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Dominated by Her Friends


Chapter 1

“Can you at least take my underwear off of me?”  I pleaded, squirming against my restraints.  Leon towered over me, his crisp suit starkly contrasting my mostly naked form, my chest flushed with embarrassment at how vulnerable I was.  The hardwood floor was freezing on my exposed back, arms and legs, the only thing covering me up at all being the skimpy thong Leon had selected for me to wear that evening. 

“Did I ask you to talk?” he replied coldly.  He walked over to a small table a couple of feet away from me and picked something up.  “I wasn’t sure we would need this tonight, but it looks like you don’t plan on keeping your little whore mouth shut.”  Bending down to reach my supine form, he fastened a ball gag in my mouth, making it impossible to do anything but whimper. 

“Ah, much better.”  He grabbed my jaw roughly, his face inches away from mine, and inspected me carefully before standing back up.

I was already quivering with anticipation.  I was lying on my back, my arms and legs splayed, each limb tied by rope that was knotted around steel rings that seemed to be bolted to the floor.  So that’s what he was doing down here for the past few evenings, I thought to myself.  The basement was our regular play space, so any time Leon was planning anything elaborate, he put it together here. 

“Look at you,” Leon said, pacing around the room, absentmindedly fingering the tools, decorations and kinky implements he had hand-selected for his dungeon.  “You’re pathetic.  Lying on the floor like that, completely exposed, not even able to talk, flaunting your tiny tits and your hard nipples.  The worst part is that I know, deep down, you love being in such a compromising position, where anyone could take advantage of you like this.  You probably can’t think of anything except cock and fucking all day long, can’t you?  You’re not good for anything but getting fucked and cummed on.” 

Standing directly in between my legs, he ran his foot up my calf and thigh, the rubber sole of his shoe cold and rough against my skin.  Once he made it all the way up my leg, he stepped on my pussy, callously grinding his shoe into my crotch.  It hurt, but at the same time, I loved it; he hadn’t let me cum in weeks and the slightest touch was all it took to set me aflame with arousal. 

“God, what a dirty little pig,” he muttered in disgust, removing his shoe from my crotch and looking at it with concern.  “I’m gonna have to wash this.”

Being degraded like that turned me on even more.  I could feel my pussy swelling up with need.  I was sure there was already a dark spot on my thong from my juices dripping out.   I let out an involuntary moan, my back arching and my fingers lightly clawing the floor.

“Wow, you’re already so wet, just from my shoe.  What a nasty, brain-dead slut.  I was thinking of using your holes and just denying you orgasm, but I don’t know if someone like you is even good for that,” he said, staring down at my body.  “Looks like I’ll just have to take care of things myself.”  With that, he started undoing his belt.  God, I’m too pathetic to even be used as a living pocket pussy, I thought to myself, heating up even more at how humiliating the scenario was. 

Moments later, Leon’s cock had flopped out of his pants and he was standing over me, stroking himself over my body.  Sometimes he looked at me, but more often than not he just looked off in the distance, a focused look trained on his face.  I bet he isn’t even thinking of me…  I mean he is hardly looking at me and I’m right here, lying naked in front of him!  The mix of humiliation and arousal I had been feeling magnified at the thought, and I felt like if he touched my pussy at all, I would cum immediately.  Even so much as a breeze might have been enough, but the thong I was wearing covered me just enough that it might as well have been a chastity cage in that moment.

“What a needy look you have on your face.  You really want an orgasm, don’t you?” Leon mused while he stroked himself.  I nodded my head vigorously, unable to get the words out through the gag. 

“Maybe I should give you the chance to get one.  Does that sound nice?”  I nodded again with even more vigor, my hands starting to tremble with anticipation.  Is this really happening?  In the past three weeks, he hasn’t shown given even a passing thought to my pleasure, let alone an orgasm, I thought.  My pulse quickened, beating through my ears.  I wanted to jump up and dance but I was bolted to the floor and could only gyrate my hips a bit, thrusting mindlessly into the air like some kind of animal in heat. 

“Okay, we can do that.  But it’ll come with a cost,” he smirked sadistically.  I saw his cock engorge even more and felt a strand of his precum drip onto my stomach.  My heart skipped a beat.  What could he have in mind that would be worse than being constantly denied any form of stimulation to my pussy? 

“I’ll let you make the choice on which option you want to take,” he said, quickening his pace a bit but still maintaining his calm, collected manner of speaking.  “If you want a chance at cumming, we’ll leave the outcome up to fate.  I’ll roll a six-sided die.  Whatever result I roll will be what happens to you – I have a chart that lists the possible outcomes.  A one or a six result in an orgasm for you.  Two through five on the other hand… those are your bad outcomes.  You’ll find out what they are if you roll one of them.  The choice is yours.” 

With that, he went silent.  The only sound in the room was the slick, wet sound as he stroked himself, his hand lubed in his own precum. 

The choice was excruciating; I would have almost preferred that he just denied me orgasm like he normally did.  Now that release was in sight, I really wanted to take the chance.  I only had a one in three chance of successfully getting my orgasm, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to improve my odds.  I was just wagering my fate on a gamble, and I knew I would regret the choice if I got whatever sorts of brutal punishments Leon had in store for me.  But, at the same time, I just couldn’t ignore the possibility of getting to cum after all this time…

“Well, do you want to cum or not?” he asked.  “I’m not gonna wait much longer for an answer.”  I nodded my head ‘yes’ enthusiastically, despite my best efforts to think more rationally. 

“That’s what I thought,” he said.  I heard the sound of a die hitting the floor, then the sound of Leon softly sighing.  He crouched down over me and took out the ball gag.  I could feel his hand brushing against my body as he jerked himself off, his cock inches away from my sweet spot.  “Well, what do you think you got?”

“D-did I get a one, Sir?” I asked, trembling with nerves. 

“No, you silly girl, you got a two.  You know what that means, right?”

“What does it mean, Sir?”

“It means that instead of an orgasm, we’ll be doing lots of anal insertions and stretching for the next two weeks.  I know you’ve never done anal before, but now’s the best time to start, right?”

“Yes, Sir…”

“Good girl.  At least then you’ll be able to do something right,” Leon said, standing back up.  He started stroking himself faster and more intensely than before, his breathing growing more rapid.  I could see the head of his cock engorging like it always did before he finished.  Seconds later, he exploded, shooting his load into the air above me.  I felt it splatter all over me, hitting my thighs, stomach, arms and face.  When he was done, he bent over me and stuck a cum-covered hand in front of my mouth.  I obediently licked it up, trying to derive some vicarious pleasure out of his orgasm.

Leon put his dick away, wiped his hand off with a tissue, then bent back down to me and untied the rope around my wrists and ankles.  Finally freed from my restraints, I began stretching out my arms and legs, enjoying having the freedom to move.  Leon scooped me up in his arms like a princess, and when I looked into his eyes, it was no longer the sadistic, domineering Leon that degraded and denied me; he was back to being my sweet, caring husband. 

“How was that, Leira?” he asked as he carried me up the stairs to take me to the shower. 


Chapter 2

“Hey, Leon, is the food coming out alright?” I called down the stairs as I worked on arranging my stubborn hair into a shape I was satisfied with.  I heard a muffled “yeah” from downstairs and continued getting ready.  We were having a couple over for dinner and were trying to be good hosts, something that usually resulted in a bit of scrambling. 

As dark as our bedroom antics could get sometimes, Leon and I did have a nice (and conventional) vanilla relationship.  We were, by all appearances, a typical young suburban married couple.  We had a pure-bred dog, went jogging together in the mornings, and liked hiking, biking, and having friends over either for wine nights or backyard barbecue.  There was a refresher I really liked from Starbucks that I got nearly every day, and Leon played in an adult recreational football league on the weekends with his friends. 

Our sex life, however, was anything but conventional.  It started when I accidentally saw some porn he forgot to exit out of on his computer.  It was dark BDSM, depicting women getting tied up, beaten, and called names.  At first I was appalled, but when he taught me about the ethics of BDSM, telling me about consent, safe-words, and limits, a new world began to open up to me.  I never realized that this was something “normal” people could do, and that it could be done in a way that makes everyone feel safe.  Upon my suggestion, we started trying it out together, and I learned my two biggest kinks: degradation and orgasm denial.  I found being talked down to and insulted cathartic, and I loved being so pent up and horny that I became desperate and irrational.  Leon was more than happy to explore those kinks with me, and we played frequently, eventually getting comfortable enough to get into some rougher, darker scenes.

My thought was interrupted by Leon’s voice calling out from the downstairs. 

“Honey, they’re here!  I’m gonna let them in now,” he called up to me, the doorbell ringing as he spoke.  I rushed to put the finishing touches on my hair and makeup and headed down.  I always liked to dress up when we had people over and I felt good about how I looked – I had straightened my long, black hair, put on a comfortable but slightly sexy green top that showed off my lean, toned frame, and put on a pair of patterned black leggings I might have normally worn to the club.  Leon was dressed much more casually, just wearing a comfortable looking red polo shirt and tan slacks.  No matter how he dressed, though, he looked sexy.  Both of us put in a lot of time at the gym, but Leon seemed to be built for it; he was ripped without being too bulky and his well-defined form clearly showed through the polo. 

Right as I reached the downstairs floor, Leon was opening the door, welcoming our guests. 

“Hi Leon!” a beaming, chipper voice called out.  “It’s good to see you.  It’s been too long.”  Sophie entered the house and greeted Leon with a warm hug as she spoke.  When she noticed me, her eyes lit up and she immediately floated over in my direction, nearly toppling me over with an enthusiastic embrace. 

“Hey Sophie, I’m glad you and Justin could make it out tonight,” I greeted her, returning the hug. 

“Of course!  We’re always down for a relaxed evening with good friends,” she replied, then gave my butt a quick squeeze, fleeing back towards Leon before I could react.  Justin had already walked into the house and greeted Leon by the time I looked back, and the three of them were already bantering like usual.  My face reddened a bit with surprise when I realized what she did and I considered saying something but thought better of it; that was just how Sophie was.  I was never one to get too playful with women, but I knew she didn’t mean anything by it.  And besides, I was happy to see her and Justin.  They were both usually busy with work and weren’t able to hang out very often, so I treasured these times with them.   

“Hey Leira, could you bring the food out to the table?” Leon asked as he took their coats and walked towards the closet.  “Take a seat at the table and let us know if you need anything,” he directed them.  I took the chicken out of the oven, then took the fruit salad and green beans out to the dining room table next to the kitchen.  Once everything was ready, we all started into our meals and into a steady thrum of conversation. 

Try as I might, though, I couldn’t focus on a single thing anyone was saying. 

Every time I shifted in my seat, I could feel the fabric of my underwear rubbing against my crotch, causing a consistent low level of stimulation that made my head spin.  My whole body was buzzing with heat, every one of my senses on edge.  I don’t know how I’m going to get through tonight, I thought to myself.  This was all my fault, all because of my rashness two weeks ago.

Leon had denied me any orgasms for three or so weeks leading up to that night, and once he got my arousal to an all-time high, he denied me once again, sentencing me to two weeks of anal insertions.  He started with just one finger, a sharpie, a small plug, then worked his way up to his cock, thicker plugs, and even an oversized dildo that I couldn’t even fit in my pussy.  While I was expecting to hate having anything up my ass, it ended up being a lot easier to take than I expected.  Maybe too easy, I thought.  Once I got used to having objects shoved up my ass, I noticed that it was much more pleasurable than I had thought.  Having something big in there actually stimulated my vagina through my ass, giving me a sort of phantom-pleasure that immediately got me craving Leon’s cock.  Constant anal and a complete neglect of my pussy for two weeks turned me into a distractible, horny mess.  At the slightest provocation, I would immediately lose my focus and presence of mind, nearly drooling at the thought of getting my pussy stuffed full of cock.  To make matters worse, Leon had been hinting for the past few days that I might finally get an orgasm if I was good, which made it even more difficult to focus. 

“Hey, you okay Leira?  You seem a little spacey – it’s sort of unlike you,” Justin asked, snapping me out of my fog.  I noticed that everyone was nearly done with their meals, and I had hardly finished half of mine. 

“Oh… sorry!  I’ve been a little tired,” I quickly fibbed, not about to tell our friends about all the dark stuff we had been up to.  Justin would be the last person to understand what we were doing anyways.  He and Sophie were super vanilla; I was sure of it.

“You know what, how about I put on a movie for us?”  Leon asked, getting up from his seat and heading over to the den, which was also adjacent to the dining room. 

“Yeah, that’s cool,” I answered.  A movie would be the perfect thing for me to get my mind off of everything.  I picked up everyone’s plates and took them back to the kitchen while Sophie headed to the bathroom and Justin entered into the den to pick the movie with Leon. 

When I came back from the kitchen, the guys were settling into the 3-seater couch sitting along the wall, the movie already decided upon.  Leon was sitting on the far edge of the couch, talking enthusiastically with Justin about their jobs, Justin sitting directly next to him. 

“Come scoot in here, friend,” Justin gestured towards me, stretching his arm out in my direction.  I sat down next to him and he wrapped his arm around my shoulder, pulling me in close to him.  My heart skipped a beat with the surprise of unexpected physical contact.  I looked over at Leon but he didn’t bat an eye.  I saw the TV screen flick on and the menu screen for the film popped up as Sophie walked back into the room. 

“I see we’re having a cuddle party tonight, huh,” she smirked and eagerly dove right in, sliding up against my other side and resting her head on my shoulder.  I really didn’t like making a ton of physical contact with other women, but my body didn’t seem to register much of a difference between Sophie and Justin; I became flooded with indiscriminate arousal, working to stop myself from trembling.  Well, there goes any chance of focusing on the movie, I thought to myself as I tried to make myself small.  I could feel the sides of my legs touching Justin’s and Sophie’s, every inch of Justin’s large, muscular arm around my shoulder, his fingers absently drumming out an inscrutable pattern on my shoulder.  Sophie wrapped her arm around mine and I could feel her breasts pressed against my arm.  I wasn’t attracted to women at all, but I couldn’t stop focusing on it, how naughty it felt that she was casually touching me like that. 

Leon turned on the movie and I did my best to focus on it.  To my dismay, the first scene was a sex scene, featuring a couple passionately fucking.  I squirmed in my seat and immediately became more aware of being sandwiched in between Justin and Sophie. 

“Are you really okay?” Justin asked, a look of concern on his face.  I blushed and instinctively turned my face away from him.

“Yeah Leira, you really have seemed kind of off all night,” Leon added.  “Is there something you need to tell us?”  It was probably too subtle for anyone else to notice, but when I turned to Leon, I saw the tell-tale signs in his face that he was getting some sort of sadistic thrill out of this.  He knew exactly what was going on.  My face heated up and I felt flustered and cornered.  On top of all that, I still couldn’t focus.  All eyes were on me and all I could think about was how erotic the moans of the characters in the movie were. 

“I haven’t cum in over a month!”  I blurted out, sitting up straight in my seat. 


Chapter 3

As soon as the words left my mouth, I froze, mortified.  My head spun, trying to figure out a way to back track. 

“I-I mean… That kind of came out wrong… I just haven’t been able to focus really well tonight, because…”  I stuttered out, covering my face with my hands in embarrassment.  I totally blew it.  Justin and Sophie would never want to hang out with us again.  I slowly snuck my eyes back up towards Justin’s and Sophie’s faces in order to gauge the damage.  Surprisingly, neither of them seemed disgusted or even all that surprised. 

“Aw, Leira…” Sophie said, a look of genuine concern on her face.  “I didn’t realize.  That really sucks.”  She looked up at Justin, who had a similar look on his face. 

“Is there anything we can do to make you more comfortable?” Justin said, easing his arm away from my shoulder.  “I’d hate for you to be stuck like this all night.” 

My thoughts went wild at his question.  God, I need to get my mind out of the gutter, I thought, desperately trying to get my head back on straight.  He doesn’t mean it like that, he just genuinely wants to help me.  I’m sure I made them super uncomfortable, but look how cool they are being about it. 

“Actually, I think there is something you guys might be able to do,” Leon replied for me.  “I think she just needs a bit of relief so she can relax.”  I froze.  This can’t be happening; I have to be missing something, right?  My mind was going a million miles an hour and I assumed I had just misheard. 

“Really?  Just tell me what we can do and I’d be happy to help.  I’m sure Sophie would, too.”  Justin turned to Sophie and she gave him an earnest nod, both of them still concerned but visibly relieved.  It was hard to tell due to how face my mind was racing, but I detected a certain coyness about how they looked at each other.  I brushed it off, assuming it was just my imagination.

“Okay, thanks for being so understanding, guys.  I guess we just need to hear from Leira to see what she needs,” Leon replied, then turned to me.  “Hey babe, is there anything they can do to help you feel better?  It would be a shame if you were in such an uncomfortable state all night.”  The trembles I had been holding back overwhelmed me.  Is he asking me what I think he is?  Do they understand what Leon is doing?  I can’t tell.  I don’t want to take the chance.  What if I am misreading this and I completely freak out our friends?  They reacted well to my first slip up, but I don’t want to mess things up again- 

“Touch me,” I squeaked out, unable to even finish my thought.  I could almost feel Leon’s sadistic amusement at my outburst.  I started getting pissed.  This isn’t some game like we do in the basement.  These are our actual friends!  Then again, I’m the one that said all that stuff, so I guess this is partially on me too.  As I got ready to apologize, I felt a hand on my shoulder.  It was Justin. 

“If that’s what you need, I’m sure Sophie and I can take care of it,” he said innocently.  This time I could tell for sure that there was more to this than he was letting on. 

Justin looked into my eyes, cupped my face in his large, strong hands, and leaned in to kiss me.

It was my first time kissing someone else since meeting my husband.  It felt so wrong, so nasty… But I could tell my underwear were already soaked by the time I registered what was happening.  I felt extra naughty kissing Justin right in front of my husband and his wife. 

No matter what I thought about it morally, though, my body had its own agenda.  I was too horny to think at all anymore.  I leaned into the kiss, immediately slipping some tongue in and pressing my hands up against his well-built chest. 

“That-a-girl,” Sophie cheered, giving me a pat on the back and egging me on.  I was really surprised at how she was acting – this was nothing like the Sophie I had come to know.  She was always affectionate and a bit touchy for my taste, but this was unexpected.  But hearing her encouraging me like this made me want to show off.  I broke the kiss with Justin and pulled my shirt over my head, exposing my soft, tan skin and lacy white bra.  Leon whistled and I saw Justin’s eyes go wide with surprise.  I leaned back into continue kissing Justin, but this time he went lower, kissing my neck and collarbone. 

“Ravish me,” I growled, completely losing myself to my horniness. 

“I think that can be arranged,” Justin replied under his breath, as he continued lower.  I felt his hands all over my stomach, hips, and back as he kissed me, inching his way towards my chest.  Suddenly, I felt two more hands on my back and realized that Sophie was undoing my bra.  I writhed a bit in protest, trying to get her hands away from my bra, but Justin easily held me in place.  My bra fell down into my lap and my perky, pink nipples were in full view. 

“Come on, you can’t show us a little bit like that and just expect us not to want any more,” Sophie purred into my ear, giving me a shiver as she ran her nails down my back.  As she whispered, Justin got to work on my tits, sucking and lightly biting my nipples with his mouth while squeezing and kneading the other with his hand.  Meanwhile, I felt Sophie start nibbling and breathing heavily on my ear, her small, soft hands wandering over my waist and hips, then squeezing my butt hungrily.  I really wanted to tell her to stop and that I was straight, but my arousal quickly took over.  I needed to be touched after all this time being denied.  The taboo of being touched by another girl like this made me want it even more.

“Is this helping you at all, Leira?” Justin said, surveying my expression as his wife kissed my neck from behind then reached around to pinch one of my nipples.

Leon cut in.  “I’m not sure; she doesn’t look as relieved as I was expecting.  There is something she really likes that might help, though.” 

“Really?  What is it?”  Justin asked expectantly. 

“She loves being degraded and used roughly,” he replied, grinning devilishly.  Normally, I would have expected to shrink into myself with embarrassment after hearing Leon say something like that to anyone, let alone my friends.  But this evening was different.  The only thing I could think of was the raw, carnal desire overtaking me…  I really wanted to submit to Justin.  And if Sophie had to be involved for that to happen, I would do what I needed to do to get off.  Besides, having a second person touching me wasn’t the worst thing in the world…  In fact, I was starting to get turned on a little bit by the contrast between his rougher, stronger hands and her softer, more delicate ones, his broad chest versus her large, supple breasts.  More than anything, I got wet at the thought that I was so desperate that I didn’t care who touched me; I just needed to be taken care of. 

“Really, Leira?  Would that help?”  Justin asked, turning back towards me. 

“Mhm,” I nodded, my mind starting to go hazy with my arousal at the thought.  “Treat me like a worthless slut.” 

Without saying another word, Justin picked me up from under the arms, lifted me off of the couch, and stood me up in the middle of the floor, on display for all three of them.  Standing behind me, he reached around me and started sliding my leggings down, exposing my bare skin to Sophie and my Leon. 

“How does it feel to have another man stripping you right in front of your husband, you loose whore?” he snarled into my ear, startling me with his intensity. 

“It’s humiliating, Justin,” I replied softly, immediately shooting deep into sub-space. 

Once my leggings were on the floor, he started working on my thong, the pure white standing out against my dark olive skin.  I could feel Sophie’s eyes all over me, hungrily taking in my naked form as the thong lowered and dropped to the floor, exposing my freshly shaven cunt for everyone to see.  Leon’s eyes were dark with focus.  I can tell he’s planning something, I thought, blood rushing to my head as I took in his expression.

“I think I know the perfect place for a horny little pig like you,” Justin said.  “You belong right on the floor, below everyone else.” 

He grabbed my wrists, held them both behind my back with one hand, and pushed me down to my knees, then pushed my head down until the side of my face was pressed into the cold floor tiles, my exposed ass sticking up into the air.  I could feel how strong he was as he smushed my face into the floor; there was nothing I could do to stop him if I tried.  I felt completely overpowered. 

Leon’s voice chimed in.  “I can help with that,” he said, and I heard him rummaging through some sort of bag or container.  “Here you go, Justin,” he said, handing him something.  The next moment, I felt the familiar cold metal of handcuffs around my wrists, and Justin bound my hands behind my back, making it difficult for me to get up unaided if I wanted to. 

I could hear more rustling coming from Leon’s direction. 

“Do you want to get fucked, Leira?”  Leon asked, his timbre calculated and cold. 

“Yes, Sir…  I’d do anything to get fucked,” I moaned, my butt involuntarily wiggling a bit and making me feel like a cat in heat. 

Leon directed his attention towards Justin and Sophie.  “What do you two think?  Does she deserve to get fucked tonight?”  I could feel the three of them behind me, staring at my loosened asshole and my denied slit, dripping with primal need. 

“I don’t know.  She seems pretty desperate to me.  What do you think, Sophie?”  Justin asked.  I heard some unfamiliar sounds, like clothing being rustled or a belt being pulled tight. 

“I mean… If she says she’d do anything,” Sophie started, “then I’m sure she wouldn’t mind getting fucked by another girl, right?  Would you like that?”  I moaned, thinking about how dirty it felt that my first time getting fucked in weeks would be by a girl.  I couldn’t figure out how she would be doing the fucking, though.  Was she going to finger me? 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she replied, an eager, lascivious note in her voice.  “I’m not sure you’ll be able to take what I’m packing, but you asked for it, so don’t complain now.” 

I felt a couple cold drops of lube drip onto my pussy, then some soft, delicate fingers rubbing it in and around my hole.  It felt strange having another woman fondling my pussy like that.  I felt one of Sophie’s hands grabbing onto my waist, felt smooth, bare legs brushing up against mine as she got onto her knees behind me.  I couldn’t see a thing with my face against the floor like this, just the bottom of the couch next to me and the floor underneath it.  Then, after a couple moments, I felt something big push up against my slit. 

It had to be the over-sized, black dildo Leon had been using on my ass. 

I started to panic; even when we first got that toy, it couldn’t come even close to fitting inside my pussy, let alone now, after not having anything in there for over a full month.  Before I could complete my thought, Sophie thrusted the dildo deep inside me, making me feel like I was getting split in half. 

“Wow, I’ve never used a strap on cock before, but I could get used to this,” she quipped, thrusting into me vigorously.  “I’m surprised you can take it all right away, but I guess that’s to be expected from such a loose whore like you, huh?”  I didn’t know how I was able to take it; maybe the intense build-up of arousal I had endured had made me wetter than before.  The dildo was stretching me out unlike anything I had ever felt in my pussy before, but the relief of finally getting fucked after all this time drowned out most of the discomfort.  I moaned loudly as she callously pounded me, reveling in the humiliation of being watched by Leon and Justin while getting split open by such a huge cock. 

Though it felt like hours had passed, Sophie probably only fucked me like that for a few minutes before pulling out the dildo.  I heard a wet, sloppy sound as she exited me and my pussy felt raw and loose. 

“After watching you put on a show like that, I think I’ll have to get in on the action myself,” Justin said from behind me. 

“I think that could be arranged.  My pussy is feeling really needy right now, babe,” Sophie replied.  My heart skipped at the thought of watching my long-time friends fuck.  I wonder what they looked like under their clothes.  My mind wandered for a second to Sophie’s tits, but I pushed the thought out quickly.  I still found the idea of another woman naked gross. 

“Let’s get you out of those clothes,” Sophie said, and after a few moments of rustling, I saw Leon lay a blanket down in front of me.  Justin and Sophie sat down on the blanket, completely naked, not even a foot away from me.  I lifted my head up and rested my chin on the floor so I could see.  Justin was as beautiful as I imagined; his hard, toned muscles rippled across his torso, his pecs and biceps subtly flexing as he sat down.  His body was like a carefully carved granite statue.  Sophie’s body was more erotic than I expected; her long, red curls flowed down sensuously over her pale shoulders, leading the eye towards her huge, voluptuous breasts and pale, puffy nipples.  She sat with her legs splayed, her light pink pussy on full display just inches away from my face.  It was strange seeing another woman’s genitals for the first time; they were so different than mine.  Her pussy appeared fully engorged, and I could see it pulsing slightly, a single drop of clear liquid dripping down towards her asshole.  Her labia were smaller than mine but her clit was bigger and more prominent.  I could smell her arousal, her natural, primal scent forcing its way into my nose. 

“Ready for a good fucking, babe?” Justin asked, exuding the same casual aura he always maintained any time I saw him.  I saw Sophie get up, squat over Justin with her feet on his thighs, and reach down, grabbing his cock, which stood at am impressive full mast.  She lined him up with her hole and lowered down onto him, both of them sighing with pleasure as he pushed through her entrance. 

I watched Sophie’s small, dainty pussy expand to accommodate Justin’s impressive girth.  Does my body look like that? I wondered to myself, blushing at seeing such an intimate moment so close up.  My disgust with seeing Sophie’s body was being replaced with a more neutral, clinical feeling.  More than anything, though, I couldn’t help but to imagine myself being the one stretched out on Justin’s cock. 

As I got lost in my voyeurism, I felt a hard smack on my butt, instantly recoiling in pain. 

“I’m surprised to see you so obedient tonight.  Maybe you are actually deserving of a bit of reward,” Leon’s voice called out from behind me.  Without hesitation, he shoved his cock into my pussy, roughly fucking me.  I felt one of his hands press down on the small of my back, forcing my back to arch and his cock to go deeper into me, bottoming out with every stroke.  He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up, forcing me even closer to the scene in front of me. 

After a few minutes of fucking me like this while I watched Sophie and Justin, Leon spoke up.  “Remember when I mentioned that you might get some release soon?” he cooed at me, the edge of sadism ever-present underneath.  “I think now might be your moment.” 

My pussy clenched down around him as I registered what he said.  “Really, Sir?  Can I finally cum tonight?” 

“I think so, and this time, I won’t leave it up to chance.  But you do need to do something for me to show me you’re obedient enough to earn your orgasm.” 

“Please… Just tell me what I have to do,” I begged, unable to believe what I was hearing.

“Okay, if you insist.  I’ll let you have an orgasm… but, Sophie has to be the one to give it to you.  If you’ll do sixty-nine with her and make her cum with your mouth too, I’ll let you get an orgasm from her.” 

Instantly, I felt completely overwhelmed by inner conflict.  This was my chance to orgasm.  I had never wanted it this badly in my life.  But having it done by a girl… That was way outside of my comfort zone.  And having to lick pussy, too…  I didn’t know if I could do it.  At the same time, underneath there, a part of me wanted to try it, even if only to show everyone how desperate I was.  I didn’t know what to do.

“Hurry up and decide, Leira.  I’m not gonna wait long.” 

My mind raced, trying to come up with some solution.  I wanted to have my cake and eat it, too.  But I knew Leon would never let that happen.  Being degraded by him or Justin wasn’t enough.  If I wanted to cum, I needed to degrade myself and accept whatever conditions were offered to me so I could satisfy my needy cunt. 

“Fine,” I conceded.  A sense of peace and terror washed over me.  At least that decision was over, but now I had to see it through.

“Oooh, I’ve been waiting for this all night,” Sophie cooed.  She lifted herself off of Justin’s cock, her pussy dripping with her fluids.  I couldn’t get my eyes off of it.  I’m gonna have to put my mouth on that…  I thought.  Leon unlocked my wrist restraints with a click, and my hands were finally free.  Sophie lied down on her back on the blanket, her head to me and her legs opened up, inviting me in.  I knew there was only one thing left to do.  

Putting my apprehensions aside, I got on top of Sophie, positioning my legs above her head and my head above her crotch.  I could feel her grabbing the sides of my thighs with her hands, my stomach resting against her breasts, skin against skin.  Her pussy was pulsing faintly and smelled like sex. 

I swallowed, bracing myself, and licked her pussy. 

A sweet and salty taste filled my mouth right away, catching me off guard.  It was a bit different than how she smelled.  I sucked it up and continued, my tongue starting off nearer to her hole but moving closer and closer to her engorged clit.  I heard her moan underneath me, grinding against mouth and trying to get my tongue on her sweet spot.  After a few moments of teasing, I slid my tongue over her clit, eliciting the loudest moan I had heard from her all night.  I began flicking it with my tongue, alternating it with light sucking and gentle nibbling, just doing whatever I thought I’d like to have done to myself. 

Shortly into that, I felt her start to tense up a bit, her legs quivering and her whole body writhing underneath mine.

“Mmmph, I’m gonna cum, Leira…  Just like that,” she moaned, exploding into an orgasm.  As she came, I felt her start licking my clit as well, and within seconds, I came too, squirting all over her face.  I came as soon as she started stimulating me, way too built up after all that time being teased and denied.  It felt like my soul left my body for a second, and I looked down on myself, my body tangled up with another woman, both of us grinding against each other, my pussy gushing into her mouth and onto her face, continuing to lick her as she quivered underneath me.  After what felt like an eternity of overwhelming pleasure, we both slowed down, then fell limp against each other. 

All the strength was completely sapped out of my body; I was spent.  After about a minute of just lying limp on her, Sophie tapped my thighs, gesturing for me to get off of her.  I sat up, removed my face from her pussy, and stretched out on the couch.  She got up too and lied down next to me in the little spoon position, pulling my arm around her and lightly stroking my forearm with her fingers. 

I looked over at the two guys, still standing where they had been when they were watching us.  They were both still naked, both of their sizable cocks standing at attention and glistening with both of our pussy juices.  They had both been stroking themselves lightly, watching us, and stopped what they were doing once the two of us had lied down on the couch together.

“That was quite a show you two put on for us,” Leon said, his demeanor slowly softening out of Dominant mode.  “I was going to suggest more fucking, but you both seem completely exhausted.”  I nodded at him, doing my best to seem animated but losing energy by the second, fading into post-orgasmic bliss.  Sophie’s tender strokes were making me so relaxed that I was in danger of falling asleep.  I had never had an orgasm so strong in my life.

Justin stuck a hand on my shoulder and just let it idly rest there, thinking.  “It seems like we might be done for tonight, but I think I might be down for another dinner and movie hang one of these days soon, if you know what I mean,” he said, winking flirtatiously at me.  I returned the wink as best as I could but was having a hard time even keeping my eyes open.

“I’d say that sounds like a plan,” Leon said, turning to Justin.

“I think so too, but first, I have one question,” I asked, pulling myself out of my blissful doze for just one more moment.  “I felt like you guys knew something I didn’t…  And, in the first place, whose friends just decide to have an orgy like that?  It feels like porn logic or something.  I know Leon would never do something to sabotage my relationships or anything, so it confused me how forward he was from the beginning.”  Leon smirked at me and shared a knowing look with Justin.

Sophie perked up a bit.  “Of course we knew what was going on, silly!  It was a surprise for you.  Leon told us how pent-up you were and we thought it would make a fun and sexy night to help out.  You’d be surprised who’s kinky; I mean, look at yourself!  You wouldn’t be the first person someone would expect to be a denial slut.”  She chuckled and closed her eyes again, nestling into me. 

I guess that’s true, I thought.  I never stopped to consider how vanilla I must have looked to people, too.  Either way, the night was amazing and we would be remiss not to do it again.  And besides, I also had another first – girl on girl sex.  The experience was overwhelming and unexpected, but I definitely didn’t want it to be my last one.  I saw Leon and Justin talking and laughing while putting their clothes back on, probably already reminiscing and joking about the crazy evening we had all had.  I wanted to continue the conversation, but I was getting so tired that it was nearly impossible for me to stay awake.   

I drank in both of their sexy forms one more time before closing my eyes and fell into a deep sleep, Sophie wrapped up in my arms. 


Stretched By Younger Men


Chapter 1

I should have known I’d see a bunch of my former students here, I thought to myself as I shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, hoping to quickly get the attention of a bartender so I could drink away a bit of the awkwardness. 

I could tell from the moment I walked in the door that I didn’t fit in with the rest of the crowd at the bar I picked out that evening.  It wasn’t that I was old or anything; it was just that the crowd at this spot was very young.  In fact, it seemed like all the kids from the local high school that didn’t move out of town after graduating were here, which was unfortunate because about half of them were my former grade 11 English students.  I kicked myself for not thinking of that sooner, but I wasn’t accustomed to going out anywhere by myself, particularly to bars.  That was never something I used to do, but a lot changed since Spencer and I separated. 

Within a minute or so of sitting down, I noticed sets of curious and surprised eyes trained on me – people definitely recognized me.  Blood rushed up to my cheeks and I tried hard not to focus on the acute embarrassment as I got the attention of a bartender and ordered myself a vodka-cranberry, a recent favorite drink since I started going out more. 

“Single or double shot, ma’am?”  the young female bartender asked me, eyeing me somewhat curiously, clearly aware that I was a bit out of place. 

“Double, please,” I quickly replied, trying to relax a bit as I settled back into my stool.  That was what I was after anyways, some relaxation.  I made a promise to myself that I would start focusing on myself since the breakup; I needed time to recharge and reset myself, some time to tend to my emotional wounds and get myself back into the right state of mind.  The big thing above all else that I promised myself was that I would stay away from men for the foreseeable future.  I did not need a new relationship just yet; I needed to focus on work and spending time with my girlfriends. 

Despite my best attempts to relax, though, I couldn’t shake my sense that everyone was looking at me.  I tried to make myself small and not look around too much; I wanted desperately to avoid the inevitably awkward conversations with former students, especially the guys.  They hit on me enough as it was when I was their teacher, let alone now that they were old enough to drink alcohol.

I quickly sucked down the rest of my drink, having decided that this place wasn’t worth hanging around any longer.  As I set a ten-dollar bill down on the counter and got up to leave, I heard a sound I had been dreading.

“Excuse me, miss?”  a male voice called from behind me. 

I whipped around, embarrassed and surprised, realizing I wasn’t going to be able to make a quick get-away after all.  My heart skipped a beat when I first laid eyes on him.  He had piercing hazel eyes, a dark, well-defined face with a strong jaw, and loose blonde waves of hair that fell somewhat over his face in a carefree, punk-ish gesture.  He was clad in a black leather jacket that fit comfortably around a pair of broad shoulders, a white T-shirt that sharply contrasted the jacket, a pair of tight-fitting black jeans with rips in the knees that were clearly from wear rather than design, and a pair of stylish black boots.  It took me a moment to catch myself staring, and when I looked back up at his face, I noticed a look of subtle amusement in his eyes.  I blushed when I realized how obviously I had been checking him out.  I can’t be thinking like that, I reminded myself.  He couldn’t be too far above legal drinking age, and I have no idea who he is!  I could be friends with his parents for all I know!  I mentally slapped myself, forcing out a more professional demeanor.

“Oh, um, hi,” I replied, still a bit flustered.  “Who might you be?” 

“Brad,” he responded, the word flowing off of his tongue confidently and coolly.  “I was just about to leave, but when I saw you sitting there, I thought I just had to talk to you.  I wasn’t expecting to see someone as beautiful as you at a place like this.” 

I was surprised at his forwardness, almost offended a bit, but I was too taken with the young man’s beauty and mysteriousness to really care.  I could start to feel a familiar tingle in my core, though I wasn’t sure that it wasn’t just the effects of the drink I had just downed.  Either way, I wanted to keep talking to this guy and see what he was all about.  Something about him was intimidating, but at the same time… inviting. 

“Well, you’re certainly forward,” I responded, giving him my best confident smirk to cover up my nervousness and see if the forwardness he exuded was deep enough to stand up to me turning up the charm a bit. 

Brad responded in kind with his own confident smirk, an effortless, slightly crooked grin that sent my eyes straight to his lips.  “I just know what I like,” he said, grabbing my hand and leading me to the other side of the bar where there were fewer people and multiple consecutive open stools.  Feeling a man’s touch after months of celibacy set my body aflame, but I quickly reminded myself about my “no-men” rule and shut those feelings out as quickly as they came in.  I’m just talking to a cute guy.  Nothing’s gonna happen.  Besides, I could use a new friend, I reassured myself, settling into my new position at the bar.

“Can I have two double shot vodka-crans?”  Brad called out to the bartender.  That’s weird.  Was he watching me?  I wondered to myself.  It was strange that he ordered exactly what I had ordered earlier in the night.  Maybe I’m just overthinking things, I decided.  He probably just noticed me when I ordered my drink and saw what it was.

“So, uh, what do you do?  Are you a student?”  I asked somewhat timidly, hoping he didn’t hear the nervous quiver in my voice. 

“I work security for a couple of the clubs in the city,” he said, as the bartender handed us our drinks.  I didn’t expect him to say that, but as I looked him over again, I noticed the faint outlines of well-defined muscles under his clothes.  “What about you?” he asked, his eyes peering into me. 

“Oh, I teach English at the high school,” I relaxed a little and taking a sip of my new drink.  Maybe he didn’t know me after all.  If he did, I was treading in murky pools that I did not want to see the bottom of.  Then again, maybe I don’t need to even worry about it.  If he doesn’t bring it up, then that settles that.  No awkward conversations with former students.  That also means no awkward conversations about how Mr. Davis is doing. 

“Nice,” he said, nonchalantly.  Fortunately for me, Brad seemed uninterested in my job, and we eased into a casual conversation about night clubs, which spots were better or worse than others, good places to eat, our favorite drinks, and other light topics.  Through the conversation I sensed a bit of sexual tension underneath the surface, but I brushed it under the rug, figuring that he was just a bit of a flirt, and that I could just go home if I felt a bit tempted. 

When he started getting a bit touchier with me, I dismissed it as him just getting a little affectionate since he was a few drinks in.  But underneath my rationalizing, I enjoyed the attention.  It had been so long since I had had any male attention, even while I was with Spencer.  In fact, I was so deprived that even the smallest bit of physical contact made me crazy. 

As I reflected, I felt Brad’s hand rest on my thigh.  “It’s getting a bit late.  How about we take this to my place?  I only live a couple minutes away from here.” 

My breath caught in my throat and my heart started pounding.  I knew I was toeing a line that I had decided I wouldn’t cross.  Every fiber of my being was telling me I should just go home and get some sleep.  I had decided I wasn’t going to have any men in my life, and the night was supposed to just be some “me” time.  But somewhere a little deeper, I felt a primal, reptilian urge surfacing.  I hadn’t been intimate with someone in so long.  You know what, I can at least hang out with him for a bit, no harm done, I thought as I followed him out of the bar. 

Twenty minutes later, I was on my knees in the doorway to his apartment with his cock in my mouth.  I couldn’t have waited a second longer.  It seemed like Brad couldn’t either because, by the time I had unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out, it was already at full mast and dripping with precum.  I eagerly took him in my mouth, and as soon as I started sucking him, all rational thought left my mind.  I heard him softly moaning under his breath and felt him pulsing inside my mouth.  Spurred on by the encouragement, I forced his entire length down my throat, choking on his thick shaft and swallowing him until my nose pressed up against the taut skin of his lower abdomen.  A slightly louder groan followed, and, overcome with arousal and excitement, I took him out of my mouth, stood up to face him, and pressed my lips against his ear.

“You’ve never been with someone my age before, have you?”  I whispered, breathing hot air into his ear, running one hand through his hair and squeezing his butt with the other hand.   “Because women my age know a thing or two about pleasing a man.” 

“Well, with an intro like that, I’m anxious to see what you can do,” he softly growled under his breath.  “My bedroom is this way.”  He led me down the main hallway of his apartment and into a room at the end.  His bedroom was dimly lit by a small lamp on his nightstand, a queen-sized bed situated against the far wall of the room.  The space was clean but a little bare, the only real decorations being a few grunge posters pinned to the walls.  The room definitely revealed his age a bit, but far from being embarrassing like before, it turned me on.  I felt like I was doing something dirty. 

Once we were in the bedroom, I pushed him down onto his bed and pulled off his jeans, taking his underwear with them.  I spit on his cock, stroked it lustily while looking deep into his eyes, then swallowed it with ease, taking it down to the hilt.  I began bobbing my head up and down on his swollen member, making sure to nearly come up all the way before plunging back down again, using my tongue to stimulate the underside of his shaft while I sucked him. 

“You weren’t lying about knowing what you were doing,” he said, donning the same sideways smirk I had noticed him wearing before.  I felt both of his hands on the back of my head and he started skull-fucking me, using my head as a fleshlight.  At first, a cold wave of fear washed over me when he started using my mouth like that; I had never been manhandled so intensely before.  But after a few moments I regained my composure and submitted to the rough deepthroat, reveling in the feeling of an eager cock in my throat and the sexy tone of the soft moans escaping his lips. 

After a few minutes of getting my mouth used roughly, Brad grabbed onto a few locks of my long, brown hair and pulled my face up off of his dick.  I stood up at the edge of the bed, looking him over and eager to get him back in my mouth. 

“Do you want my cock in you?” he breathed, sitting up on his bed and pulling his T-shirt over his head, revealing a strong, masculine build. 

“Do me however you want,” I breathed, staring into his pretty, green eyes. 

Without a second thought, Brad got off of the bed and pulled off my dress, exposing my toned, fit body and full breasts.  He ran his hands all over my body, squeezed my tits, ran his fingers over my collarbones and delicate neck.  His eyes were dark and hungry, almost dangerous, but that just made me want him even more. 

“Be careful what you wish for,” he replied, picking me up and tossing me on the bed like a ragdoll.  He climbed up behind me, and as I tried to turn around to face him, he held me down, positioning me on my stomach with my legs together.  He pulled my hands behind my back, then, holding both of my wrists with one strong hand, used the other to spread my ass cheeks, exposing my asshole and pussy.  Without a second’s hesitation, he plunged into my pussy, surprising me with the suddenness and force of his entry. 

I moaned loudly, cumming immediately from his penetration.  It had been forever since I had had any kind of partnered orgasm, let alone penetrative sex, which was the easiest way for me to cum.  I could feel his cock bottoming out against my cervix at the deepest part of his stroke, and I pushed my butt out against him to get him even further inside me. 

“Fuck me,” I growled at him, my hips involuntarily wiggling against his cock in desperation. 

Without a word, he started slowly pumping in and out of my soaked hole, not quite giving me the speed I wanted, but holding me down too firmly for me to challenge his pace at all.  The slow pace frustrated me but aroused me even more than before, making me hungrier than ever for a brutally hard fucking. 

“Don’t tease me like that,” I whined as he slid inch after inch in and out of me.  I could almost feel him smiling devilishly behind me as the words came out of my mouth.

“If that’s what you want, I think that could be arranged, but remember what I told you before, - be careful what you wish for,” he softly whispered to me.  I felt him start to speed up, continuing to use his entire length on each thrust.  I moaned with approval, and within seconds Brad was pounding me harder and with more ferocity than my ex-husband ever did.  After a while, it was even starting to feel like too much – he completely filled me up with each stroke, pounding me with reckless abandon and a total disregard for my pleasure.  The sheer force of the fucking set off a chain of orgasms that rippled through me as he thrusted, each one more powerful than the last. 

“Fuuuuckk,” I moaned into his pillow, my body shaking with wave after wave of pleasure, my left leg involuntarily kicking in an orgasmic compulsion. 

Brad didn’t let up, instead picking up his pace even more until he was slamming into me with all his force.  My moaning had picked up until it was a steady whine of pleasure, my voice cresting in pitch with every thrust.  After what felt like eternities later, he spoke up again.

“Are you on birth control?”  he asked me.  I panicked once I realized I had let him fuck me raw without even a second thought.  I hadn’t fucked anybody but my husband for so many years that it didn’t even cross my mind to think about it. 

“Yeah, I’m on the pill,” I managed, my voice half speech and half moaning. 

“Good,” he responded simply.  I felt his grip tighten on my wrists and heard him groan intensely.  His thrusting pace slowed almost imperceptibly and, moments later, he erupted into me, exploding inside my pussy.  He grabbed my hair with his free hand and pulled at it roughly while he came, his thick cock pulsing aggressively, pumping his seed inside my body. 

Once he was done, I felt his body soften a bit and he pulled out of me, let go of my wrists, stroked himself a bit, then gently fell onto the bed next to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulder and lying face down to my left.  I rolled over onto my side so I was facing towards him and I felt cum running out of my pussy and onto the side of my leg.  I felt so filthy with a total stranger’s cum inside me.  After a few moments, he turned over to face me, his hair messy and his body glistening with sweat. 

“Quick question,” I asked, looking into his eyes again.  “Maybe this is stupid, but I just wanted to check to make sure. . .  you didn’t go to Washington High School did you?”  

He gave me that little smile of his again. 

“What do you mean?  I thought you recognized me.  My last name is Smith.  You were my home room teacher.” 


Chapter 2

I heard the familiar buzz of a text message notification coming from my phone as I hurried to put my makeup on.  Quickly picking it up, I read Brad’s message, “you can park around back, people are already here so you can stop over any time.”  My face flushed slightly and I got back to putting myself together before grabbing my purse and heading out to my car. 

I can’t believe I’m doing this right now, I thought to myself, still in partial disbelief as to the sequence of events that led to what I was about to do.  Thoughts of the previous weekend filled my mind as I put the car in gear and pulled out of my driveway.

After Brad and I had finished having sex on that night when I went to the bar, I had hurriedly gathered my things and rushed home, immediately mortified at the dawning realization of what I had just done.  I hadn’t planned on even talking to a former student, let alone fucking one of them.  And Brad Smith too, at that.  I couldn’t believe I didn’t recognize him after just a few years.  Then again, in those days, he didn’t look very much like he did now.  He had to have gained ten or fifteen pounds of muscle since he graduated, and his hair used to be buzzed.  He didn’t always dress as nicely as he did now, either.  The one thing I should have recognized despite the changes in his looks was his piercing gaze and carefree but mischievous smirk.  He was always lumped into the delinquent crowd in class, but he never gave off the dense vibes that the punk teenagers he hung around did.  He always seemed more calculated somehow, less boyish. . .  More than once during homeroom did I have to catch myself when he would stare into me as I talked.  He was always somewhat dark and mysterious, calm but focused. 

The day after our little tryst, I decided I was no longer going to think about the encounter and just wash it out of my memory, but it was too late – the flame of my arousal had already been ignited.  When I got the text from Brad that night asking if I wanted to accompany him to a house party his friend was hosting, I wanted to ignore it or tell him we shouldn’t be talking, but within seconds I had already responded to him in the affirmative. 

I’ll probably end up seeing even more students I knew from school here, I worried, my hands quivering slightly with nerves.  And it would be more embarrassing still to be seen by my former students on the arm of the class delinquent.  As I drove closer to the party, I got a strong urge to just turn around and go home, never respond to any more texts from Brad, just pretend this whole thing didn’t happen.  But, for whatever reason, I couldn’t get myself to do it.  Nervously, but too driven by curiosity and desire to stop, I drove up to the little townhouse matching the address Brad gave me and parked in the lot around the back. 

When I walked up the rickety wooden steps and opened the back screen door, I was greeted by a scene that brought back memories from my college undergrad years.  The first thing that struck me was the pungent smell of weed and the loud, bass-heavy music playing from a speaker in a corner of the dimly lit room.  The room was primarily lit by string lights fastened to two of the walls and I noticed dozens of little glints of light, the string lights reflecting off of countless bottles strewn about the room.  The room was a bit smoky and hazy, a steady din of laughter and relaxed tones mixing with the smoke and lights. 

“Hey there, Mrs. Davis,” I heard, immediately able to pick out Brad’s effortless voice amidst the entropy of the room.  Following his voice, I saw him sitting at the corner of the couch next to a couple of guys.  I walked over timidly, scoping out the scene to see if I recognized anyone. 

Brad made some space for me and I sat down between him and the boys he was talking to. 

“Joe and Andrew, you remember our teacher Mrs. Davis, don’t you?” Brad asked, gesturing at me, his arm loosely resting around my shoulders.  Looking to me right at the two guys he asked, I immediately realized that I knew these two much better than I wished I did.  Joseph Scott and Andrew Miller.  They were two of the punk-ish kids in my homeroom class that always orbited Brad, forming the center of their clique.  The two of them had grown up a bit since I last saw them, but were still their recognizably delinquent selves, adorned with near-comical gauges and lots of new tattoos. 

“Hi, Mrs. Davis,” Joe extended his hand.  I couldn’t tell if he was being nice or donning that affectation of faux politeness I was so used to seeing from him when he addressed me in school.  Andrew followed suit, and I could clearly make out an undisguised look of perverse amusement on his face as he greeted me.  God, I never thought I’d find myself in this situation, let alone with these two, I thought, trying to focus my attention back on Brad. 

“I’m glad you could make it,” Brad said, turning his attention back to me.  My face heated up at the sound of his voice, despite any reservations I still had about the situation.  His eyes lit up at my reaction and he immediately went in to kiss me. 

Any protest I might have planned faded to the backburner when I felt his lips on mine again.  His breath was fresh and minty, his lips firm but soft.  I could feel the solidness of his body behind the kiss, the calm focus he exuded everywhere he went.  Some embarrassment started bubbling up once I realized I was being watched by at least two former students, but, as if reading my mind, Brad deepened the kiss, smoothly slipping his tongue into my mouth and pulling my in closer to him in one swift motion.  I felt myself heating up immediately, melting into his form.  I heard cheers erupting around the room as people noticed what was going on. 

Brad pulled away from the kiss, his eyes scanning me, looking deep into me.  “How about I get you a drink,” he asked, getting up from the couch, leaving me breathless. 

The night went on as one might expect a party full of 21 and 22 year-olds to go – the volume of the music increased, people drank and smoked more, and then, after reaching the zenith of its energy, people started clearing out, drunk and tired.  I had spent the whole night glued to Brad, drinking rum and chatting with him and his friends.  Despite being there for what felt like hours, I couldn’t have repeated what anyone said if I was asked; I was in heat and couldn’t focus on anyone except Brad.  After my second drink, I got a bit looser and stretched out on the couch, half-lying down on Brad as he talked.  I could see that the other party-goers were starting to stare, but I didn’t really care.  In fact, I was sort of enjoying the attention.  Seeing the eyes of all these younger men on my body was doing something to me, and I was too worked up to think too hard about any of the risks.  The thrill of being the center of attention was turning me on. 

As we all talked, I felt Brad’s fingers trace the low neckline of the club dress I had on.  His touch felt nonchalant, unintentional almost, but there was no way to touch a place like that incidentally.  I felt his fingers slide deftly but absentmindedly along my collarbone, giving me a shiver.  As he traced, I noticed Andrews’ and Joe’s eyes following his fingers closely, hungrily trained on my body. 

“You know, Mrs. Davis,” Brad breathed into my ear, “it’s been a while since any of us have had any lessons with you.”  I shivered at the feeling of his breath on my ear.  “I think we were all wondering if you could show us a little something since you’re here.” 

Hearing the flirtation in his tone, I decided to follow suit.  “Is that so?  What could you possibly need from your old high school English teacher now?”  I replied smoothly, spreading my legs just slightly enough to grab the attention of the boys staring in my direction, giving them a view of the sexy black thong I had picked out for that evening.  If I’m gonna do this, I’m gonna do it all the way, I thought as I realized the line I was about to cross.  I don’t know how far I’m gonna take this, but fuck it.  These guys aren’t my students anymore.  I can do whatever I want.  Maybe what I needed all along was to let loose a little bit. 

“Well, the thing is, in high school we learned a bunch of useless stuff like math and history, but we never learned anything about grown-up things.  You know, things with real-world application,” Brad continued.  “My friends and I have a lot of questions.” 

“Ah, I think I understand what you’re asking,” I replied, winking at the boys as I got up from the couch, standing up in front of the three of them.  “There are some things that you only learn with some real-world experience,” I said, reaching behind me for the zipper to my dress.  “Would you like one final lesson?”  I asked, unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor, exposing my breasts, bare stomach and thong.  Cheers erupted through the room, reminding me that I had an audience. 

“You boys probably don’t know too much about how to please a woman, or what it feels like to get pleased properly.  What a shame.  If you all really want to learn, I think I might need a helper to give an example.  Any volunteers?”  I looked at the three young men in front of me.  Brad was calm and still, the corner of his mouth forming into a slight grin.  The other two were taken aback and flustered.  Neither seemed willing to volunteer.  I considered picking Brad to demonstrate, but then thought it might be best to save him for later.  I saw that Joe was sporting a tent already, so I figured he might be the one to pick. 

“Hey Joe, would you mind coming up here so I can show the class a demonstration?” I cooed, reaching my hand out to invited him off of the couch.  He looked around him, maybe inspecting the room for signs of disapproval. 

“Um, I guess I can…  What do you need?”  he stammered, unable to make eye contact with me.  Seeing a former tough guy like him at a loss for words aroused me in an unexpected way, and I decided I wanted to show him a time he would never forget. 

“First lesson, oral sex.” I responded, getting down on my knees as soon as he stood up from the couch.  I quickly undid his shorts and took him into my mouth, eliciting louder cheers than ever from the spectators in the room.  “Younger women are usually too timid, but if you want to really have a good time, get someone a bit more experienced… Someone who knows how to get what she wants,” I said as I swallowed his swollen cock down to the hilt.  I felt him shudder with pleasure as I began sucking him vigorously, relishing the taste of a younger man, the power I felt making him weak at the knees. 

After a few minutes of this, I took him out of my mouth and gestured towards Andrew, who was shifting uncomfortably in his seat, trying to conceal his own erection.  “Second lesson,” I continued, feeling some mascara dripping down my face from the deepthroat I had just finished.  “Someone truly competent at blowjobs doesn’t need to stop at just one cock.  Andrew, would you mind helping out with our little demonstration so the rest of the class can see what I mean?”  Andrew got up without hesitation, lowering his basketball shorts and letting his hard cock flop out.  Gently stroking Joe’s cock with one hand, I grabbed Andrew’s cock and gently tugged, gesturing for him to come closer.  Without hesitation, I hungrily devoured him as well, taking the entire length in my mouth.  He was a little smaller than Joe so I had no trouble at all taking in his entire member.  Once I had gotten to the base, I used my free hand to ease his balls into my mouth too.  Andrew moaned in surprise and I could feel Joe’s cock bobbing with arousal in my other hand. 

I continued working the two of them, alternating who I was sucking, sometimes stroking them both.  Once I felt I had warmed them up enough, I stood up and took turns making out with each of them, making sure my hands were continually occupied with stroking them.  I could feel my pussy throbbing with anticipation, knowing there was just one thing left to do. 

“So now you boys know what a proper blowjob is.  But there’s one even more important lesson for you to learn if you really want to be proficient in adult subjects.  You need to know how to properly fuck a woman.  Could I have one more volunteer to help demonstrate?  Maybe Brad Smith?  I wonder if you’d be so kind as to demonstrate how to properly fuck a woman,” I winked at Brad and he stood up out of his seat, unbuckling his belt and smiling mischievously at me. 

“Would you mind getting on your hands and knees so I can demonstrate for the class, Mrs. Davis?” Brad asked, stroking his engorged cock.  I obliged readily, sliding my panties off and bending over in front of him.  I felt a strong hand grasping my waist, the tip of his sizable length pressing against my hungry opening, then before I got the chance to brace myself, the entirety of his cock stretching my insides, causing me to cry out in pleasure.  At this point, the room was at a fever pitch, cheering and shouting Brad’s name.  Within moments, Brad was pounding me with at least an equal intensity to what he was doing the previous weekend. 

As I gained my composure, I looked up and noticed Andrew and Joe stroking themselves, staring me down.  I gestured to them to come closer and started stroking Joe while sucking Andrew.  I realized that not only was this my first time doing any sort of group sex, but it was also my first spitroast.  The thought of how dirty it was combined with the intense stimulation of Brad’s cock inside me caused me to erupt into my first orgasm of the night.  I moaned onto Joe’s cock as my body spasmed, almost causing Brad to slip out of me. 

Suddenly, I felt a hand squeezing one of my breasts. 

I took Joe out of my mouth and looked over to see who it was.  To my surprise, it was a girl, seemingly around the same age as the rest of the cast at the party.  I didn’t recognize her from school, but she seemed to fit in with the crowd here.  She had short pink hair, partially shaved on one side.  Her small, soft hands were a surprising contrast to the men that were surrounding me.  Normally, I would never even entertain the thought of sexual contact with another girl, but I was way too horny to care, and I just let her do what she wanted.  Once I turned away from her and got back to the cocks in front of me, her previously hesitant touch got firmer and surer, and she started groping both of my tits and squeezing my aroused nipples. 

Brad spoke up from behind me.  “Mrs. Davis, do you want to taste yourself?”  His words flooded me with arousal and caused me to explode into a second orgasm. 

“Of course, Brad, what a creative idea,” I panted, trying to keep up the teacher act but failing.  “If anyone else would like to have a try fucking me, feel free.  My pussy is open.”  Brad pulled out of me and came around to my front.  Andrew switched places with him and slid hungrily inside me. 

Over the next hour (or what felt like an hour), I got passed around from guy to guy, all three of them using my pussy and mouth at their leisure.  Meanwhile, the girl that was groping me had made her way to my pussy and was rubbing my clit.  The feeling of being filled up with cock while having someone else finger my pussy was nearly overwhelming. 

“Here’s a lesson for the precocious student working on my clit,” I breathed to the girl next to me, taking Brad’s cock out of my mouth.  “Every woman is different, so make sure you ask any woman you’re fucking what she likes.  In my case, I love small counterclockwise circles around my clit.  And while you’re at it, why not work Andrew’s balls?  I’m sure he’d love the extra stimulation, too.”  She immediately shifted her pattern to match what I suggested and waves of pleasure shot through my body.  Even though she seemed inexperienced with women, she immediately knew how to give me what I wanted. 

Moments later, I heard Andrew moan with extra intensity as he pounded my pussy.  “I’m gonna cum… I can’t hold it in anymore,” he groaned, as he stopped thrusting and his cock pulsed into me.  Feeling his orgasm inside me combined with the attention the girl was giving to my clit put me over the edge and I came again, squeezing down so hard on his cock that it got pushed right out of my pussy.  Then, I saw Joe, who I was stroking, start to buck his hips and stroke himself, aimed at my face.  He moaned and shot a thick load all over my face, some of it even shooting onto my hair and back.  The two of them slowly put their clothes back on and sat back on the couch. 

All that was left was for Brad to finish.  Without hesitation, he extended a hand, pulling me onto my feet.  Picking me up by the butt, he slid his cock into me and bounced me up and down on him, my arms wrapped around his neck and legs wrapped around his waist.  It felt so naughty fucking him with his friends’ cum all over my face and in my pussy.  After a few minutes of frantic fucking, I felt his whole body tense up, and he shot what felt like the biggest load of the night into me. 

After he finished, he let me down onto my feet, and I felt both guys’ cum drip out of my pussy, making a puddle on the floor between my feet.  I licked up all the cum that was on my lips and mouth, then looked around for my dress.  The crowd was quieter now, mixed between people still cheering for us and others just watching.  I saw a few guys stroking themselves, a few couples making out in various parts of the room.  It appeared our little scene had gotten everyone else feeling hot and heavy.  I pulled my dress on and walked into the kitchen to get a paper towel for my face. 

As I headed towards the door, I looked back at everyone, most of the room still looking at me.  I gave a wink to the room in general, then looked at Brad, now seated on the same spot on the couch where I found him when I initially arrived.  I tried to think of something witty to say before seeing myself out, but my adrenaline had already started to cool off and I couldn’t think of much, aside from one corny line. 

I thought of the craziness of what I had just done, the mixture of embarrassment, dirtiness, and liberation I felt from fucking three guys in front of an audience.  Fuck it, I got what I came here for, I decided, not worrying about wittiness of whatnot. 

“Class dismissed,” I called out to everyone, eliciting a series of laughs, claps and cheers.  I winked at Brad and walked out the back door into the cool night air. 


Used By Older Men


Chapter 1

“Jessica, would you mind going up to the board to solve number 23?” 

I shifted hesitantly in my seat and stood up, one hand carrying my notes, the other clutching the side of the short skirt I was wearing.  I wasn’t nervous about solving the problem in front of the class – I was good at calculus and normally wouldn’t think twice about going up in front of the class for anything. 

It was my outfit I was worried about. 

A normal ensemble for me on a day of classes usually consisted of a baggy graphic tee, mom jeans (not the cute, hip kind), and a pair of plain, well-worn tennis shoes.  Recently, though, things had begun to change. 

Can they see my ass? I wondered as I walked down the steps lining the auditorium-style lecture hall.  The new, uncomfortable feeling of my lacy thong between my ass cheeks filled me with a mixture of dread and arousal.  The only thing preventing the entire class seeing my near-exposed butt was the embarrassingly short mini-skirt Ethan had picked out for me. 

I could feel everyone’s eyes glued to me as I walked up to the board and grabbed a marker.  Being in front of a 200-student lecture hall made me acutely aware of the overt sexiness of my appearance.  I could feel my jean skirt hugging my thighs, barely long enough to fully cover me.  I could feel a slight draft over my exposed midriff, my frilly white crop leaving little to the imagination.  Every step I took, I could feel my large, perky breasts bouncing, barely contained by my top.  I had never gone braless before so I felt very exposed, my nipples tenting the fabric of my shirt.

Scratching out the problem as quickly as I could, I headed back to my seat, my face burning red with embarrassment.  On my way back over, I could see all the eyes I had just been feeling before.  Everyone looked surprised, even a bit confused.  They had never seen me like this before. 

Once class let out, I headed straight back to my apartment, which was within walking distance right off the edge of campus, making sure to avoid any eye contact on the way. 

When I opened the door to my apartment, I was greeted by the sight of my boyfriend Ethan sitting on the couch, doing some work on his laptop.  I immediately forgot all about my embarrassing outfit and quietly admired him.  I still couldn’t believe sometimes that Ethan was my boyfriend.  When he had asked me out three months previously, I was dumbfounded.  He was a hot bad boy and I was, well…  a frumpy, chubby nerd.  I had always accepted my appearance, never feeling insecure or unhappy with it, but I never expected that someone like him would ask me out on a date.  I had never really dated anyone before either, so having a boyfriend was a somewhat new experience in itself.  But, even considering that, I was not prepared for what my relationship ended up being like. 

“Hey Jess, how was class?” he asked, lifting his eyes from his computer screen.  Most people thought, based on his rugged, naturally edgy appearance, that Ethan was a total delinquent, but he was actually very studious and disciplined, studying on a tight schedule and approaching his work with a level of meticulousness that even rivaled mine.  

“As good as it could have been,” I blushed, turning my eyes away from him and shifting uncomfortably. 

“Is that all?” he asked, a slight devilish glimmer animating his face as he stood up from his seat to greet me.  “You know, I’m proud of you for being such a good sub today – you did a great job following directions.”  He walked up to me and wrapped me up in a warm embrace that made me feel small but safe.  “Did you end up doing any problems on the board?” 

An unexpected flood of arousal surged through me as I breathed in, preparing to respond to him. 

“Um… yeah, I actually did get to do one.  Everyone saw me dressed like a…”

Ethan grabbed my butt and gave it a firm squeeze, eliciting a surprised squeak from me as I tried to keep talking.  For some reason, every little thing he was doing was turning me on more than usual, but I couldn’t figure out why that was. 

“Dressed like what?” he asked coyly, his mouth turning up into an amused smile.

“You know… like a slut,” I stammered, finding it difficult to say something so embarrassing, even to him. 

“Good girl,” he cooed in response, stroking my long, bleach-blonde hair with his free hand.  “You’ve turned into such a sexy little slut since you became my sub.” 

It was true.  When I thought of BDSM in the past, I imagined whips, chains, leather, and that weird metal wheel with little pins sticking out of it.  But Ethan’s conception of it was completely different.  He got off to transforming nerdy, homely girls into hyper-feminine eye candy that he could wear on his arm.  So when Ethan and I started dating, he immediately brought it up, as it was one of his biggest sexual interests.  I was hesitant about it, but something about it deep down intrigued me…  Maybe it was the idea of becoming the hot girl I always saw in movies, or maybe it was the idea of being able to surrender control to a powerful alpha male.  But whatever the reason, I quickly came to love our play.  Once I agreed to start, Ethan put me on a training regiment where he controlled my diet and exercise, set fitness and weight goals for me, helped me schedule so I could accommodate the new responsibilities, and slowly replaced my wardrobe until my daily outfits were all youthful, chic, and sexy.  Before I knew it, I had lost 20 pounds, gained a figure I never knew I had, and was dressing well and wearing makeup every day.  When I went home for thanksgiving break, my family hardly recognized me.  After a while, I started wondering what could be next since I had already made such a dramatic transformation.  When Ethan picked out my sexiest outfit yet and told me to wear it to class, I quickly realized what he had in mind. 

“Don’t you love having everyone in class looking at you, lusting after you?” he breathed into my ear, sending a shiver of goosebumps down my arms and back.  As he groped my ass, I felt his fingers getting more and more adventurous, until they were tracing the G-string of my thong, just one tiny strip of fabric away from my asshole.  Nearly involuntarily, I found myself grinding against his finger, the mounting arousal and sexual tension already becoming too much for me to bear.  Fuck, vanilla sex is already a lot for me, let alone stuff like this, I thought, quickly losing my presence of mind to his teasing. 

“I really enjoyed seeing you come into your apartment looking like this,” he said, sliding a finger underneath my G-string.  “Seeing you submit to my will is seriously hot.  You even dyed your hair for me.”  I felt his finger rubbing against my asshole, causing me to arch my back and let out a whimper.  My mind started going blank and I pressed against him like a cat in heat. 

“Would you like a reward from me, you little slut?”  he asked, using his free hand to peel my little frilly top over my head, exposing my tits and my aroused, engorged nipples. 

“Please, sir, I can’t wait anymore,” I moaned, sliding off my skirt and panties, then bending over the couch and sticking my ass out to him. 

When Ethan had asked me how often I masturbated, I was a bit confused by the question.  I usually did it when I was bored or stressed and I didn’t think much of it.  It was more or less a way to pass the time.  I didn’t think abiding by his request to stop masturbating would be a big deal, since masturbating was never really a big deal to me.  But over time, I started to see why he asked me to do it.  After about a month of being physical with a guy for the first time, I was aching to be touched.  And Ethan loved to touch me.  But he never touched me down there.  I quickly became so horny that I could hardly control myself around him, and I wanted him to do anything, absolutely anything, as long as it could get me closer to release.

“Well, if you ask that nicely, I don’t see why I should refuse,” he replied from behind me, his grin audible. 

I felt his fingers first graze over the back of my thighs, a highly sensitive erogenous spot for me.  He ran his nails lightly over them, then squeezed and kneaded them firmly in alternating patterns.  Then, his hands started traveling up my legs, quickly arriving at my exposed butt.  When he got there, I spread my legs a little wider, giving him a full view of my toned, full butt, my asshole and my pussy.  It felt so erotic to be shamelessly exposed like that, and I could feel myself getting wetter by the second.  I felt his large, strong fingers exploring every inch of my butt, sometimes meandering over my lower back, around to my sides or down my legs briefly, but always settling again on my ass, seemingly intent on learning every angle and sensation.  No matter what he did, he never so much as grazed my pussy, which frustrated and aroused me in equal quantities.  Without warning, he spread my cheeks, exposing my asshole to him. 

“Have you been doing your training?” he asked me, his fingers grazing closer and closer to my hole until they were encircling it, almost touching it directly. 

“Yes sir, I’ve gotten up to the second biggest plug,” I responded, my heart skipping in anticipation of what he might do this time. 

“Well, if you’re onto the medium plug already, I think today might be the day for a big reward for you.”  I heard Ethan pull something out of his pocket, then the telltale sound of buttons and a zipper coming loose.  I started freaking out a bit mentally.  Is he going to do what I think he is?  I don’t know if I’m ready…  The butt plugs are one thing, but how could something as big as him fit inside me like that?  My nervous thoughts quickly clouded over with arousal.  I had been desperate for something more intense for months now, something that could give me the release I was so desperately craving.  Maybe I needed to just face my fear and take it. 

I felt a trickle of cold lube on my asshole, then his carefully manicured fingers rubbing around the entire area.  One, then two, then three fingers slid in effortlessly, much to my surprise.  I heard Ethan softly grunt in what I assumed was approval, and then he slowly slid in and out of me.  I had never had anything but my own fingers or a plug in my ass before, so being fingered by him was a completely new experience.  It felt so dirty and raunchy having someone’s fingers inside my body like that, and as he thrusted in and out, my mind completely shut off, surrendering to his ministrations and wanting nothing more but to keep feeling what I was feeling. 

“You really did train well.  I’m proud of you,” he gently cooed as he added more lube and picked up the pace with his fingers.  “I think it might be time for something a bit bigger.” 

I heard a slick sound that I could only identify as Ethan stroking himself, lathering up with lube.  I had never seen a penis before his but I knew that he had to be on the big side.  I started bracing myself, then remembered what I had learned – that you always have to be relaxed for anal.  Breathing in and out slowly and deeply, I got into the same headspace I had been training for months and decided I was ready to take him inside of me. 

“You probably never thought you’d lose your anal virginity first, did you?” Ethan asked, grabbing my small waist with one hand, the head of his dick touching the entrance to my ass.  He was right – he was the first guy I had ever been with sexually, so I was a virgin.  An unexpected pang of embarrassment came over me at the thought of how slutty it must be to lose my anal virginity first, but it was quickly overcome by an overwhelming need to have him inside me.

Unable to wait any longer, I pushed back onto him, my asshole stretching to accommodate his sizable girth.  It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before.  I didn’t have any pain, more a sensation of absolute fullness and intimacy.  I could feel every ridge and curve of his penis, and that feeling alone was pleasurable, along with the feeling of being completely full. 

Pushing back farther than I thought I would have to, I took him inside me until my butt was pressing against his pelvis, taking him fully inside me for the first time. 

Ethan immediately started thrusting, slowly at first, but picking up a rhythm as he got used to the sensation of fucking me.  Surprisingly, I was able to take him with ease, probably owing to the strict regimen of anal training he had me on.  I began matching his strokes, pushing into him when he was all the way in to maximize the depth of penetration.  I had never felt anything this good before, my body quivering with the sensation and arousal mixed all together.  I could get addicted to this, I thought, lost in the feeling of getting fucked. 

As Ethan picked up the pace, I felt his balls slapping my pussy a bit on each thrust, not hitting my clit, but making contact with my vulva and sending shocks of pleasure through me on each thrust.  It was the first time I had any stimulation to my pussy in months and it was from Ethan’s balls slapping against me.  The thought turned me on more than I wanted to admit to myself. 

“How do you like having my cock in you?” Ethan asked, grabbing my hair right at the base of my scalp and pulling my head back towards him as he pounded into me.  I moaned an incoherent response and he pulled my head back a bit more so he could kiss the side of my neck, adding another sensation to the already-overwhelming feeling. 

“Give me more, Sir…  I love being fucked by you,” I begged, my voice quivering in time with his hard and deep thrusts. 

“We can arrange that,” he replied, fucking me at what I could only assume was his maximum level of intensity.  Using his free hand, he massaged and caressed one of my breasts, fucking me as roughly as he could, letting out sexy, unrestrained moans.  I felt something building up inside me that I had never felt before.  Was it an orgasm?  I couldn’t tell.  It was a warm, pleasurable pressure I could feel starting in my stomach, then working its way both up and down, slowly enveloping my whole body in an aura of pleasure.  The more he fucked me, the more intense the feeling got, and it eventually centered itself in my groin.  It almost felt like my pussy was being directly stimulated, though I knew no such thing was happening.  I thrusted harder against him and relaxed into the feeling, trying to nourish it and allow it to keep growing. 

I could feel Ethan growing bigger and pulsing inside of me, his breath picking up and his grip on my body tightening.  Our moans both crescendoed at the same time, and moments later I felt Ethan explode into an orgasm, pulsing deep into me, his thrusting changing to short, intense thrusts deep inside my ass.  Feeling him cum caused a chain reaction, and the feeling I had been experiencing exploded into a cascade of orgasmic pleasure that blossomed through my whole body.  It was much more intense than any orgasm I had ever had before, lasting for what felt like whole minutes.  It felt like I was beside myself for a few moments, feeling Ethan pulse inside me while fireworks went off in my body.  Eventually, Ethan pulled out of me, and I heard the drip of cum leaking out of me as he walked across the room to get tissues.  I slumped onto the couch I had been bent over, naked and exhausted, and relaxed into a deep post-orgasmic bliss. 

Ethan came over to the couch and lied down with me, spooning me and gently stroking my hair, my collarbone, the side of my face. 

“Well, how was your first time having sex?” he asked, nuzzling up against me. 

“It felt pretty dirty, doing it anally for the first time, but honestly that kind of made me like it more,” I said, half embarrassed and half proud of myself for having done something so daring.  “And I mean, you have been helping me bring out my inner slut, so I guess it fits,” I mused, grinning involuntarily and enjoying the feeling of his warm body surrounding me, both of us sweaty but too tired to hop in the shower. 

“Well, there’s more where that came from,” Ethan replied, grinning with his voice again.  “Your training has only just begun.”


Chapter 2

Ethan had done it again.  I wasn’t sure why I was that surprised, but this was a whole new level from what I was used to. 

“I figured the beach would be a perfect place to show off the results of your training,” Ethan said, changing into his swim shorts after setting what he had picked out for me on the bed of the hotel room.  I should have been focused on the sexiness of my boyfriend, his shorts the perfect fit to accentuate his gym-honed muscles and sleek, strong frame.  We had decided to go to the beach for our spring break, getting a good five days away from everything at school.  I was really excited; I was just starting to really get used to having such a hot boyfriend (and having any boyfriend at all, really) and was seriously looking forward to a week of admiring him on the beach.  But it seemed like, as per usual, I was actually the one that was going to be the arm candy. 

The bikini Ethan had picked out for me was subtle in just the right ways that wearing it felt pretty dirty.  It wasn’t a microbikini or anything gaudy like that – no strings, no tiny triangles covering my bits, etc.  But, after putting it on, I realized I was probably going to attract a lot of stares.  The bikini was a pretty peach color, the top full enough that I felt secure wearing it but extremely revealing, pushing up my tits and maximizing my cleavage.  The bottom was a matching thong with a waistband that formed a high V from my crotch to my hips, making my hips look wider and my waist smaller.  Looking into the mirror, I hardly recognized myself.  I could see that I had fully transformed into a trophy girlfriend, someone who could easily have been mistaken for an Instagram model or social media influencer of some kind.  The peach color of the bikini stood out in subtle contrast to my tanned skin (I was normally pale and pasty, but Ethan had me start tanning in advance of our trip), my light blonde hair flowed in natural sensuous waves, and my tight, athletic body was on full display with the bikini.  I felt a bit embarrassed to be dressed like this, even in the hotel room, but I loved it at the same time.  For the first time, some slutty thoughts naturally flowed through my mind.  I wonder how many guys are gonna jerk off to me tonight when they get home, I thought, feeling a slight blush color my cheeks and I looked at myself in the mirror. 

“You look great,” Ethan said as he walked up from behind me, his imposing form making me look tiny by comparison.  He ran his hands over my smooth stomach, my wide hips and slim waist, traveling up my sides and grazing my breasts.  “I think we’re gonna be in for an exciting day today.  I hope you’re ready to take your sluttiness to the next level.” 

His last sentence made me pause and think for a moment.  He means by showing off in the bikini, right? I wondered.  My thought was interrupted by the feeling of Ethan’s fingers interlocking with mine, pulling me towards the door to head to the beach. 

Stepping out into public wearing such a sexy bikini, my body fully on display for everyone to see, was both embarrassing and thrilling.  I was drawing the stares of nearly everyone around me, male or female, which I had never done before.  We headed to the beach, set up our towels under an umbrella, and eased into a relaxing afternoon, sometimes resting in the shade or sunbathing, sometimes going out to the ocean and playing.  At first, I could hardly focus on anything else besides my outfit and how much attention I was getting, but eventually that faded into a slow but steady thrum of stimulation that just added a bit of a sexy edge to our beach hang. 

Before I knew it, it was time to get dinner, so Ethan and I toweled off, headed to the boardwalk, and went to a burger place that had outdoor seating.  As we ate, we talked about some trivial things – teachers we liked or disliked, drama amidst our friend groups, etc.  But one thing had been gnawing at the back of my mind, and I knew it was only a matter of time until I was too curious to not bring it up. 

“Hey Ethan, when you said I was going to take my sluttiness up to the next level, what exactly did you mean?”  I asked quietly as we finished our meals. 

The question had been nagging me for a while.  Maybe I was just getting used to the kind of play we did, but while going out in public in a sexy bikini was hot, and was definitely more exposing than I was used to, it did more or less feel similar to the kind of play we did normally at school.  Did Ethan have something planned that I hadn’t even considered? 

Ethan perked up, an amused look spreading across his face. 

“Oh, interesting,” he said, gazing deep into me, as if he was reading something about my expression that even I wasn’t aware of.  “I think I see what you’re asking.  I guess you know me well enough by now to know that when I say we’re taking it up to the next level, I really mean it.” 

My heart jumped at his words.  So I was right; he has something else planned for us tonight.  I could feel some arousal already start welling up in my body, knowing something even more exciting than what we had already been doing was on the menu for tonight. 

Ethan checked the time on his phone and gestured to me. 

“Actually, you brought this up at the perfect time.  Looks like it’s time to give you your surprise.” 

Holding his hand and trailing slightly behind him, I walked with Ethan back to our hotel lobby. 

“So what is this surprise you mentioned?” I asked, getting a bit nervous and antsy.  I couldn’t imagine what he had in mind in the hotel room.  Did he buy some sort of new toy he was going to try out on me?  Were we going to be in for some all-night edging scene?  My mind raced with the possibilities.  I was excited for anything, though.  A whole day of showing myself off to strangers had me feeling really horny and pent-up. 

As we passed the lobby, Ethan stopped and headed over to a nearby couch, gesturing for me to sit. 

“So, any guesses for what the surprise is?” he asked.  I could see a glimmer in his eye that meant he was getting into kink mode. 

“Hm, I’ll say…  You planned a long scene for me tonight.  You had to check the time before to make sure we’d have enough time to do everything you wanted to do.  I’ve started to catch onto your tricks by now.” 

“You’re not exactly wrong,” he replied, smirking.  “But that’s not the whole picture.”  He looked out towards the front doors, then back at me.  “It looks like you’re about to find out in just a couple moments.” 

As he spoke, I saw two older men, maybe in their late 30’s or early 40’s, walking from the front door in our direction, towards the rooms.  But instead of heading to the elevators, they headed straight towards the couch where we were sitting.  They both were looking around, and when they noticed me, twin looks of recognition crossed their faces and they both hurried over towards us. 

“Hey Ethan, I’m John and this is my friend Lucas.  Sorry for the hold up, traffic was crazy,” one of the men said, holding out his hand to Ethan, who shook it and then similarly greeted the other man. 

I was baffled, not able to make sense of what was going on.  At first I assumed these two guys were friends of Ethan’s that he happened to see there, but that didn’t make sense.  What did the one guy mean that he was held up in traffic?  So they were planning to meet?  And if they were his friends, why were they so much older?  My nerves shot up immediately as I tried to piece together what was happening. 

Ethan turned towards me and rested his hand on my thigh.  “Don’t worry babe, this is all according to plan.  I told you that you would be taking your sluttiness up to the next level today.  Well, I enlisted these two guys to help us with that.  John and Lucas, this is my girlfriend, Jess.  She’s going to be our toy for tonight.” 

In what felt like just a few moments later, I was back in the hotel room, on my knees, unbuckling Lucas’s pants, John and Ethan standing by the bed watching intently.  I was so nervous that my hands were shaking, which I was hoping that no one noticed.  I was not expecting this to be my surprise scene; it was on a whole other level of intensity.  I had never even kissed anyone other than Ethan, let alone touched their dick.  And on top of that, these guys were complete strangers to me.  But, above all else, I wanted to be an obedient submissive to Ethan, and after all these months of training, there was some part of me, deep down, that relished in the thought of being a true slut. 

As I unbuckled Lucas’s belt, I noticed a growing bulge in the crotch of the shorts he was wearing, inches from my face.  I unbuttoned his pants, unzipped, and after a moment of hesitation, closed my eyes and quickly pulled them down.  As soon as I did, I felt something warm lightly bump up against my face.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, and I knew that as soon as I opened my eyes, I would be in a reality I couldn’t go back from. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?”  Lucas asked, running his hand roughly through my hair, mussing it.  “Let’s see how slutty you can get.” 

Opening my eyes to the scene in front of me, I remembered the motto of my anal training and relaxed into the scene, taking Lucas’s cock in my hand and stroking him.  Hearing another man’s moan shocked me at first but it was definitely hot.  Breaking out of my initial tentativeness, I began stroking Lucas with a bit more intensity, paying attention to the feeling of every ridge and curve of his penis in my hand, the little subtleties of his body that were new to me and different from Ethan’s. 

“Your girlfriend’s a real slut, you know that?”  Lucas said offhandedly to Ethan in between moans.  “You don’t find them this hungry for cock too often,” he continued, looking at Ethan, whose brow was furrowed in concentration.  I could tell he was enjoying himself. 

Lucas looked down at me, his eyes flooded with a carnal aura.  He put one hand on the back of my head and pulled me closer to him, the tip of his dick pressing into my cheek. 

“You know how to stroke, but do you know how to suck, too?”  he asked, positioning himself so the head of his penis was touching my lips.  It felt so wrong for my lips, which had only ever kissed Ethan, to be touching the engorged cock of a stranger, but the thrill was too great for me to ignore.  Relaxing my jaw, I took him into my mouth, eliciting a stronger moan from before, as well as a moan from John, who had started rubbing himself over his pants, watching us intently.  I began bobbing my head up and down, taking most of Lucas’s impressive length down my throat, gagging myself occasionally, alternating between sucking him and stroking him, using my saliva as extra lube. 

After a few minutes of this, I heard some shuffling from Ethan’s direction as John walked over to Lucas and me, his fully erect dick throbbing in his hand and a lusty expression on his face.  “I think now’s about time for the real fun to begin,” he said, grabbing a fistful of my hair and forcing me down on his cock, away from Lucas’s.  Taking the rough treatment in stride, I used one hand to stroke Lucas, then used the other to gently massage John’s balls while he skull-fucked me.  The erotic energy of the scene was palpable and my heart was nearly beating out of my chest as I serviced both men.  After a while, I was completely lost in the naughtiness of the scene, relishing in how roughly I was being treated, how I was nothing more than a fuck toy to these two men.  I almost didn’t notice Ethan coming up behind me. 

“Hey Jess, I’m impressed,” he cooed into my ear while I alternated between sucking each of the strangers.  “You really adapted to this with ease…  Maybe I’ve corrupted you completely.  You know, there’s just one thing left to do that I think would be icing on the cake, so to speak.”  I felt his hands on my back, untying my bikini top and letting it fall to the floor, then doing the same with the bottoms, leaving me completely naked. 

“Why don’t you get on your hands and knees for me?” he continued, using one hand to push my head down further onto Lucas’s cock while roughly groping my chest with the other. 

I complied readily, getting onto all fours and arching my back for Ethan, just like he had trained me to do for the past handful of months. 

“Wow, you’re so wet already,” he commented, smacking my ass callously as he inspected me from behind.  I tried to respond to him but my mouth was too full of cock to be able to get more than a muffled groan out.  “You know, after seeing what a great trophy girlfriend you were on the beach today, how eager you were to suck stranger dick…  I think it might be time for a reward.  Would you like to lose your virginity tonight?” 

My breath caught in my throat at his words.  At first, a flash of anger welled up in me.  I’m not such a slut that I’d give up my virginity while sucking off two strange older men!  But, upon further reflection, I realized that I was already too much of a slut to claim otherwise at this point.  And besides, I had never been so aroused before in my life.  Losing my virginity like this would be the ultimate symbol of sluthood, proof that I was corrupted beyond repair. 

After a few more seconds of thought, I looked back at Ethan, locking eyes with him. 

“Take it,” I breathed at him, holding his gaze for just a moment more before getting back to the task in front of me. 

“Gladly,” Ethan replied, the characteristic perverse amusement I had become familiar with from him coloring his speech.  For the first time ever, I felt Ethan run his fingers over my soaking wet pussy.  I couldn’t believe how great it felt for another person to be touching my pussy.  It wasn’t like masturbation at all.  After so many months of anal training and denial, I felt like I could almost cum just from him grazing my pussy with his fingers.  He didn’t stay there for long, though.  Moments later, I felt Ethan’s penis resting on top of my ass, then sliding down slowly over my asshole, but continuing down, his tip grazing my slit, sliding the whole way to my clit, then sliding back to my opening, just a single thrust away from taking my virginity. 

“I hope you’re ready for this,” he breathed into my ear once more, then pushed his cock inside my virgin pussy in one long stroke. 

After months of teasing, edging, anal training, and denial, coupled with the mounting arousal from servicing multiple guys, having Ethan inside me was all I needed to push me over the edge.  I came right away, convulsing on Ethan’s cock, unable to pay any attention to whichever cock was in my mouth at that moment.  My body exploded into pleasure, and as my orgasm subsided, Ethan started fucking me hard and fast. 

“You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this moment,” he said, growling animalistically as he pounded me.  “I knew I wanted to wait for just the right timing, but fuck…  this is good.”  I felt his balls slapping against me, but this time, they hit my clit, giving me a little extra jolt of stimulation with every thrust.  I cried out in pleasure as Ethan fucked me, and allowed the two men in front of me to use my mouth as they pleased.  I was too overwhelmed with pleasure to take an active role in anything. 

Shortly into it, I felt John’s cock engorge in my mouth, bobbing and pulsing.  “Fuck, I’m gonna blow,” he moaned, pulling out of my mouth and stroking himself to completion, shooting a thick, sticky load of semen onto my face.  Having him cum on me while my boyfriend fucked me triggered a strong wave of arousal that pushed me over the edge to another orgasm, which rippled through me and caused me to clamp down on Ethan’s cock as he ravaged me. 

“Fuck, I just came again,” I moaned, looking up at the two men, cum streaked across my face.  That was all it took for Lucas to follow suit, stroking himself off onto me and unloading another thick load on top of his friend’s. 

My second orgasm seemed to have an effect on Ethan, and I felt him swelling up even more inside me, his moans increasing in volume as he fucked me, grabbing me by the waist with his hands to pull me into him. 

“Do you wanna finish the night like a real slut, Jess?”  he asked me, his voice pungent with lust and carnal hunger. 

“Please,” I replied.  “Do whatever you want to me.  Use me…”

“Well then, let’s end your first time getting fucked with a raw creampie,” Ethan said.  I felt him slam into me with even more intensity than before, intent on getting himself off using my hole.  I could feel a third orgasm building up in me as I thought about being used like an object by my own boyfriend, and moments later, I felt him explode inside me, which triggered my own orgasm, even stronger than the previous two.  Ethan moaned loudly and pumped his seed inside me, the contractions of my orgasm helping to milk him even more.  Our moans crested together, then eventually slowed and softened as our orgasms subsided.  He pulled out of me, then immediately picked me up princess style and set me on the bed.  I melted into the bed, completely naked, three exhausted men standing there looking at me, the room hot with sex.  I felt my formerly virgin pussy, a hot stream of cum leaking out of me onto the comforter.  I went to rub my eyes and was surprised to feel two loads of cum on it.  I had almost forgotten in the rush of getting fucked for the first time. 

Ethan walked over to me, his phone in his hand.  “I think we could use a photo to commemorate your slut baptism.  You have no idea how hot you look right now.”  I nodded, too tired to say much of anything.  I smiled weakly, but with a truly slutty look in my eyes, making a peace sign with one hand as Ethan snapped the picture, capturing my roughly used, naked body, two loads of cum on my face and one load leaking out of me, completely spent and exhausted. 

“I think this might be the start of some very sexy adventures for us, don’t you think?”  Ethan handed me a tissue for my face, stroking my hair as I wiped myself off. 

I squeezed his butt lightly with one hand.  “I think so, too.  I’m so glad you’ve turned me into your trophy girlfriend slut.” 
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