity or have kids or a normal life, since even just talking to a cute boy made me want to cry.

My parents understood that I was far too anxious to live on my own, but they put a lot of pressure on me to move out. They’d given me a year after high school to figure stuff out. The first thing I had to do was get a job.

It was kind of ironic that I would up getting a job with one of the best hypnotherapists in the state.

Dr. Rhett specialized in hypnosis for anxiety. He was renowned across the country, always written up in medical journals and stuff. He needed a receptionist, and I needed a job that didn’t require any prior experience or college education. I was a total mess when I interviewed, but somehow I managed to get the job anyway.

Dr. Rhett was extremely kind, and also extremely handsome. He had a kind of silver fox thing going on, with gray hair and blue eyes that crinkled becomingly when he smiled. He had perfect teeth, and he worked out every single day, giving him a really nice body.

It paid well, and I knew that soon I would have to use the money to move out. The closer and closer my deadline came, the more and more anxious I was. It got to the point where I could barely function. How was I going to live on my own? Who would help me figure out when to eat, what to eat, how to take care of myself?

Despite the fact that I worked for Dr. Rhett and could probably have gotten a discount on therapy, I never had the guts to ask him. I didn’t want him to fire me because he learned I was basically incompetent to even get out of bed in the morning. I figured he was getting ready to fire me, anyway. My intense anxiety was causing me such distraction at work that I barely got anything done, and what I did manage to do was done all wrong. I knew it was just a matter of time before Rhett got fed up with my mistakes and gave me the axe.

Maybe then my parents would let me stay home a little longer, until I found another job.

So, on the Thursday that Dr. Rhett asked me to come into his office after his last patient left, I was more than ready to humbly accept my fate. I entered with my head down, fighting back tears.

“Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said, motioning to the couch across from his chair. “Will you sit down, please?”
 

“Yes, Dr. Rhett,” I said, sitting down on the couch, smoothing my short, professional gray dress under my thighs beforehand. I kept my eyes on my lap and focussed hard on not wringing my hands together.

“Brittany, I’ve really enjoyed having you around the office,” Dr. Rhett said, concern in his voice. Here we go, I thought. My very first firing. I knew this would happen, I’m no good, I’ll never be any good…

“I’m sorry, Dr. Rhett,” I choked out, tears spilling forward.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett said. “Look at me, please.”

He sounded so kind and compassionate that I sniffled and looked up at him.

“I’m not firing you, if that’s what you think,” he said, smiling softly. I felt immense relief wash over me – followed by more anxiety. If he wasn’t firing me, then why did he call me into the office? Was something going to change in the office? If he wasn’t going to fire me, I’d definitely have to move out, soon, and then…

My mind was racing, and only focussing on Dr. Rhett’s kind brown eyes helped me slow it down.

“I’ve just noticed that you seem extremely anxious,” he said. “You’ve always seemed anxious, since the very day I met you. But recently, it’s gotten much worse. I’m a professional, Brittany. I know anxiety when I see it.”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be letting it interefere with my work.”

“Nonsense,” Dr. Rhett said. “Why don’t you tell me what’s troubling you so much?”
 

I looked at him, wondering if I would be taking advantage of him if I tried to explain my troubles. Would he think less of me? Maybe if he wasn’t going to fire me now, he’d do it once he realized how crazy I was!

“You can trust me, my dear,” he said. I took a big breath.

“It’s just that my parents are making me move out,” I said, the words coming out all in a rush. I felt like I was suffocating a bit in the room, my dress suddenly way too tight, compressing my breasts uncomfortably. I’d never talked about my anxiety out loud before. But now that I’d started, I couldn’t stop! I told Dr. Rhett everything. About how I didn’t think I could live on my own and take care of myself, how badly I just wanted someone to tell me what to do, how to live my life, all the things I’d missed out on because of my anxiety. He listened patiently, nodding.

“And so, you’ve never been with a man,” he said finally when I took a breath. I shook my head.

“Do you have desires, like a normal girl of your age?” He asked.

“I guess,” I said, thinking of the way my body sometimes felt really hot around a handsome man, or my nipples getting hard. But I was always too nervous to touch myself, thinkign that someone would find out and think badly of me for doing it.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett sighed. “I’m terribly sorry to hear about all this. It sounds like you’ve had a really hard time trying to deal with this on your own. You’re very brave.”

“Thank you, Dr. Rhett,” I said, not feeling brave at all. I peered up at him from under my lashes. “Do you…do you think you could…?”

“Help you?” Dr. Rhett studied me. “I’m sure I could. The problem is, your case is so severe, that even the discount I could give you as my employee wouldn’t help much financially. I do know what you make, after all.”

“Oh,” I said, utterly deflated. “I see.”

“However,” Dr. Rhett said. “There is another possibility. Now, this isn’t something I would do for anyone else, but I’m quite fond of you. You told me that what you want more than anything is for someone to take care of you, and tell you what to do, how to live. Correct?”
 

“Yes,” I nodded. “Very much so!”

“That’s a rather complicated thing to ask of someone, don’t you think? It would be a lot of work for that person.”

“I suppose so,” I said, deflating.

“However, if there was sufficient reward for this person, perhaps it would be worthwhile.”

Dr. Rhett was looing at me kind of oddly. I squirmed in my seat. It felt really hot in his office, and my dress felt tighter than ever.

“To put this simply, my dear, I cannot let you continue to work for me in your condition. It’s a liability, you see. However, I don’t want to fire you. And I’d like very much to help you feel better. I’d be willing to offer you a one-time hypnosis session. This hypnosis session would put you entitrely under my control. You would do what I say, when I say it. I would tell you how to dress, what to eat, everything that you’re so afraid of.”

I leaned forward, rapt. That sounded…perfect! But what was the catch?

“However, in return for the painstaking task of controlling you and caring for you, and providing for you, I would require that you give me control of your body as well as your mind. I am a man, and I have needs. Sexual needs, you understand. You’ll live with me, and be prepared to take care of those needs whenever I ask you to.”

I blushed bright red. I had no idea Dr. Rhett was interested in me like that! I was thirty years younger than him, at least! And why would he want a virgin, anyway? I didn’t know how to do anything! I was so ashamed, I started crying again.

“Of course, you can say no, my dead,” Dr. Rhett said. “But consider this. If you want to have a normal life, you will eventually need to establish sexual relations with someone. Why not give me that privelege, since you’re so willing to give me control over every other aspect of your life?”

“Why do you even want me?” I asked. “I’m no good at anything!”

Dr. Rhett flashed me a charming smile.

“I can make you very good at everything,” he said. I felt something stirring inside me. “Why wouldn’t a distinguished man like me want a lovely young woman to service him? You underestimate yourself, Brittany.”

I looked at Dr. Rhett. He made some good points. And my anxiety was torturing me. His solution was so elegant, so simple, so…perfect.

“Alright,” I said softly. “Alright, Dr. Rhett.”

He smiled. And for the first time since I could remember, I could smile back without being anxious about having something in my teeth or looking stupid.

***


Dr. Rhett had me lay down on his couch. He set a metronome clicking. He began to talk in low, silky tones. 

“I’d like you to breathe deeply and focus on my voice.”

I did as he said, focussing on taking big breaths and listening to him talk. His voice was so smooth, it was easy to listen to him.

“You are very relaxed. You have no fear. You have no reason to be afraid. You are deeply aware that everything is alright, everything is good. You are very calm, because you realize you will never have another reason to be afraid…”

The more he spoke, the more his words seemed true. I was feeling very dazed and sleepy and warm and relaxed. Of course I wasn’t afraid. Why would I be afraid? I was very calm, very happy, very warm…

“Brittany, you are giving me control over your life,” Dr. Rhett said. “You will do as I say in every aspect. You trust me to take care of you and make sure no harm comes to you. In my care, you will always be safe and healthy. You will always be safe and healthy. You want to make me happy, because I keep you safe and healthy…”

Of course! It all made sense now. What point was there in worrying? I didn’t have to make any decisions, I didn’t have to even think anymore. Dr. Rhett would keep me safe and healthy. I would make him happy, and he would keep me safe and healthy. I wanted very badly to make him happy.

“Tell me, Brittany, how do you feel?”

“Good, Dr. Rhett,” I said. “I feel very good.”

“I’d like you to call me Master from now on, Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said. “Do you remember why you’re here?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m here because I’m giving you control over my life. My body and my mind are yours.”

“Very good,” Master said. I felt pleased to have given the right answer. “How does your body feel now, my pet?”

“Heavy and warm, Master,” I said.

“Very good,” Master said. “I am about to use your body. You love it when I use your body. It makes you wet. You enjoy my touch. You enjoy any way that I touch you.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, feeling myself flush. He was right, I was getting wet just thinking about Master touching me. Why was I ever afraid of  it?

“Alright, my pet,” Master said. “Come to me, now.”

I stood up on shaky legs. The whole world looked different. Softer, warmer, more lovely. I smiled brightly when I saw Master. So handsome and smart! I loved him so much! I couldn’t wait for him to use me, so I could feel him touching me! I wasn’t afraid to give him my first time, as I knew he would keep me safe and healthy.

I walked across the room to his chair. He stared up at me, studying my body.

“You’ve been a terrible employee, my pet,” Master said. “From now on, you’ll be much better. I will now punish you for being so terrible in the past. You enjoy being punished. You know that it is right because I say it’s right.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m sorry for being a bad employee. Please punish me.”

I deserved to be punished. Master said so.

“Good,” Master said. Before I could process it, he had me bent over his lap, my dress pulled up to expose my tight little ass. It was so arousing, the feeling of being so close to Master! My pussy dripped onto his lap as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh while

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass. This was my punishment. I deserved it. I loved it. Master’s hands felt so good. I squeezed my legs together as my pussy ached with need, the pain and pleasure mingling in sweet torture.

“Don't make a sound, my pet,” Master growled. “Accept your punishment in silence.”

He clutched a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacked me again. I kept my mouth shut. I wouldn’t make a sound. Master didn’t want me to, and Master was always right. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain.

The more he spanked my ass, the more I needed it. The pain turned to unbearable heat, and the only relief was his open palm, smacking my flesh once more. I wiggled and writhed and thrust my ass backward, wanting more, needing it harder and harder each time. And each time, he rubbed the raw flesh, drawing out my anticipation.

“You may speak now, my pet,” Master said. “Are you going to be a better employee? Are you going to obey me and do exactly what I say?”

“Yes, Master,” I panted. “I promise, Master.”

“And you understand that if you continue to fail me, you'll need to be punished?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my hips wriggling again. I was on fire with lust for Master. His touch was so good!

“Good, little girl,” he said. “Now it's time for you to prove you're worth being my pet. Get up.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, rising from his lap, my ass bright red from his abuse.

“Strip,” Master barked, leaning back on his elbows.

I reached behind me, finding the dress’ zipper and pulling it down. It pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of it. Shimmying my panties down and undoing my bra, I finally stood totally naked before him. At one time, this would have given me a panic attack, but now it felt right. It made sense. This was Master’s body to use as he wanted. He had every right to stare at it whenever he wanted. My nipples were hard, my D-cup breasts taut and goosebumped in the cold room.

“Come,” he ordered, and raised his hand, beckoning me forward. I obeyed, having no other choice, until he could grab my hips and pull them towards him. He still sat on the chair, looking up at me.

“You want to play with your nipples, my pet. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. I’d never played with my nipples before, but as soon as he told me I wanted to, I did. So much so that it hurt not to touch them.

“You have my permission,” he growled, and I wasted no time, grabbing my breasts and pulling at my hard nipples, twisting them firmly. I was so preoccupied with that, I didn't realize what was happening until I felt Master's tongue pressing against my pussy lips and wrapping around my clit. No one had ever touched me down there, not even myself;  and now, Master was kissing it!

“Oh!”

“Did I tell you to speak?” Master pulled away so sharply, I worried I might die of shock and need.

“No, Master,” I grit out, still teasing and torturing my nipples.

“Then shut your fucking mouth, pet,” he growled. My thighs were shaking, need like a freight train rolling through me. He leaned in again, dipped his tongue between my legs, and this time I stifled my scream. But the feeling was so intense, so perfectly soft and wet and warm, that I couldn't hold back. He flicked his tongue across my clit and I erupted, my nipples twisted between my fingers, my juices dripping down my thighs. For the first time ever, I came.

He growled, lapping at my juices, tongue pressed against my clit. When he pulled away, I had to grab his head for support so I didn't collapse.

“I'll have to teach you not to come without permission,” he said. “For tonight, I'll let it go. But your training will have to begin soon...”

“Yes, Master,” I panted, breathless.

“Go sit on the couch,” he ordered, and I happily obeyed. “Open your mouth wide and stick out your tongue.”

I obeyed again as he came to stand in front of me. As I watched, he  unleashed his cock. It was my first time ever seeing a prick for real, and it exceeded my expectations. It was at least nine inches, thick as my fist, and throbbing with lust for me.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” Master barked. “You’re going to enjoy it. You’re going to lick my cock and moan and drool for me.”

Before I could even try to understand what he said, he was grabbing my head, forcing his cock past my lips. He let me savor the tip, a drip of his precum sliding down my throat as I circled the plush head with my tongue. But I only had a moment before he took control again, easing his shaft down my willing throat; when he met resistance, he simply pushed harder, until I had every inch of him throbbing in my mouth. Immediately, tears came to my eyes, my airways blocked. He pulsed there, deep in my throat, fucking me raw, and I loved it.

When he was ready, and no sooner, he pulled out, only to ram himself into me again, and again, and again, using my mouth as his own personal fuck toy. His hand in my hair clenched and tightened, holding me in place, never letting me go. With a groan, he slammed himself against the very back of my throat. Then he pulled out, his cock trailing spit from my lips as I gasped desperately for air.

“There will be plenty of time for me to fill that pretty throat and tiny stomach of yours, my pet,” he promised, pulling my head back again. This time, he pulled until I was on my back, my legs dangling over the edge of the couch. I could feel his massive cock between my pussy lips, spreading me, teasing my clit. Pain teased my body as he pressed to my virgin sex.

“Now, I’m going to take your virginity. You will not feel any pain. You will only feel pleasure. You want my cock inside you. You want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted in your life.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my hips arching in desperation, wanting him to plunge that cock inside me. “Please! Fill my virgin pussy!”

“Your purpose in life is to make sure my balls are empty, at all times. Whenever I crave release, you will be there to service me, however I tell you to. ”

“Yes, Master! Yes, oh, please!”

“Perfect,” he said, leaning over me with a grin. “You'll be an excellent pet.”

And with that, he finally plunged into me, grabbing my calves and raising them high so he could slam deep into my pussy on his first stroke. He tore my hymen, piercing me to my core, stretching my tight pussy with his massive cock. I screamed, my whole body shuddering as he filled me up. It was more than I could stand; I grabbed at the cushions, twisting them in my fingers.

Master began to fuck me hard, lowering one hand to my clit and rubbing it with his thumb, driving himself against my womb in time to his strokes. The whole world was spinning too fast, and my body was wracked and ravaged, but I was going to come again. I knew he wanted me to, and I wanted to make him happy. I couldn't stop myself if I tried. But I held on, as long as I could, my jaw clenched tight, eyes closed, each driving thrust bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” Master grunted, the first time I'd heard him lose control. And that was it; a second later, I felt his cum explode against my pussy, and I let go, coming with him. My pussy milked his cock, taking every drop of his hot, wet seed. When we finally finished, collapsing together on the bed, we were both sweating and panting.

“Not bad, my pet. Not bad. You need much more training and practice. I assume you’re not on birth control?” Master suddenly asked.

“No, Master,” I said. That meant I could get pregnant, right?

“Good,” Master said. “If you want to be mine, and get fucked the way you deserve, and taken care of, you'll follow my every order. I will provide for your every need. But you will take my seed, and you will bear my children.”

“Yes, Master,” I sighed happily. I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with Master’s babies! He was so good to me. I had never felt so happy!
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“Brittany, I need you to come into my office. Now.”

He had twenty minutes before his next patient. I popped up from my desk and skipped into his office. He was waiting for me in his big chair. I kneeled in front of him, pulling his hard cock out.

“How would you like me to service you, Master?”

“Your sweet pussy, my little pet,” he said, eyes twinkling. I grinned back. I loved that. I loved having Master's cum dripping from me freshly-fucked pussy.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. I was always wet for him; that was one of my rules. If he ever found me dry, it would be a punishment, until I was sufficiently wet again.

When Master finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts, barely contained in the tiny suit I now wore in the office, bounced before his eyes.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to come – quickly. But now, I could wait, and hold off until he told me to come. Sometimes, he wouldn't let me come, and I'd spend hours wiggling in torture. Thankfully, this was not one of those times, and as he locked eyes with me, I knew it was time to release.

“Come for me, little girl,” he growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him. He grabbed my head, pulled it down to meet his, our lips crashing together like waves, driving me into pure ecstasy. This was heaven: Master coming inside me, kissing me, holding me...

I was never anxious anymore. I had no need to be anxious. Master provided everything for me. I was safe and healthy with him.

And I knew exactly how to repay him for everything he'd given me. It was waiting for us at home. That night, after cleaning the house and cooking him dinner and licking his shoes clean and sucking his cock, I would present him with my gist. A pregnancy test, positive, with a nice shiny bow on it.


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!
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