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Dorm Room Delight

As I waited for my new roommate to arrive, I kept my expectations low. Signing up for the new coed dorms was like entering the lottery. What I wanted was an ultra-hot, live-in fuckbuddy. But I knew the odds were not in my favor. I forced myself to expect the exact opposite: some kind of prudish tattletale with bad hygiene. But I could have gotten a prudish tattletale with bad hygiene if I lived in the all-boy’s dorm. At least in the coed dorm, I might have a chance of seeing some tits once in a while.

It was a lottery, and I would have been doing myself a great disservice not to enter.

It was bullshit that I had to live in a dorm, anyway. I was 21, way too old to be sharing a shoebox with a teenager. But since I’d taken three years off after high school, I was only a freshman. I had to live with the rest of the freshman. School rules. While my fellow of-agers would be sharing apartments off-campus, I’d be toddling around with my shower caddy and making frozen pizza in a communal kitchen.

But I wouldn’t have traded those three years of freedom for anything. I had backpacked through Europe, gone to Mardi Gras, partied at music festivals, and generally had the time of my life. And I’d gotten laid more times than I could count. While the freshman in my dorm were all excited about the newness of college life, I saw it as a way to cool down a little after some hard partying. I wanted to cruise through some classes, hit the bars or frats on the weekend, and find some sweet little thing to call me Sir.

That was kind of my thing, something I’d learned about myself during that three-year hiatus. I wasn’t too hardcore into BDSM, but I liked the idea of being in control of some innocent, devoted chick. And I figured that with my good looks and my age advantage, it couldn’t be too hard to find a lost lamb on campus. Someone a little overwhelmed, who needed a steady guy like me to take care of them, tell them what to do.

I just hoped that my potential pet had cool roommates, or a place of her own, since my prudish tattletale of a roommate probably wouldn’t want to walk in on any hanky-panky. Like I said, I was keeping my expectations very low.

But you know…someone’s gotta win the lottery.

And I knew, from the moment my new roommate walked through the door, that I was holding the lucky ticket.

Sasha crept into the room like she was afraid a tiger might be waiting for her inside. Unlike the other 18-year-old freshman, she was alone. No hovering parents helping her move, or scrutinizing the coed living situation. The coed dorm was all in the name of breaking down gender barriers, or some other liberal shit. I didn’t care why they were doing it, honestly. I was just excited about it.

“Hey,” I said coolly, lying on my bed. The dorm room was your usual college space – tiny, barely furnished, with white walls. There were two beds on opposite sides of the room, two desks and two chairs. That was about it. I’d already moved all my stuff in, and I didn’t have much. A tiny bedside table, a lava lamp, my clothes. Some posters from my travels. Also, a drawer full of fun toys like handcuffs and vibrators. But I was keeping those well-hidden – for now.

“Hi,” Sasha squeaked. She was holding a rolled-up rug under one arm, and a suitcase in the other. She was 5’2, slender, with huge tits and the kind of ass you could bounce a quarter off. Long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and the cutest little mouth I’d ever seen. A spattering of freckles coated her nose and cheeks, and they brightened as she blushed. She didn’t seem to want to make eye contact.

“Welcome,” I said. “I’m Adam. Your new roommate. I hope you don’t mind, I called dibs on this bed.”

“Oh, no! Of course not! Whatever…you…whatever you want!” Sasha said, rushing across the room. She turned her back to me, putting her suitcase down on the opposite bed. I took the time to admire her ass, which seemed unnaturally huge in proportion to her body. But not too big – there probably wasn’t an inch of cellulite on her. I could have had a boner right then and there, but I took control of myself.

“So, what’s your name?” I said as she busied herself opening her suitcase. “Want me to unroll that rug for you?”

“Oh, uh,” Sasha blinked at me over her shoulder, biting her lip. “It’s Sasha.”

Of course, I’d already known that – just as she must have known my name. We got each others’ information when we got our dorm assignments. I’d tried to look her up on social media, but she didn’t seem to have any internet presence at all.

“Cool,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah…uh…same,” she fairly whispered. I got up, walking to her bed. She had leaned the rolled-up rug against the frame and I took it. Our skin brushed, and Sasha turned to me with wide, clear eyes. She looked like I was holding a damn gun to her head, instead of my arm barely making contact with hers.

“I’ll put this between our beds,” I said, unrolling the bright green, shag rug. It barely fit, but it did make the room seem a little more homey.

“Th-thanks,” Sasha tittered. I noticed her eyes on my body as I leaned down to adjust the rug, and I smiled to myself. “I’m…uh…I’m kind of nervous!”

“I can tell,” I said, returning to my bed. Putting some distance between us seemed to put her at ease. “But you don’t need to be. I’m a good guy, I promise. And I’m 21. So, you know, I’ve been around the block a few times. I’m happy to give you advice or help you out, any way you need it.”

I wondered if she had any idea what I meant by that. Sure, I meant it at face value…but also, I totally meant something else. She didn’t seem to pick up on it…anyway, her blush neither decreased or increased.

“Thanks,” she muttered, then gave a shaky sigh. “I’m just…wow. I wish my parents were here.”

“Why aren’t they?” I asked.

“Well…they don’t really approve of me going to college,” she admitted. “And they definitely don’t approve of me living in the coed dorms. Daddy’s a preacher.”

Oh, shit, Preacher’s daughter. I wondered if that meant…

But I was getting ahead of myself. Time to pump the brakes.

“That must be tough,” I said. “What made you decide to live in the coed dorms?”

Sasha shrugged, finally turning to face me. She sat down on the edge of her bed, her hands underneath her thighs.

“I just thought it was a cool idea,” she said. “And I guess…well, I kind of wanted to piss Daddy off. A little. But now I really regret it. He’s tried to shelter me for so long, I just…I needed to rebel. But now I just want him to be here and hold my hand!”

“Aw, come on now,” I said as her shoulders began to shake. “Don’t cry. Honestly, I totally get how you could be overwhelmed. But it’s gonna be okay. Everyone feels scared the first time they do something new. When I got to my first hostel in Europe, I was pretty nervous. I didn’t know if I’d even be able to communicate with anyone. But it turned into the best experience of my life!”

“You…you went to Europe?” Sasha asked with awe in her voice. Her eyes brightened, and her shoulders stopped shaking. “Wow!”

“Yeah, for a year,” I said. “Backpacked from England to Poland.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so cool! I’ve never been anywhere!”

“Well, you’re here now,” I said with a smile. “It may not be Europe, but it’s a new adventure for you. That counts.”

She smiled, a sweet little smile.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s…that’s a really nice thing to say!”

“It’s true,” I shrugged, happy to have brought her some relief. “It’s really brave of you to come here all by yourself. Especially since you said you’ve been sheltered. I think you’re doing great.”

“So nice,” she said, her smile widening. “I didn’t expect you to be so nice!”

Uh-oh. Was I in nice guy territory? I didn’t exactly want to be there. But then again, with a girl like this…maybe it was the right place to start.

“Like I said, Sasha, anything you need,” I said. “Just come to me. I’ve got you covered. That’s what roommates are for. And I really hope we can be more than just roommates.”

“Like friends?” Sasha said, sounding so damn hopeful it broke my heart. Poor kid really was sheltered. “I’d really like that!”

“I’d love to be your friend, Sasha,” I grinned. “Now, can I help you unpack or anything?”

“Oh…I don’t have that much,” she said. “But…can you tell me about Europe while I unpack? I really want to hear everything!”

“Well, everything might take a while,” I laughed. “But I can start with England.”

I started to talk about London, all my crazy adventures there. Of course, I left out the craziest of my adventures, but I hinted at the parties and concerts and crazy nights I’d had. She listened intently, hanging on my every word. I started to tell her about Dublin next, then Edinburgh. By the time I got to Paris, it was dinnertime. We walked to the dining hall together. Sasha nibbled at some gross-looking pizza while I munched down on mashed potatoes and fried chicken, telling her tale after tale. She was totally engrossed. But once dinner was over, I was pretty much talked-out.

“Where’d you go next?” Sasha asked as we arrived back to the dorm.

“You know, if I tell you everything tonight, there won’t be anything left to say tomorrow,” I joked. “How about we watch a movie or something?”

“Okay!” Sasha said. “Gee, I’m so glad you’re my roommate! Adam, you’re so cool. And I feel so relaxed. I thought I’d never feel better, but I already feel like college is going to be awesome!”

“I’m glad,” I said, taking a risk and laying a hand on her shoulder. I squeezed gently, expecting her to run away like a frightened rabbit. But even though she blushed like crazy and looked down at her feet, her hair falling over her face, she didn’t move away. That was a really good sign.

She wasn’t the only one who felt like college was going to be awesome.
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I spent the next week as a good college student should: going to classes, eating at the dining hall, not sneaking liquor into my dorm room. I got the books, and I even hit them sometimes. Mostly, though, I tried to win over my sweet, bunny-eyed roommate.

Sasha was as innocent as they come. Preacher’s daughter to the max. She’d never drank, did drugs, and – I had to guess, since she didn’t tell me – never had sex. She’d never done a lot of things: seen an R-rated movie, driven over the speed limit, shoplifted, or been on an airplane. She’d never, honestly, done…anything.

Which made it really easy to impress her.

And impress her I did. She seemed to hang on every word that came out of my mouth. I’d get home after class and she’d be waiting like a puppy to ask me questions about how she was supposed to make friends, or what it felt like to dance at a club, or if I knew what a “gravity bong” was. I was more than happy to answer each and every question, since each and every question made her trust me more and more.

I could have been annoyed by her clinginess, but it was hard to be annoyed when she was clearly so in need of guidance. And, shit, it was hard to be annoyed when she wore those cute little pajama shorts and low-cut tank tops to bed. It was like she had no idea what effect her body had on me, or on men in general.

I was just waiting for my chance to show her. And by the end of the first week, I admit to getting a little impatient. On the first Friday of the semester, I wound up going out with some guys from my Econ class. I advised Sasha to go to the “pizza party” being hosted in the dorm’s lounge, by the RA’s, She asked me to go with her and looked petulant when I said I had other plans, but she did as I said.

When I got back, I was frustratingly sober. Turns out the Econ guys weren’t into partying the way I was. Their idea of a night out was going to the local old man bar and – get this – playing pool. Not a single one of them ordered a beer, and I wasn’t going to be the only fool getting drunk. Even though it was a Friday night, the bar seemed to be reserved for old dudes who lived in town, not the usual college crowd.

It was a little before midnight when I got back to the dorm and found Sasha on her bed, in her pajamas. Crying.

“Sasha!” I exclaimed, surprised and a little scared of what might have happened to her. “What’s wrong?!”

“Oh, Adam,” she sniffled, wiping her cheeks. She was in her tiny, thin, plaid pajama shorts and a tight v-neck t-shirt. “I w-went…to the pizza…party…”

She was speaking haltingly between sobs. I sat across from her, on my bed.

“Calm down,” I suggested. “Take deep breaths.”

She did as I said, and within a few moments her tears had subsided.

“Okay,” I said. “Now, tell me what happened. Did someone hurt you?”

If someone did, I was going to kill him.

“No,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that. It’s just that I…I…I had no idea…”

She took a deep, labored breath.

“Like, no one is a virgin!” Sasha blurted it out, as though she was ripping off a virgin. “After the pizza party, we went to this girl’s room to play games. And they wanted to play Never Have I Ever, and I was…it was so embarrassing! I thought…I mean, I was winning, because I never did any of the things they said! But then when it was my turn, all I could think of was…”

I knew the game she was talking about. Everyone held up five or ten fingers, depending on the game, and went around in a circle. You’d say something you’d never done. If anyone in the circle had done it, they put a finger down. Whoever put all their fingers down first was the winner – or loser depending on how you looked at it.

“You said ‘never have I ever had sex’?” I said, making a not-that-wild guess. Sasha nodded slowly, staring down at her lap.

“I’m so stupid,” she whimpered. “They all looked at me like I was a freak!”

“Oh,” I said. Sasha’s ample breasts heaved with her shuddering breaths. Even with her eyes rimmed red from crying, she was unbelievably sexy. I knew she was feeling sad and maybe a little vulnerable, but this was my shot. I could just tell, this was the time to do it. What kind of man would I be if I didn’t take the opportunity to try and get in my hot roommate’s pants? Or, more accurately, her pajama shorts. “I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“I just…I feel like such a loser!” Sasha mumbled. She wiped her cheeks, then blinked up at me. “Are you…a…?”

“No,” I said quickly.  “I’m not. I would be embarrassed, too, if I was a virgin in college.”

Sasha blushed, looking away. Her shoulders slumped.

“Maybe I should just go home,” she sniffled. “Maybe I’m not ready…”

“That’s dumb,” I interrupted, trying to sound confident but not overeager. “Why not just, you know, have sex? Then you wouldn’t have to worry about being the only virgin on campus.”

“Have sex?” Sasha asked like the idea was so novel – well, how else did she expect to lose her v-card? I stopped myself from rolling her eyes at her innocence. “But…how?”

I laughed, unable to help myself. Sasha pouted and crossed her arms against her chest, which only made her boobs look fuller as they pressed together. I wanted to bury my face between them, lick my way all the way down to her pussy, and show her just what I meant. But she wasn’t going to let me do that…yet.

“It’s easier than you think it is,” I said with a shrug. “Don’t get all bent out of shape. It’s just that a hot girl asking how to lose her virginity is, like, so stupid.”

Sasha blushed again, her pout disappearing.

“You…think I’m hot?” Sasha squeaked.

“Sure,” I said, flipping my hand to show that her being hot wasn’t a big deal to me. “You’re hot enough.”

“So…you think someone would actually…like…want to have sex with me?” Sasha’s big blue eyes widened, no more tears welling in them. She bit her lip.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “I would.”

She gasped, drawing back slightly, her cheeks so red they could have been fire hydrants. Shit, had I freaked her out? Gone too far? She dropped her gaze to the floor.

“You…you would?” She looked back up at me, batting her lashes. There was an undeniable look of hope on her face that made me want to jump up and shout in victory.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, still acting nonchalant. “If it helped you out. I’m a good guy, I don’t want to see you upset like this. If all you need is someone to show you the ropes, I’m here for you.”

Sasha studied me. Her blushing cheeks dimpled as a sweet smile crossed her face. Sweet, but definitely nervous, too.

“Are you…are you totally sure?” Sasha asked, nearly breathless. “That would be…oh, it would be so great, Adam! I’d, like, totally owe you one!”

She’d owe me one? Damn. Luck really was on my side. I grinned, trying not to look insane. I didn’t want to scare her off now, when she was practically riding my dick already.

“We can go slow,” I said, getting off my bed and sitting beside her on the opposite side of the room. She turned to follow me with her eyes. I could almost sense the anxiety radiating from her full, curvy body. One of us had to make the first move, and clearly she expected it to be me.

Reaching across her body, I took both her shoulders in my hands and began to rub. Her muscles were so tense, it was like rubbing stone. She got even stiffer at first, and I worried that she would change her mind. I leaned in, making my voice extra deep and breathy as I whispered into her ear. “Relax, Sasha. I’ll take care of everything. Trust me.”

She sighed, and I finally felt some give in her tense muscles. She obeyed my hushed command, and began to relax. After a minute, her shoulders slumped. I studied the curve of her neck, her messy bun giving me plenty of access to her flesh. She even began to move with me, rolling her shoulders as I rubbed them. A muffled moan passed through her lips. My dick twitched to life at the thought of making her moan again – much louder.

“Keep still,” I suggested, whispering into her ear again. She shuddered in response. I licked my lips, watching her face slowly go blank as she let my hands lull her into a relaxed state. I leaned in close, picking a spot right under her ear, and pressed my lips to her flesh. She tasted sweet, and smelled like baby powder.

Hungry for more, and boldened by the way she leaned in to me, I kissed my way down her neck towards her collarbone. I moved until I was sitting behind her, my mouth slowly tracing its way from one shoulder to the other, my tongue gathering her sweetness like a drug. My cock was more than a little hard by the time I’d covered her neck and upper back in kisses. And Sasha was fully relaxed, even squirming slightly and pressing back against me.

It was time to turn things up a notch. I released her shoulders, which were like jelly by then, and slowly inched my hands down her chest. She stiffened ever-so-slightly as my fingertips grazed the top of her shirt, but she didn’t stop me. I nibbled her left ear, slowly diving under her low-cut shirt and finding her full, soft breasts. I was so thankful she wasn’t wearing a bra – I didn’t want to have to deal with a clasp. Sasha’s breath quickened when I rubbed my palms over her nipples, making them tighten and harden. Her breasts were way more than a handful, and I squeezed gently with my fingers spread.

“Take off your shirt,” I commanded, whispering into her ear. She obeyed immediately, not even showing a hint of the hesitation I expected. Her tits jostled slightly as she pulled her shirt over her head, and I cupped them in my hands, tweaking her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. I could feel her skin heating up, her breath coming faster and faster, her pulse fluttering under my tongue as I kissed behind her ear.

“Don’t move,” I told her again, getting up from where I sat behind her. I got off the bed and knelt on the floor. She had her legs held tightly together. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes lidded, lips dewy. I held eye contact, grasping her knees and gently forcing her thighs open so I could kneel between them.

She let me manipulate her body, a perfect little doll, trusting my every movement. I was close enough to do what I really wanted – cupping her tits from below, I leaned in and sucked her nipple into my mouth. Sasha groaned, arching her back slightly, her body betraying how much she wanted what I was doing to her.

Her sweet flesh was addictive, and I sucked and nibbled her breasts, switching between them, her tight little nipples rolling under my hungry tongue. My cock was throbbing, impatient, but I could have stayed there, kissing her perfect jugs forever. She squirmed more with each passing minute, making small mewling sounds as I worked her tits with my hands and mouth.

Now, I noticed, her legs were spreading wider without me needing to push. Sasha was squirming in her seat, and I could almost smell how excited she was. Her tiny pajama shorts were so thin that I could feel her heat against my chest as I leaned in. I felt confident that she was ready – even eager – for the next step.

I put my hands on her knees. She must have applied lotion not long before, because her legs were smooth and silky as I slowly drew my hands up her toned thighs. She shifted on the bed, her hips angling up as I approached. That was a good sign. Finally, my fingertips brushed the bottoms of her shorts, which put my hands right under her pert ass. Growling slightly in anticipation, I began to kiss downwards, leaving her sweet breasts and trailing my tongue down her stomach.

I took my time, my hands busy exploring her thighs. And then, finally, between them. Sasha gasped when I pressed my thumb against the seam of her pajama shorts, pushing the thin fabric against her flesh until I could see the outline of her pussy. I expected her thighs to snap shut, but instead they drifted even wider, as though inviting me in. Her hips shifted up, she leaned back, and I hooked a finger around her pajama shorts and yanked them to the side.

To my surprise, Sasha was shaved bare. I figured a virgin wouldn’t know to do that, but I guessed she knew more than I thought – maybe she’d read a Cosmo or two in her life. Her pussy was dewy, slick with arousal. I glanced up at her, my tongue at her bellybutton.

She was in a total trance, breathing slow and heavy, head tilted upward, body humming with need. I started to kiss faster, downward, towards her bare pussy. I wanted to taste that sweet little cunt. I brushed my fingers up and down her slit, making her coo and thrust her hips forward, asking for more. I could certainly smell her by then, as my mouth finally approached her entrance. Tugging at her shorts, I had them off in a second, and then I was face-to-face with her tight, shaved, wet slit.

Sasha moaned as I exhaled against her flesh. She smelled so sweet and fresh, my mouth watered at the thought of being the first to make her cum.

“Lay back,” I instructed, and she quickly obeyed, clearly desperate to do whatever I said. I hoisted her legs up over my shoulders, licked my lips, and dove in.

She immediately cried out as I sucked her hard clit between my lips. Licking it, I used slow, patient strokes to get it even harder and more swollen. Juices dribbled from her cunt down my chin as she panted, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue. I massaged and kneaded her thighs as I ate her sweet, virgin pussy. She was so responsive, moaning my name as she desperately thrust against my face. Digging her fingers into my hair, she pulled me against her.

As she breathed faster and faster, I lashed at her clit with my tongue, suckling it between my lips. I knew she was going to cum quickly, since she’d never done this before. I reached up, grabbing her tits and squeezing them hard. Sasha cried out louder than ever, her thighs clenching around my head, her pussy finally releasing in a flood. Her sweet cunt pulsed against my tongue, her clit buzzing, juice dripping into my mouth. I lapped it up, savoring the taste of her very first orgasm.

Sasha slowly stilled, her body totally pliable now that she’d had her first climax. I gave her a few last kisses, each of which made her jump slightly, before rising to my feet. I was rock hard, my cock clearly outlined behind my loose gym shorts. Sasha blinked up at me, staring at my cock.

“What now?” Sasha asked quietly, as though she didn’t already know the answer.

“Well, I thought that would help prepare you,” I said, reaching down to adjust my shorts. “And now…well…if you still want me to help you out…”

“Yes!” Sasha exclaimed, a little too quickly. She bounced up, sitting straight once more, eyes bright as she looked up at me. She had full confidence in me, I could tell, and would obey whatever I said like a little puppy. The thought made me even hornier. “Please!”

“Alright,” I said, reaching for my cock and pulling it free. “I think…I’d like you to turn around. Get on all fours.”

Sasha’s eyes clouded over slightly. Was I asking too much? Did she expect some sort of slow, candlelit, romance novel scene for her first time?

“It’ll be easier for me to…you know…get inside you, quickly, without it hurting too much,” I said. I figured it wasn’t that big of a lie. It would be easier for me to ram myself into her tight, virgin pussy. Easier for me, that is.

“If you say so, Adam,” Sasha said, nodding gravely. She slowly got to her feet, then turned around. She climbed onto the bed, on all fours, her bubbly teenage ass on display. I sighed in appreciation, slowly pumping my cock as I admired her wet, juicy pussy and tight little rosebud. I wondered what it would be like to be the first man in her ass, but I knew I should count my blessings. She was offering me her virgin pussy, and I was going to be grateful for it.

I reached for her ass, grabbing her cheeks in my hands and squeezing.

“Get on your elbows,” I instructed. Sasha obeyed, her ass lifting as she bent forward. Her tits pressed against the bed, her hair wild in its messy bun. I stepped forward and slid my cock between her lips. She was so wet from her orgasm that I could coat my shaft in her juices just by sliding it back and forth between her legs. She groaned as I stimulated her clit, rubbing myself across every inch of her. Teasing her was fun, but I was getting impatient. I positioned myself at her entrance. She felt it, and went stiff underneath me.

“Calm down,” I whispered encouragingly. “It might hurt for a second, but then…”

I inched forward as I spoke, stretching her tight slit wide. She groaned again, this time with a hint of pain in her voice. She wiggled, messing up my angle of entrance, so I reached for her upper back and pinned her down.

“Stay still,” I instructed. “Or it’ll be much worse.”

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha said, her voice muffled by the sheets that were pressed to her lips.

“Good girl,” I said, relishing how tight she was. Every inch, I expected to hit resistance, but it took a while before I finally found myself stuck up against something. I shifted, pumping slowly into her, gaining speed with each thrust. She cried out in time with my thrusts, and it as hard to say whether it was pleasure or pain. It didn’t really matter – she wasn’t telling me to stop, so…

“I’m going to pop your cherry now,” I warned. “Hold on tight.”

Her hands gripped the sheets. I slid out, then thrust forward, hard. She screamed in pain as I tore through her hymen, taking her innocence once and for all. Her hot, wet cunt was like a second skin on my dick, so tight I almost couldn’t move. Sasha gasped again and again, getting used to the feel of a cock inside her. I wanted to be patient with her, but I needed friction. My balls were churning.

I started to slide in and out of her, slowly, savoring her tightness. She’d never be this tight again, and I decided to make the most of it. Gripping her ass, I squeezed tight and began to thrust faster. Sasha moaned, drooling into the sheets, but she also started to move with me. Her hips pushed back when mine pushed forward. Excited, I slowed my thrusts – she didn’t.

“You like it?” I asked, surprised at how quickly she’d gotten used to having a cock inside her.

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha whimpered. “So good…your cock in me…so good….”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, watching her impale herself on my dick over and over. Soon, I was standing perfectly still as she fucked herself on my rod. She groaned, her tits rubbing against the bed, as she slid her body against mine. Her breathing was hard and heavy again, her movements fast and hard.

I could hardly believe she was going to cum again, but when I slid my hand around her hips and stroked her clit, she screamed my name and slammed her hips backwards against me. Grinding back, I felt her sweet virgin pussy clench on my cock. She came again, her pussy milking my cock with its spasms, her toes curling.

It was so fucking hot.

I didn’t wait for her orgasm to subside before I took over again. I watched my thick, throbbing cock disappear inside her again and again, my shaft slick with her juices. She took my sudden pounding thrusts like a champ, letting me use her like a doll. Burying every inch in her cunt, I felt my balls churning, a lightness spreading at the base of my spine.

“Thank you, Adam,” Sasha moaned, and it sent me over the edge. I shoved myself against her womb, cumming inside her, spraying my jizz until it filled her up. I emptied my balls into her slit, watching her pant and buck in pleasure at the feel of my hot cum splashing inside her.

I squeezed the last of my jizz into her dripping pussy and pulled out. Sasha stayed where she was, moaning into the bed. When she finally rose and turned over onto her back, she looked rosy-cheeked and sleepy.

“Wow,” she said. “That was so amazing.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said, surprised at how much she got into it. For her first time, Sasha seemed to get the hang of it real quickly. “And I’m glad I could help you out.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded dreamily. “Thank you, Adam. Sooo much. Um…can I ask you something?”

I was sitting beside her, leaning back, enjoying the afterglow and the sight of her nude body, my cum still dripping from her tight little snatch.

“Anything,” I said.

“Um…well..will it always be like that?” Sasha blinked up at me, her blue eyes so wide and trusting.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Everyone is different…”

“But, I mean, you were so good at telling me what to do,” she explained. “I really liked that. It made me so comfortable, and I enjoyed it so much more than if I had to figure out for myself.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, depends, I guess. You could ask a guy to do that for you, but probably you’ll find some guys want you to take the lead.”

Her face clouded over, and she frowned. I wondered what I’d said to upset her.

“I don’t want other guys,” she finally murmured, looking down and blushing again. “And I don’t want to ever have to take the lead. I only want it…like that. With you, telling me what to do.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was too good to be true. I hadn’t just won the lottery, I’d won the mega-jackpot.

“Hmm,” I said, pretending not to be excited by the prospects opening up in front of me. “Well…I do care about you. But what you’re asking for seems to be a Master-Slave kind of thing. That can take up a lot of time and energy.”

“Oh,” Sasha said, processing this. She looked dejected. “I understand…”

“But…I think I’d be willing to do it. For you. But you’d have to be very good, and do what I tell you.”

“Really?! Oh, Adam, I swear! I will do everything you say!” Sasha squealed in delight, cuddling up to me, her breasts pressed to my chest. I felt myself getting hard again, but it was late, and Sasha had already had quite a full night. I’d be a good boy and keep myself in check for the time being.

“I trust you will,” I assured her. “But you have a lot left to learn. I think we should get started first thing in the morning. I’ll teach you how to pleasure me with your mouth, the same way I did to you. Sound good?”

The thought of little Sasha taking care of my morning wood was almost too much to bear. I couldn’t wait to see her perfect lips spread wide around my cock. She nodded eagerly.

“One thing you can get started on tonight, though, is calling me Master. From now on, when the two of us are alone together, you should only call me Master. Not Adam. Out in public, you can call me Adam, but in here…”

“Okay,” Sasha agreed, nodding. “Okay…Master.”

She said the word like she was trying it on for size. When it left her mouth, she started beaming.

“I like the way that sounds,” she cooed. “It makes me feel so safe.”

“Good,” I said. “Now, let’s both get some sleep. We’ll have a long day of training ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Yes…Master,” Sasha said before yawning. She curled up with her head on the pillow, watching me out of the corner of her eye. “Are you going to…”

I drew myself up beside her, pressing my still-hard cock against her sweet, tight ass. Soon enough, she’d be used to the feel of my cock in all three of her holes. I couldn’t wait to feel her mouth, but I was even more excited about getting inside her ass. All in good time, though. For now, I was content to feel her press back against my hard-on as we drifted off to sleep.

Bonus Story: Programming my Wife

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

My wife scowled, not taking her eyes off the magazine she was reading.

“I said I’d do it,” she muttered.

“I’m just saying, this is kind of your last chance to back out,” I said.

“Just stop, Leo,” Miranda said with a roll of her eyes. “This is the only way to get you off my back. We’re doing it.”

“Alright,” I said, glancing at the clock. We’d gotten there ridiculously early for our appointment with the hypnotist. In true Miranda style, she was wound tight about the whole thing and insisted we leave early enough to avoid traffic. We didn’t encounter any traffic, since it was the middle of the day on a Wednesday. So now we had been waiting fifteen minutes and had another fifteen minutes left to wait. I sighed and picked up one of the magazines on the coffee table.

“Really?” Miranda scoffed, finally looking away from her reading material to judge mine. It was the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition.

“It was here,” I said. “It’s not like I went out looking for it. All the other magazines are Good Housekeeping and Women’s Day.”

“Maybe you could learn a thing or two from those magazines,” she snapped. “Like how to fold a goddamn shirt.”

I ignored her barbs and opened the magazine. I was used to it. Miranda was always nagging me about housework, even though I was the sole breadwinner. I worked long hours, and she stayed home all day. Her complaining that I didn’t do my fair share of work around the house was ludicrous.

The clock in the waiting room seemed overly loud as it ticked down the seconds, then the minutes, to our appointment. We sat in silence, both only making as much noise as the pages turning in our magazines. The air was tense. I could feel how nervous Miranda was, even though she’d never admit it.

Well, I hadn’t forced her into this. She’d been the one to suggest it. Kind of, anyway.

See, Miranda and I had not been happily married since…well, since we got married. Before the wedding, things were great. She was sweet and kind, always going out of her way to do nice things for me. And we were great together in the bedroom. Miranda had – and still has – a body like a battle axe. Impossibly perky D-cup tits, wide hips, an ass that bounces like a basketball. And she was as dirty as they come, whispering fantasies in my ear while riding me hard. God, our sex life was so good!

Until the wedding, of course.

Once she had the ring on her finger, everything changed. She became snappy and distant. Always complaining about something I did wrong. I never made enough money, never worked out enough, never did enough housework. I never did anything right, according to her.

And in the bedroom?

Well, when I scheduled the appointment, it had been three months since we were intimate. And even then it was utterly lackluster. The phrase “dead fish” comes to mind. Miranda just lying on her back waiting for me to finish. She was nothing like the dirty girl I thought I’d married.

We talked about it, of course. Talked and talked and talked. Went to therapy together, even. She always managed to get the therapist to see her point of view, painting me as a sex-craved maniac. Eventually, I just gave up. I couldn’t do it anymore. I wanted a divorce.

I don’t think Miranda ever expected me to actually do it. She thought I’d just play along, miserable and sexless, until one of us died. It came as quite a shock to her. She’d do alright in the divorce, but the gravy train was leaving the station. And that scared the shit out of her.

It was more than just the money. She feared losing the prestige of our “perfect marriage.” Miranda was never nicer to me than when we were in public. With her friends, or at a party, you’d think we were in love. She even managed to keep up a social media presence made up of snapshots where we looked happy. If I divorced her, the carefully-maintained illusion she treasured would fall apart.

So about a week after I asked for a divorce, I came home from work to find Miranda waiting for me at the dinner table. She silently slipped a pamphlet across the table for me to read. It was about hypnotism. She explained that she didn’t want to get a divorce, but that she knew she’d never really satisfy me. So she had a proposition. We’d stay married, and she’d go to hypnotherapy.

The hypnotist she chose came highly recommended by a friend. He specialized in marital issues. According to the pamphlet, the hypnotist would implant a trigger in the wife that could be used to put her into a submissive and pleasurable state.

Miranda believed that as long as she wasn’t really “there”, she could do whatever she needed to keep our marriage intact.

I was incredulous. It seemed really extreme. I didn’t even know if I wanted a wife who would go into a trance when I snapped my fingers. Okay, that’s a lie. The idea of turning my frigid prudish wife into my own little sex doll was….really awesome. If it worked. Which it likely wouldn’t.

It was probably just a ruse by Miranda to show that she was “trying”, while actually she had no intention of going through with it. Maybe she thought that if she seemed like she wanted to improve, I’d give her the benefit of the doubt, and she’d ring a few more years out of our sham of a marriage.

Well, screw that. She expected me to give her an out, saying that I respected the idea and her initiative, but we’d find some other way to work it out? No way. I was going to make her go through with it. I still didn’t think it would work, but it was worth a shot – either it did work, which would be awesome, or it didn’t, and I got to call Miranda’s bluff.

So that’s how we arrived in the hypnotist’s waiting room, doing just what you’re supposed to do when you’re in a waiting room. We were waiting.

Finally, the time for our scheduled appointment arrived. Almost on the dot, the door to the inner office opened up. The receptionist who had given us some forms to fill out and then gone back to work at her computer looked up. A suited man emerged from the inner office, holding the door open as a couple followed him out. They were both smiling and holding hands, dreamy looks on their faces. They certainly looked happy. My stomach did a little jig of hope. Maybe there was something to this, after all…

We waited as the hypnotist got the couple set up with the receptionist, and then rose as he waved us back to the inner office. Miranda took the lead, as was typical of her, walking with her rigid gait, holding her purse like a shield.

“Hello,” the hypnotist, who went by Gerald, said. “Thank you so much for coming in today. I’m so pleased to be of service to you. Please, sit down.”

Gerald eased himself down into a comfy-looking leather chair. The only other seat in the room was a long couch, so Miranda and I sat there, at opposite ends. I could barely reach her if I leaned over and thrust my arm all the way out. This didn’t escape Gerald’s notice. He frowned.

“Well,” he said. “I think I can see already that you two have some issues. Now, I understand that Miranda, you were the one to initiate this process?”

Miranda nodded sharply.

“Good, good,” Gerald said, gazing at her. “It’s always good when the wife takes the first step. I assume that it is you who has difficulty in the bedroom?”

Miranda nodded again, a blush creeping up her cheeks.

“No need to be ashamed, my dear, it’s quite normal,” Gerald said. “Now, let me briefly explain what I do. Today, should you choose to go through with it, I will implant a suggestion deep in your subconscious. The suggestion will be that you are eager to please your husband, however he may desire you to please him. Now, you will never fully relinquish control. You will never have to do anything that you don’t subconsciously want to do. The suggestion merely lowers your inhibitions and makes your husband much more desirable to you.”

Miranda shifted in her seat.

“I read about it,” she said curtly. “I understand.”

Gerald smiled. He turned his eyes towards me.

“Now, sir, I trust that you will not abuse this privilege? That you will treat your wife with the utmost respect?”

“Of course,” I said, though if the crazy thing worked, I had some ideas that weren’t quite respectful. But Miranda couldn’t be coerced to do anything she didn’t really want to do, which freed me from any liability on that account. I’d see how far I could push her, but that’s it.

“And you both agree to the procedure?” Gerald asked. “Now would be the time to leave. Once the suggestion is planted, it will take a considerable amount of work to remove or overwrite it.”

Miranda looked at me. Really looked at me, for the first time in days – maybe even months. She looked at me, and I could read the question in her mind: could she trust me?

I nodded. If this worked, I wouldn’t divorce her. That was our deal, and I’d stick to it.

She sighed and turned back to Gerald.

“Yes,” she said. “I agree. I’m ready.”

“Very good,” Gerald said, leaning back in his chair. “Now, we can begin.”

On the table in front of us was a metronome. Gerald flicked it until it began to tock.

“Please focus on the needle,” he instructed Miranda. She did as he asked, eyes focusing on the swinging needle. The rhythmic sound was soothing and hypnotic. “

“Miranda, you love your husband. He is handsome and sexy. You want to please him. You have no shame. You have no shame about your desires, or his. You are open to new things. You enjoy sex with your husband…”

Gerald went on, speaking in a droning voice, non-stop. I watched, amazed, as Miranda’s shoulders slumped. Her eyes were lidded, her lips drooping. A cloud seemed to come over her normally sharp eyes.

“…when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become as pliant and submissive as a doll, you will live only to please him, you will shed any inhibitions you have about sex and do whatever he asks of you…”

Miranda’s head was nodding slightly in time to the ticking metronome. Her lips parted, her gaze even less focused and more dream-like. This went on for about five minutes, with Gerald repeating the same series of instructions over and over. I was amazed. Miranda really seemed hypnotized, down to the blank look on her face and her slumped shoulders.

Finally, Gerald seemed to be satisfied with his work. He reached forward, stopping the metronome. Miranda stirred.

“Now, you will come back to the surface, and return to your usual self,” Gerald said calmly. “But when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become the submissive wife that he desires.”

Miranda gave off a little gasp as she shook herself out of her stupor. She looked around the room in surprise.

“How do you feel?” Gerald asked.

“Fine,” she said, and even smiled a little, confusion still in her eyes. “When do we start the procedure?”

Gerald grinned at me.

“Give her a day for the suggestion to fully take root,” he advised. “And be sure to call if you experience any issues. But you won’t. I’m very good at my job.”

“Huh?” Miranda asked. “I don’t understand. When do you hypnotize me?”

“Don’t worry, my dear,” Gerald said soothingly. “It’s all done. You did wonderfully. It’s very common to not remember the procedure. Now, go on and enjoy your new life together.”

Almost immediately, Miranda turned back into the woman I knew so well. Her back went rigid and she shot to her feet, her eyes carefully looking everywhere but at me.

“Let’s go, then,” she snapped, crossing the office. “Pay the receptionist. I’m hungry.”

I sighed. Well, it was fun while it lasted. I doubted that anything would happen when I did snap my fingers. But I’d try, the next day, just as Gerald instructed. The whole thing hadn’t been cheap, and I wasn’t going to just throw that money away.

But seeing Miranda revert right back to her bitchy self cemented the idea that it was all a hoax. No way was that woman ever going to be submissive!
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I had a hard time getting to sleep the night after our appointment. Miranda slept like a rock. But me? I just kept thinking about how she’d looked while the hypnotist spoke to her in those low, soothing tones. She looked…beautiful. Not in the ice queen way I was used to. Soft and sweet.

I didn’t want to hope for the best. I knew it was too good to be true. But what if…

The next day, I was restless. I wasn’t sure how to even go about seeing if the hypnotism had actually worked. Miranda was cagey all day, avoiding me, as though she wasn’t prepared to see if it worked, either.

Eventually, though, I decided to just go for it.

She was reading in the living room when I found her. She glanced up at me in the doorway, eyes emotionless. Like steel.

“What?” She said. “I’m busy. Can’t you see that I’m…”

I snapped my fingers.

Before my eyes, I witnessed a true miracle. My wife dropped her book. She stopped talking – that in itself was a miracle. Her jaw drooped, her shoulders slumped, and her eyelids fell. Her eyes took on a fuzzy, unfocused quality. She looked totally dazed and out of it.

“Miranda?” I asked, my heart racing at the woman before me.

“Yes, sir?” Miranda asked, turning those sleepy eyes up at me, her lips slightly twitching upwards. Sir?! She had never, ever called me that! I liked the sound of it!

Immediately, a thousand ideas raced through my head. Over the years, I’d had plenty of time to fantasize about how I’d like my wife to act. I’d built up quite a bit of resentment towards her. That resentment gave me a dominant streak I’d never had before. I had visions of Miranda on her knees, with a collar around her neck, her hands tied behind her back…bending over my knee so I could punish her for all those years of torture…

But I was getting ahead of myself. My mouth was dry with anticipation. Let’s see what happened when I gave her a simple command.

“Fetch me some water,” I said, politely enough. Miranda hopped to her feet and eagerly trotted across the room, disappearing into the kitchen. She returned a moment later, holding out a glass of water. She delivered it right to me, smiling like a fool.

“Here you go, sir,” she said.

I took it, drinking quickly, holding back my growing excitement. That was too tame to really judge how far Miranda would let me go with her. She waited patiently until I was through drinking. I held out the glass and she bowed her head, taking it from me.

“Wash it,” I said. She trotted away again, and I heard the sink running as she washed the glass. She returned to me, empty-handed, looking expectant.

“Can I do anything else for you, sir?”

My god. It was amazing! It was like a brand new woman in my living room – or maybe, the perfect version of the woman Miranda had been before I went and married her. I wondered if it was just a fluke. After all, a glass of water was hardly an unreasonable request for a husband to make of a wife.

I needed to test it out for real.

“Strip,” I commanded, my voice just barely cracking as I uttered the word. I hadn’t seen my wife’s full, unclothed body in years. She always kept something on, or we did it in the dark. For her to get naked was a big deal. It would be a big step towards convincing me that the hypnosis worked.

Miranda’s lips tilted slightly. Her eyes, dazed though they were, never left mine as she reached up and began to grope at the buttons of her blouse. Heat rushed up my neck, and blood rushed down to my cock. She moved slowly, fingers moving from button to button. At first, all I saw was the hint of pale skin and a flash of black fabric. My eyes travelled down at the same pace as her fingers, and I basked in the glimpse of her belly-button. Finally, every button was undone, and Miranda shrugged off the shirt.

Her D-cup breasts sat comfortably in her modest black bra, but it was still titillating for me considering how little I’d seen them recently. I licked my lips, my hands itching to grab at her chest. But she was busy rolling down the elastic top of her leggings, and I looked down to see her revealing, inch by inch, her black panties. Then her creamy white thighs.

She had to bend over then, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage. And when she lifted a leg to pull off the leggings, she hopped a bit, giving those tits a good bounce. I was practically salivating, and my cock was making my pants tight.

Miranda stood up straight, eyes on mine, mouth still tilted up in a dumb smile. She looked like she didn’t have a single thought in her brain. She reached behind her, unclasping the bra. It fell to the ground, releasing her tits with their cute little pink nipples. I hadn’t gotten to pinch those little buds in a long time, and I was looking forward to taking out some aggression on them. In fact, now that I saw how well the hypnosis worked, I planned to take out a lot of aggression on her body. I was already planning for the next command even before she finished the first.

Her panties dropped to the floor. Miranda always kept herself trimmed and shaved, even though I hardly ever got to experience of the benefits of it. Now, I took my time admiring her handiwork, her bare body shaved like a porn star. My cock was screaming to enter that naked pussy of hers, but I forced myself to step back and enjoy the view of my frigid, nude, mesmerized wife smiling blankly at me.

“That was just fine,” I said, nodding. The smile finally widened at my praise, as though she was pleased to have pleased me. I liked that very much.

“Thank you,” she sighed. She was thanking me? Holy shit!

“Miranda, how do you feel?” I asked, rubbing my jaw in wonder. I began to circle her, admiring her firm little ass as I eyed her up and down. I had definite plans for that ass – and I could barely wait to get started on them. It was time Miranda paid for all her years of denying me. Of being a bitch. I was going to do something she used to beg me to do – but now found “perverse”.

“I feel good, sir,” she said. “As long as you are happy with me, I feel good.”

“And if I’m not happy with you?” I asked, returning to her front and meeting her eyes. Pain flashed through them, and she pouted.

“You aren’t?” She whimpered. “How can I make you happy with me again?”

“Well, I’m unhappy because of what you’ve put me through since our wedding,” I said. “You realize that you’ve been a total bitch to me for years?”

Miranda hung her head in shame. Oh, joy.

“Yes, sir,” she muttered. “And I’m sorry.”

“I don’t even care why you’ve been such a bitch,” I said. “I just want you to pay for it.”

“Anything,” Miranda said. “Just tell me, and I’ll do it. Anything you say, sir!”

“Bend over the arm of the couch,” I said boldly. I pointed to where I wanted her to go. Miranda moved – somewhat robotically, but certainly dutifully – to the couch and bent herself over the arm.

“Like this, sir?” My wife looked up at me over her shoulder, eagerness in her eyes.

“Very good,” I said, nearly creaming my pants at the sight of Miranda bent over, her thighs parted so I could see her pussy lips parting. The slightest glimmer there gave me the thrilling knowledge that she was enjoying this. I wanted very badly to slip my finger down there and feel just how wet she was. Cold fish Miranda, whimpering as I fucked her with one finger…

But first, I wanted to punish her. Just as I promised.

My belt came off quickly, and my wife-cum-slave didn’t react at all to the sound. In fact, once I’d told her she’d done well, she’d turned forward and started staring into space. She was in a complete and total trance. I doubled the belt up in my hand, smacking it gently against my other palm.

This was going to feel so good.

I stepped forward, finally reaching out to touch her. She went stiff as I grabbed her ass, squeezing one cheek hard enough to redden it slightly. Nowhere near as red as it would be when I was done. My hard cock got even harder as I reared back and whipped forward, slapping her ass with my belt. Miranda cried out, collapsing forward a bit as the pain surged through her.

I was a little surprised – I figured she’d just take it. But I liked her pain more than I would have liked her to just sit there. I liked it so much that the next slap was harder, and the next was even harder than that. Each one elicited a cry from my wife, whose body bounced against the couch with the ferocity of my spanking.

“You…deserve…this,” I said between slaps. “Stupid…little…bitch!”

“Yes!” Miranda agreed. “Thank you, sir!”

I knew she’d love it. She used to like it rough. Her ass was getting bright red. Raised welts from my leather belt stood out from the flesh I hadn’t touched. Her legs shook, her arms limp, one hanging off the end of the sofa. She’d turned her face to the side, laying her cheek on the sofa cushion. She was drooling a bit, eyes unfocused.

“You like it, don’t you?” I grunted. “You like getting your just desserts.”

“Thank you, sir” she repeated. “Thank you for hurting me.”

I spanked her again, watching her flesh jiggle. She moaned into the couch cushion.

“What are you going to do to make it up to me?” I asked, slowly letting up. I kept slapping her, but I went slower, and lighter. “Are you gonna get on your knees and suck me off like a good little slut?”

“Yes,” she gasped as I slapped her again, barely even touching her this time. I panted, excited and worn out by the vigor of my spanking. I hadn’t really expected to get carried away like I did, but it didn’t seem to bother my hypnotized wife. I dropped my belt and grabbed her ponytail. She let me pull her up, her body easy to manipulate in its submissive state.

I rubbed the raw, burning flesh of her ass, making her whimper again. Leaning forward, I whispered in her ear.

“Then get down there and let me fuck your throat,” I said. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you won’t want to speak for a week, unless you’re answering me.”

“Sir,” my wife sighed. I pushed her down to her knees, and watched as she spun around. Her fingers worked quickly to undo my jeans, sliding them down. I groaned in relief as my cock sprang free. Miranda opened her mouth, taking the base in her hand. Already, a drop of precum dribbled from the tip.

“God, it’s been a long time since you did this,” I said. “You’ve got a lot to make up for, wifey.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her eyes now focused entirely on my cock. She almost seemed like she was studying it, memorizing every inch and detail. Leaning forward, she closed her eyes as her lips engulfed the head. My breath stopped at the feel of her warm, wet mouth on my flesh. So long. I’d waited so long. I reached down, grabbing her ponytail. I didn’t want to take it slow. Couldn’t. I was way too riled up. I was going to fuck her mouth and cum in her throat.

Miranda’s eyes opened and she l0oked up at me as I began to force myself into her mouth. She never was very good at sucking cock, but now she was so willing to please that she let her jaw go slack. Her spit lubricated my shaft and ran down her chin as I forced my way past her stretched lips, all the way back to her throat. She gagged, her tongue darting around the shaft while I struggled to get even deeper. My heart rate was going wild. Seeing my naked wife on her knees, finally treating me like the man of the house, I was tempted to cum right then and there.

“Let go,” I rasped, and Miranda’s hand dropped from the base of my shaft. I tilted my head up, holding her tightly in place as I thrust my hips hard against her. Her tight throat pulsed as it opened for me, all nine inches of my cock now securely lodged in her throat. A glance down at her face told me she wasn’t enjoying it, but she wasn’t protesting either. Her eyes watered, her nostrils flaring with the effort to take each breath. My balls resting against her chin were wet with her spit.

I thrust against her, watching her take it, her throat massaging the head of my cock while her tongue lathed the shaft. She didn’t even whimper as I took hold of her head and forced her against me, her nose in my pubes. I groaned, wanting so bad just to stay like that, deepthroating her bitchy little mouth until she lost her voice and could never nag me again. It was so sweet to know she couldn’t say a goddamn thing.

But already my balls were churning at the total domination I held over my hypnotized wife. She was so placid, even though she was in pain and choking on my dick. I could look down and see her ass, striped with marks from my belt.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Swallow. Swallow it all, you little bitch!”

My wife’s throat constricted as I shot my load into her. Hot and thick, I unleashed months of pent-up cum into her belly. She swallowed frantically, her eyes gazing up at me, desperate not to spill a single drop. Her cheeks bulged with my cum, she gagged even as she swallowed spurt after spurt. I stumbled back, shooting the last burst onto her open lips as she gasped for breath and swallowed again. A little bit of jizz leaked down her chin, and she hurriedly lapped it up, looking up at me for confirmation that I was happy with her.

“God, that was good,” I said, walking to the couch. I needed to sit down. I was lightheaded. Miranda waited on her knees, watching me.

“Thank you, sir” she finally whispered, her voice obviously diminished by my reckless treatment of her throat.

I would never get tired of hearing her thank me.

I looked at her. It was so hard to believe that this was actually my wife. The same woman who could barely stand to give me a hand job on my birthday. I had cum, and I knew I ought to snap my fingers and bring her out of her trance. But I didn’t want to. Not yet.

After all, she hadn’t cum.

I told myself that this was a good reason to keep her under my control for a while. I had some more ideas for how I’d like things to go from here on out. Now that I knew how well it all worked, I was eager to try those ideas out. At some point during the afternoon, I’d make sure she enjoyed herself. But first, I had to deal with my softening dick. Couldn’t very well please her if I wasn’t excited, right?

But I had a good idea about how she could get me excited again.

“Miranda,” I said. “You know what a bitch you are, right?”

She whimpered, crawling towards me.

“Sir? I hope I can be better….”

“I’m sure you will be,” I said, though I doubted that would be true once I snapped my fingers. But I could worry about that later. For now, she was still my sweet, submissive little wifey. “But you’re still a bitch. And I’m going to treat you like one.”

She waited with a blank expression for me to explain.

“Do you remember where I stored Loki’s things?”

Loki was my old dog. He died many years before, just after we were married. But I never did throw out the leash and collar, or his food and water bowls. We always planned to get a dog together. Of course, Miranda had gone back on that plan, too.

But now she nodded. She didn’t even seem curious about why I was asking.

“Go fetch his collar and leash,” I said, waving my fingers at her. “And the food and water bowl, too, while you’re at it.”

Miranda nodded and hopped to her feet, striding away from me. I got a very good look at her poor, abused ass on the way. It gave me a thrill to know that once I snapped my fingers and she was her normal, cold self again, she’d still have to deal with the bruises and pain of the spanking.

After some minutes, in which I perfected my plan, Miranda returned. She held all the things I’d asked for in her arms. The black leather collar, the short chain leash, and the two bowls.

“Set the bowls down,” I instructed, and she obeyed. “Now bring the collar and leash over here.”

Once more, she did just as I said, without hesitation. I took the items from her hands.

“Kneel down,” I said. She dropped. I took the collar and wrapped it around her neck, fastening it tight. She still had full mobility, but she certainly wasn’t going to forget that she was wearing it. “This is your collar. When I put this on you, you’re my pet.”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded. She already was as submissive as I could want her to be – the collar just cinched it, while the leash and food bowls would help me debase her. More punishment for the years of bitchy behavior. I attached the leash and stood up.

“Let’s go for a walk,” I said. “Crawl behind me like a good dog.”

Miranda looked up at me, her lips hinting at a smile but her expression mostly blank. I swelled with pride at my lovely little pet, naked and on all fours for my pleasure. I walked forward and Miranda crawled behind me. I peeked behind, taking a good look at her exposed pussy and asshole. I went slow to get her used to the awkward motion. I led her to the backdoor, then out into the backyard. At the doorway, she paused, showing the first sign of hesitation. She looked up, gaze unsure.

“Come on,” I prodded, gently. She didn’t move. I furrowed my brow and lowered my voice. “Come, pet!”

That got her moving. Soon, I was parading her around the backyard. She’d need a thorough shower to rid her palms and knees of dirt and grass. The thought that any of our neighbors could peek over the hedges and see perfect little Miranda being treated like an animal got me hard again quickly. I rushed back inside. The strain of everything she’d done so far was showing, and my wife looked thirsty. I brought us back to the living room, unfastened her leash and picked up one of the bowls.

“Stay,” I commanded. I went to the kitchen, filled the bowl with water, and returned to my patiently waiting wife. I set the bowl down before her. “Drink.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said meekly, bending down to lap from the bowl. My wife’s ass wiggled in the air as she drank. Fuck, I was so hard it hurt. It hadn’t taken much to give me the energy to give my bitch the fucking she deserved. I walked around, admiring her as she continued to drink. Finally, the bowl emptied. Miranda looked up, her chin wet, her eyes expectant. I dropped down behind her, studying her pussy. It was dripping wet. I hadn’t seen my wife react like that in years. I was so excited, I couldn’t help but slide a finger between her slick folds. She moaned, pushing back against me.

I reached up, past her belly, to grope her hanging breasts. Her nipples were hard, her flesh bouncing in my palm as I continued to fuck her with my other hand, now using three fingers.

“Are you ready to take my cock, pretty pet?” I whispered in her ear. She arched her back, lips parted and dewy.

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered. I pinched her nipple, curling my fingers inside her.

“Are you ready to beg me to fuck you?” I asked, taking my fingers from her pussy to grab her ponytail. I yanked until her face was tipped up to the ceiling.

“Yes, sir,” she cried out. “Please, fuck me! Please!”

I liked the sound of that. Too much not to give her what she asked for right away.

I undid my pants for the second time, exposing my hard cock. Kneeling behind her, I kept my hand on her ponytail to hold her in place. Lining my cock up with her dripping slit, I thrust forward so hard that her whole body bounced and my entire dick disappeared inside her. Miranda screamed as I pierced her all the way in one stroke.

“My fucking wife, my fucking property,” I declared, fucking her hard – just the way she hated it. “And you love it. You love being my little fuck toy, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda whined, her body jerking with each slamming thrust. My balls smacked against her thighs as I reamed her pussy. She was trying to meet my pace, trying to move her hips in time with my thrusts, but she couldn’t quite catch up. That was alright. I’d show her.

“Be my little cum dumpster,” I growled. “Don’t you want that – all the time? Never go back to your bitchy, frigid ways? You just want to be my horny little slut, every hour of the day.”

“Yes! Yes!” Miranda gasped, her breasts bouncing wildly underneath her.

“I’m not bringing you back,” I grunted. “I’m keeping you this way. And that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Please,” Miranda choked out. “Please, don’t make me go back!”

I knew it. I knew she liked this better. My wife was much more suited to being a brainless fuckslave than anything else. I decided to reward her, and reached between her legs, finding her clit. Instantly, her body stiffened. Rubbing her hard while driving myself against her womb, I pushed her down until her face was in the carpet and her ass was in the air.

“Then cum for me,” I demanded. “Cum for me right now, and I won’t ever turn you back.”

“Sir!” My wife shuddered, her voice muffled by the floor. I felt her pussy contract around my shaft, a flood of her juices dripping down my balls. The base of my spine tingled, my balls churned.

“Good girl,” I moaned, unable to hold back. Her spasms squeezing my shaft made it impossible not to cum. Collapsing forward, I shot my load for the second time that day, this time directly into her cunt. She moaned, taking it all eagerly, pushing her hips back against me again and again like she couldn’t get enough. But I didn’t have an infinite supply of cum, and eventually I slipped out, limp and breathing heavy.

“Thank you, sir,” Miranda said soullessly, looking back at me from her vantage point against the carpet. Her ass was still high in the air, now dripping both our fluids. I stood up, staring at my brand new wife.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go back?” I asked, just to be safe.

“I’m sure, sir,” she smiled. “It’s so much nicer being your slave.”

“Good,” I chuckled. “Then get started on dinner. All that fucking made me hungry.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda chirped, getting to her feet and walking with a slight waddle towards the kitchen. I sat down, picking up the remote and flicking on the television. Settling on the basketball game, I drifted off into a contended nap, dreaming of all the amazing things that were going to come in my new life with my new – and so much improved - wife.


Bonus Story: First Time in the Office (Training the New Toy)

“You really can’t mess this up, Lindsey,” Daddy said, gripping the steering wheel tight. I frowned, looking out the window. I wasn’t going to mess this up! “I pulled a lot of strings to get you this job.”

It was just a silly office job. All I had to do was make copies. How could I screw it up?

Okay, so maybe I didn’t have the best track record when it came to jobs. Since graduating high school last year, I’d gone through about four of them. And was fired from each one. For dumb reasons, mostly, like being late or talking back to a customer or something else that really wasn’t such a big deal.

But now, Daddy said he was going to kick me out if I didn’t get my act together. I was 19 and he thought I was old enough to hold down a job and contribute to the household. Well, I thought he was being really unfair. It’s not my fault that all those jobs were dumb! We had plenty of money. Why couldn’t I just hang out by the pool all day, like I wanted to?

“I still can’t believe you thought that was appropriate,” he growled, talking about my dress. It was a nice blue and black dress, with a top that wasn’t too low but still showed off my C-cup breasts. It ended just above my knee. I thought it looked very nice. I didn’t want to hide my hot, curvy, teenage body just because I was working in an office. Besides, it was mostly guys working there. I thought they’d like it!

“I think I look nice,” I said.

“Those are stripper heels! If you hadn’t already overslept, I would have made you change.”

“Whatever,” I groaned. Daddy always thought I was too dumb and lazy to do anything. I tried not to let it bother me, but it did. I wanted him to be proud of me, like other fathers. I was really hot; wasn’t that enough? Why did I also have to have a career, and be smart and stuff?

His office building looked boring on the outside, and I was sure it would be boring on the inside. Daddy worked in sales, but I’d be working on a different floor, in marketing. My boss would be Mr. Teller, but I would work for the whole office, getting coffee and stuff. Really easy. There was no way I was going to screw it up.

Daddy took me to my floor before he went up to sales.

“Hi, Cynthia,” he said, speaking to the petite blonde secretary. She sat outside a door that had Mr. Teller written on the frosted window. “This is my daughter, Lindsey.”

“The new girl,” Cynthia said, smiling brightly. “Right. Welcome, dear.”

“Hi,” I said, trying not to sound as cranky as I was.

“Let me inform Mr. Teller that you’re here,” she said. She clicked on a phone and announced me to the boss. Through the crackling static, I heard him instruct her to show me into his office.

“Alright, Lindsey,” Daddy said, giving me another stern look. “I’ll meet you upstairs at 5. Be good.”

“I will,” I said snidely, watching him leave. I’d show him. I’d be the best copy-making, coffee-getting employee in the whole department!

“You can go in, honey,” Cynthia said, and I thought I heard a weird sarcasm in her voice. I ignored it and opened the door to Mr. Teller’s office, not knowing what awaited me inside.
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Mr. Teller wasn’t that old, but he wasn’t very young, either. Probably in his early 40’s. He had salt-and-pepper hair and a strong jaw, but he wore dumb glasses and a corny tie. I put on my brightest smile as I walked across the office. Leaning across the desk, I offered him my hand.

“Hi, I’m Lindsey,” I said.

“I know,” he growled, waving my hand away. It didn’t escape my notice that he looked right down my dress. Rude! “Sit down.”

Well, this wasn’t the nicest start to my first day, but whatever. I sat down, crossing my legs.

“So, you’re Mike’s daughter?”

“Yup,” I nodded. “Really excited to be working here.”

“I’ll bet,” Mr. Teller said. “So, what kind of skills do you have?”

“Well, I’m a real people person,” I said. “And I’m very organized.”

“Those aren’t the kinds of skills I’m talking about,” Mr. Teller said.

“Oh…well…um…I aced Home Ec in school…”

“Still wrong,” he said.

“Oh….um…I don’t know, sir.”

This was too weird. I started feeling a little overheated.

“Okay, I can see you’re not getting it. Let’s start easy. Which would say was your best asset: your tits, or your ass?”

My jaw dropped. What kind of question was that? So inappropriate!

“Sir! I don’t…”

“Have you fucked more than one man at a time before?”

“I…I…”

“How about anal? Any experience?”

Furious, I got to my feet.

“This is very insulting!” I said.

“Oh, sit down,” Mr. Teller said, annoyed. “Unless you want me to call your father in and have him drive you home, five minutes into your first day?”

Swallowing hard, I sat down.

“Look at you,” he said, gesturing to my body in the tight dress. “You clearly had some idea of what you were really hired for when you picked that outfit.”

“N-no…” I said.

“Do you honestly think I’d hire you, barely out of high school with no credentials, without an ulterior motive?”

I blanched. He had a point. But I’d thought Daddy’s word would have been enough!

“No,” he answered himself. “I hired you because I needed someone young, hot,  and willing to get down on her knees for me. Tell me that person is you.”

“No way,” I said reflexively. “You’ve got the wrong girl! I’m not a slut!”

“I never said you were,” he grinned. “In fact, I prefer you’d not be a slut. It’ll make training you for your job so much more fun.”

Why was my dress feeling so tight? I squirmed in my seat. It was way too hot in this office. Did they even have air conditioning? I glanced down and saw, with horror, that my nipples were hard – and visible through the front of my dress! There was no way I was getting turned on by all this, was there?

I was speechless. I needed this job. Daddy would be so disappointed if I got fired on my very first day. But I couldn’t possibly be what Mr. Teller wanted me to be, could I? For one thing, I was a virgin! Mr. Teller seemed to get impatient waiting for me to respond, but my mouth felt too dry to say anything. He got up from behind the desk and walked around to stand in front of me. To my shock, I could see a hard outline in the front of his pants.

“Now’s the time to decide, Lindsey,” he growled, grabbing his zipper. “You can get on your knees and suck my cock, or you can walk out of here in utter disgrace, and explain to your father that you’re even more useless than he thought.”

Tears formed in my eyes. I didn’t want to get fired. Like, really didn’t want to. And I mean…it was just a blowjob, right? I’d given a few in my lifetime, and I hadn’t even gotten anything in return. If it meant I could keep my job….

By the time I made up my mind, Mr. Teller had unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. Wow! It was fat and long, much longer than any boy I’d ever been with. His cock had a deep purple head, and thick kinky hair curled around the base. I looked up at him, hoping that my tears would soften his heart.

“I’m waiting,” he barked. He gripped his shaft and pumped himself a few times, until I could see a milky drop of pre-cum form at the tip. For some reason, this made my mouth water, and I licked my lips without thinking about it. A tear spilled down my cheek. I had a choice…but it didn’t feel that way. Sniffling, I slipped down to my knees and wrapped my hand around the base of his cock.

“Good girl,” he growled. “You made the right choice.”

It didn’t feel that way. He smelled a bit like sweat, kind of musky. I guess he’d been to the gym that morning, judging by the athletic bag beside the desk. I didn’t want to put his dirty cock in my mouth. I started stroking him, using his pre-cum to lubricate the shaft, my eyes transfixed on the head of his cock, hoping he’d be satisfied by my hand. My hopes were in vain.

“Come on, bitch,” he said, grabbing my hair. “You know how to suck a cock, don’t you?”

Before I could answer him, he was pressing his cock against my lips. I let them part, closing my eyes as the taste of him filled my mouth. For some reason, even though it didn’t taste very good, I kind of liked it. My tongue wrapped around his head, then his shaft, as he eased himself into my mouth. Between my legs, something was stirring.

I kind of felt like I had to pee, but not really. Mr. Teller held my head firmly, not letting me move at all. Instead, he kept sliding his cock into me, way past the back of my mouth and all the way into my throat! Before I knew it, my nose was buried in his pubic hair, drool was running down my chin, and Mr. Teller was thrusting into my throat!

I gagged, hands flying until they found his thick thighs, needing them to keep myself upright as he raped my tender mouth. He was groaning and grunting like an animal, and it was all I could do not to bite down on this thick meat. My hair hurt where he tugged on it, my breasts were heaving as my nostrils flared to try and get enough air. And still my pussy felt weird, really wet and tingling.

I closed my eyes and just let it happen, trying to think of anything except the huge, throbbing cock buried in my mouth. I could taste his pre-cum as it slid down my throat, drop after drop, salty and musky.

“Jesus,” he growled. “You’re gonna need a lot of training…”

When he ripped my head away, I gasped for air, grateful for the respite. His cock dripped with my saliva, my chin covered in it, some of it even dripping down to my cleavage.

“Start working on my balls,” he demanded, pulling me forward again. His wet, throbbing cock slid past my cheek, and soon I found myself face-deep in his wrinkly, heavy balls. I groaned, not even sure what to do. “Lick them, stupid.”

I couldn’t stop now. It would make everything I’d done so far useless. Sticking my tongue out and closing my eyes, I started to lick his sack. It tasted even worse than his dick!

He grabbed himself again, pumping his cock while I lapped at his balls, trying to coat every inch with my spit, sucking them into my mouth, trying to ignore the tingling in my nipples and the river now running between my legs. I knew I was turned on, but I had no idea why. This was so gross! His balls were hairy and hung low between his equally hairy thighs. They were wrinkled and salty and I couldn’t wait for this to be over. I could feel moisture dripping onto my hair from where Mr. Teller was stroking himself, using my spit as lube.

“Get those tits out,” he ordered, pulling my head away again. Sniffling, desperate for this to be over, I tugged at the top of my dress until my C-cup breasts spilled forward. To my shame, I realized that my nipples were now rock-hard, and he could clearly see that I was aroused. He grinned and shoved his cock into my mouth again.

“That’s right, Lindsey,” he said. “I know you love this. I know that innocent little girls like you are just waiting for someone to come around and show them what a slut they truly are.”

No! It wasn’t true! I was just doing this because I had to, or else Daddy would be mad. He was ramming himself deep into my throat now, tears dribbled down my cheeks until they were soaked, my moans were muffled by his cock as he fucked me harder than anyone had ever fucked my mouth.

“Get ready,” he groaned. “Swallow, like a good little skank…”

One more time, he thrust into me, and then I tasted his cum shooting into my throat, dripping down into my stomach. It was so thick and hot and salty, I winced as I sucked and gulped it down. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t swallow all of it, and some of it backed up into my cheeks and then leaked from my lips. Mr. Teller stayed inside my throat until he was limp, then pulled away, still holding my hair so I couldn’t move.

“That was alright,” he said, frowning. “But you’re not a good enough cocksucker yet. Listen, go next door and tell Sam that I sent you for more training. Make your way down this side of the office that way, then come back. With your belly full, of course. Then we’ll move on.”

“But….but…” I whined. I thought I only had to suck his cock! I couldn’t do that for the whole office, could I?

“But what? Do you want the job or not?”

I sniffled again, and nodded. I’d come this far, I guess…I had to go through with it, right? Rising to my feet, I put my breasts away.

“Wait a minute,” he said, and ripped my dress down again. “Let me get a feel…”

His huge hand kneaded my breast and I gasped at the feeling. My pussy was really wet, and this just made it wetter. I moaned as he pinched my hard nipple, my knees shaking.  Mr. Teller gave me a lewd grin before slapping my breast and pushing me away.

“We’ll make an office slut of you yet,” he said, moving back to his chair. “Now get out of here. You’ve got a lot of work to do.”

I walked to the door on shaky knees. Outside, I could see his secretary. Did she know…? I had no choice, though, I had to go out there. I took a deep breath and opened the door, knowing I must look crazy with my cheeks stained with  make-up and my hair mussed. Cynthia gave me one look and smirked.

“I knew they didn’t hire you for your brains,” she said. “Just another bimbo.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just looked down at my heels and walked next door. It was open, and I stepped into the office with red cheeks. The man behind the desk was really fat, with curly brown hair and glasses. He looked up at me in surprise, but his look quickly faded to expectation. He grinned and spun around in his swivel chair.

“Alright,” he said. “New girl. Here for training, right? Well, close that door and get over here. I haven’t cum in three days. I’ve got a nice big treat for you.”

I turned around, ignoring Cynthia’s grin as I shut the door.
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An hour and seven blowjobs later, I made my way back to Mr. Teller’s office. I was a mess.

Cum stained my dress, my face, my hair. My stomach ached from swallowing so much semen. I could barely walk,  my knees ached so much. And worst of all, I was dripping wet – to the point where my thighs were wet, sliding together as I walked. Cynthia laughed at me when she saw me.

“Dumbass slut,” she said, shaking her head. I sniffled and knocked on Mr. Teller’s door.

“Come in,” he barked. I opened the door and was shocked – and ashamed – to see that he wasn’t alone. Rob was there!

Rob was my dad’s closest friend at the office, and he was almost like an uncle to me. He came over all the time for holidays, barbecues, Sunday dinners…

And now he was seeing me with cum painting my body and face, barely able to stand, a river between my legs! I was so embarrassed!

“Jesus,” Rob laughed. “Looks like a rough first day, Lindsey.”

“R..Rob? Ohmygod, please, you can’t tell Daddy, I just really wanted to make him…”

“Shut up, Lindsey,” Rob laughed. “I’m not going to tell ‘Daddy’. Why would I, when I’m here to help continue your training?”

What? No way! I couldn’t suck Rob’s cock! He was basically related to me! He’d known me since I was twelve!

“Oh, come on,” he grinned. “Ever since you turned 18, you’ve been on my list. Now, I hear you’ve been practicing your cocksucking, correct?”

Numb, I nodded.

“Great,” he said, grabbing his zipper. “Crawl over here and show me what you’ve learned.”

I took a step forward.

“I said crawl, bitch,” he barked. Going red, I dropped to my hands and knees and started to crawl across the room. When I was in front of him, I rose onto my knees. His cock was out and throbbing, pre-cum at the tip.

“Wait,” Mr. Teller said, rising suddenly. “Geeze, Rob. You’re so impatient. Lindsey, stand up.”

I obeyed immediately.

“Now, get naked for me, will you?”

Some of the men had played with my tits, but none of them had requested me to actually get naked…I was embarrassed. Especially in front of Rob! I bit my lip.

“Now, Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, impatient. I jumped in my heels and reached for my zipper, keeping my eyes on the ground as I slid the dress to my ankles. Rob was stroking his cock. It was as big as Mr. Teller’s, and he had bright red pubes all around the base.

“Everything, dumbass,” he sneered. I sniffled as I did away with my bra, revealing my C-cups once more, and then finally my soaked panties. The men noticed and grinned.

“You have been enjoying yourself,” Mr. Teller laughed. “No use denying it. Say it, Lindsey. Tell us how much you’ve liked being the office slut.”

I croaked, unable to say the words. Just because I was turned on didn’t mean I liked it! Rob grabbed my hair and yanked.

“Yes!” I squealed. “Yes, I’m so horny, I love it!”

My clit and pussy throbbed. My nipples were taut and red from being abused all afternoon. Now, Mr. Teller came up behind me and grabbed my breasts from behind, making me moan and gush as I leaned back. His mouth came to my neck and he started kissing me, more like licking me, sucking on my flesh as he pinched and teased my nipples.

“Why don’t you go ahead and touch that dirty little cunt of yours,” Rob suggested, leaning back against the desk to watch. “I want to see you squirt for me.”

He kept stroking his dick and looking at my body like it was dinner. Ashamed but desperate, I reached down to rub my soaked lips. I groaned as Mr. Teller teased me harder, kneading my breasts, sending shockwaves down to my clit. I could feel him, hard, against my ass, and my hips ground against him. Biting my lip, I slipped a finger between my lips and found my swollen, hard clit.

The first touch had me crying out, and Rob moaned, stroking himself faster while I rubbed myself. I closed my eyes, lost in the sensation of Mr. Teller playing with my tits and my own fingers working my pussy. I barely even noticed when Mr. Teller pulled one hand away,  unzipping himself behind me. I did noticed when I felt his huge, throbbing cock pressed against my slit. I stopped rubbing my clit, eyes popping open.

“No,” I moaned. “Please…I’m a virgin…”

“Is that right?” Mr. Teller said. “Even better. If you want me to stop, Lindsey, I will….”

I was panting, my body responding strangely to the huge dick spreading my lips. My pussy was aching for it. I really needed something inside me to finally satisfy my growing desire. But this was the wrong way to lose my virginity, right…?

“I don’t hear you saying no,” Mr. Teller said, thrusting forward slightly until he spread my slit with the tip of his cock. I moaned, spreading my thighs wide to accommodate him. My juices spilled across his shaft, down my thighs, dripping onto the carpet.

“P-please…”

“Please what? Please stop?”

“N-no…”

Mr. Teller laughed, and spanked my ass once, hard. “Tell me. Please what, Lindsey?”

“P-please…f-f-fuck me…”

“Hell fucking yeah,” he said, and the next thing I knew I was bent over, my tits hanging low, my hands flailing. I found purchase on Rob’s thighs, the only thing that could support me as Mr. Teller slowly eased himself into my virgin slit. I groaned, eyes rolling back in my head as pleasure engulfed me. Rob grabbed my hair. I was at the perfect level to suck his cock, and he guided my head into place, grumbling. Slowly, Mr. Teller filled me, inch by inch. It hurt like hell, but it was amazing, too.

Finally, he met resistant. Pain pierced deeper than ever as he thrust forward, stretching me out. Meanwhile, Rob was guiding the head of his cock around my lips, not pushing it in yet but letting me lap at the tip and taste his pre-cum.

“Fuck yeah, Lindsey,” he said. “Let’s see what you’ve learned. Lick down the shaft.”

I obeyed, lapping at his cock like an ice-cream cone, trying to reach every inch with my tongue. Meanwhile, Mr. Teller was grabbing my hips and pulling out.

“Hold on, bitch,” he said. “This is gonna hurt. God, I love virgin pussies…”

I tried to prepare, focusing my attention on Rob’s cock. There was something so hot about serving this man who’d given me toys on Christmas and eaten birthday cake at my house and even helped teach me to drive. I moaned, wrapping my tongue around him.

But nothing could have really prepared me when Mr. Teller thrust forward, ramming into my virgin pussy, tearing me in two and making me scream. Rob grabbed my head, thrust his cock between my lips, and muffled the sound. Tears dripped down my cheeks as the pain ricocheted through my body.

“Suck, you lazy cunt,” Rob ordered, not caring that I was in pain from losing my virginity so roughly. I had no choice but to try and ignore the throbbing ache and bob my head up and down on his cock. I tried to ignore everything but the taste of him. Slowly, something strange started to happen. As I focused on serving Rob. My drenched pussy started to feel good again. The pain was subsiding.

In its place was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt. I groaned, choking on Rob’s cock as Mr. Teller fucked me from behind. He slammed into me hard, his balls slapping against my thighs with each stroke. And each stroke built heat in my body, higher and higher, until I was pushing back against him, forgetting anything but the sensation of being filled to the brim by his cock.

He fucked me so deep I was sure he was hitting my womb, and still Rob was raping my throat, using my hair to force my head up and down on his shaft. The two men pistoned between me, stuffing both holes with their massive cocks. I squirmed, a weird sensation growing in my tummy.

“I think she’s about to cum,” Mr. Teller said. He reached around my trim waist and slipped his fingers between my pussy lips, finding my swollen clit. “Aren’t you, slut? You’re gonna cum like the good little bitch you are. You’re just a toy for us. You love being used like an object. Right? Be a good girl. Cum, or explain to Daddy why you lost your job…”

I closed my eyes and exploded, my pussy squirting a stream of warm liquid onto the floor. My whole body shook with pleasure. Grunting, Rob slammed my head down on his cock, my climax triggering his orgasm.

“Love watching sluts cum while I rape their throats,” he moaned, filling my throat with his seed, forcing me to swallow every drop, even though my stomach was already aching. And still Mr. Teller was fucking me, hard.

“She’s so wet,” he said. “It’s crazy. God, and tight…beautiful, teenage pussy…”

Groaning, he slammed into me one last time, and I felt myself being filled with cum for the first time ever. It splashed against my walls, massaging them, making me want to cum all over again. He drove himself deep against my womb as he released. I wasn’t on birth control…what if I got pregnant?

Rob pulled away, wiping himself on my cheek, adding to the spit and semen that was my new make-up.  Mr. Teller lingered until he slipped out, cock limp. He slapped my ass again, and I straightened up, wobbling weak-kneed in my high heels. My nipples were red and puffy, my pussy dripping jizz. My throat was raw, my stomach aching.

It was 3pm. I was ready for my first day of on-the-job training to be over.

But I wasn’t going to be so lucky.

“Alright,” Mr. Teller said. “What do you think, Rob?”

Rob chuckled.

“She’ll do. A bit stiff, and definitely dumb, but she’ll do. I’m sure, after a week, she’ll be properly trained. Right, Lindsey? You’re going to work hard to prove that you deserve this job, aren’t you?”

I don’t know what happened to me, but all that sucking and fucking really messed with my mind. I desperately wanted the job now, even though it was clear that I’d be on my knees for most of it, taking whatever cock Mr. Teller wanted me to take. Who knew where it would end? I’d need to get birth control….

“Speak, slut,” Mr. Teller said, and I realized I’d just been standing there, naked, with a stupid look on my face.

“Yes, sir,” I squeaked. The two men burst out laughing.

“Now, that’s the kind of skank we need around the office. Say it again, Lindsey.”

“Yes, sir?” They laughed again.

“Right on,” Rob said. “Well, I guess it’s nearly time for the client, huh?”

“You think she’s ready?” Mr. Teller said, both of them acting like I wasn’t even in the room.

“I don’t think we have a choice,” Rob said. “This is a real rush deal.”

“Alright,” Mr. Teller sighed. “Go ahead and take her to the conference room.”

I had no idea what was going on, but I didn’t care. I was going to do whatever they said, as long as I got to keep this damn job. I reached for my clothes, but Rob slapped my hand away.

“It’s not like anyone on this floor will be surprised,” he growled. “You’ve already sucked half of them off.”

“But my Daddy…”

“Works on another floor,” Mr. Teller said, dismissing us with a flip of his hand. “Off you go. Last test of the day, Lindsey. You fuck this up, and you’re fired. And then you’ll have to take your newfound skills to the streets. You don’t want to be a real whore, right, Lindsey?”

“No, sir,” I squeaked.

“Then please the client,” he said. “Now.”

Rob grabbed my wrist and tugged. I stumbled, trying to keep up with him while wearing my heels. Out in the hallway, Cynthia burst out laughing at the sight of me, naked and leaking cum, dragged through the halls. Some of the men I’d sucked off appeared in their doorways, hooting and hollering and reaching out to spank me. I’d never been so embarrassed but…

I’d also never been more turned on. I wanted more. I wanted them to spit on my face, to slap my breasts, to suck my nipples and bite them…

What was I turning into? What kind of slutty monster was I?

I was soon going to learn. Rob opened the door to the conference room. A tall, bulky black man sat looking at his phone in one of the seats. He barely glanced up as we entered.

“Sit,” Rob said, shaking me towards a chair. I stumbled into it, landing with a bounce. The black man eyed me doubtfully.

“Sweetening the pot, eh?” he said, voice low.

“We thought you might like to know that this particular employee has never had anal sex before,” Rob said, looking smug. Finally, that got the man’s attention. I flushed, a cold sweat overcoming my body. No. Not that. Never that!

“Is that so?” the man asked, eying me with renewed fervor. He licked his lips. “I do love a nice, virgin ass. Especially a tight white virgin ass…”

“Well, she’s all yours,” Rob said. “We’d be honored if you’d agree to break her in for us.”

“This doesn’t mean I’m taking the deal,” the man warned.

“Of course not, Mr. Smith,” Rob said. “We just hope you’ll remember this in your future considerations.”

“Indeed,” Mr. Smith grumbled. Rob shot me a stern, do-what-he-says look as he left me alone with the huge black man.

“Turn around,” Mr. Smith barked. I shook at the tenor of his voice, scared. He began to snarl, impatient, and I hurried to obey him, getting up and turning around, putting my ass in the air, my hands on the arms of the chair. I was blushing with shame and shaking in fear. But I knew that I was going to do this…let him do whatever he wanted. I’d come so far! I couldn’t stop now.

I felt his heat as he stood up and approached my tiny, slender frame. He grabbed my ass in his massive hands, squeezing the cheeks. I moaned in spite of my fear, liking his strength and his warm grip.

“Gonna be a tight fit,” he grumbled, spreading me wide. I felt something wet drop onto my ass; looking back, I saw him spitting down onto my rosebud. He caught me looking and smirked.

“In for a ride, girl,” he said. Reaching down, he smeared the cum and juices from my pussy up my crack, combining it with his spit to make my hole wet. I moaned at the touch, wishing he would change his mind and fuck my pussy instead. I really liked cumming on Mr. Teller’s dick.

I didn’t think I’d like being fucked in the ass by this black man…especially when he pulled out his dick and I saw how big it was! The biggest I’d seen all day, dark brown and thick as my fist. I grit my teeth together and turned away, not wanting to watch. This did not please him. Mr. Smith grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head around on my neck.

“Watch me,” he barked. I squirmed and mewled in desperation as he stepped forward, pressing himself against my asshole. Already, I felt like he was breaking me, the slightest pressure making me go stiff all over. “Dammit, girl, relax.”

How could I relax? I was about to get my virgin ass torn in half by this huge, black dick!

“Or don’t,” he said. “You’re gonna get a taste of this dick either way.”

He gave me an evil grin. And then he thrust forward. I screamed as he tore me open, pushing past my tight sphincter and into my ass. I blanched, knowing I couldn’t take my eyes off Mr. Smith. He groaned, his head thrown back in pleasure as he slowly buried his cock into my rosebud. My breath came quick and shallow, and I bit my lip to keep from screaming again. Slowly, my ass began to give up, relaxing enough to spread and fit him deeper.

“So fucking tight,” Mr. Smith growled. He spread my cheeks wider and spit again, shifting his position so he was angled a bit lower. When he pushed forward again, he was determined to go all the way, and despite my cries of pain he finally buried himself inside me, all the way to the hilt. His balls rested against my thighs. I was on the verge of total collapse as my asshole stretched to fit him, the new sensation so strange and uncomfortable. I realized I was crying, and when he saw this he grinned again.

“I’m just getting started, slut,” he said, and withdrew enough to tease me with relief, only thrusting back in, hard. I yelped as he did it again, and again, my ass slowly stretching more and more. Each stroke seemed smoother, and soon he was fucking my ass hard, using it like a pussy.

Slowly, the sensation changed. There was less pain. And there was something pleasurable about the sensation of being stuffed in my virgin ass. Something that changed my yelps of pain into cries of pleasure. I gripped the arms of the chair hard, my tits bouncing each time his balls slapped into my thighs and his cock disappeared into my ass.

“That’s it, bitch,” he growled. “You love it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I moaned, letting the pleasure control my mind. “So good…”

My clit throbbed. I wanted to touch it so badly. I felt like I would cum the second I touched it. Mr. Smith might have sensed this, but he didn’t care. He just kept destroying my ass with his massive cock, yanking on my hair.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and I could feel his cock swell inside me. He rammed into me and leaned forward, driving further than ever inside me, until I felt his cum slam into me, filling my abused ass with each thick, hot rope. My ass clenched and he groaned, emptying his balls into me until I thought I couldn’t take another drop. When he finally pulled out, I groaned at the relief. His cum trailed down my thighs, mixed with pink from the way his cock tore my rosebud.

“Go ahead and make yourself cum,” he demanded, slapping my ass. “I wanna watch you rub my cum into your pussy.”

I moaned in relief as he turned me around, sitting me in the chair; I reached down and collected some of his oozing cum from my ass, bringing it to my clit and rubbing myself hard. I used my other hand to pump my pussy, feeling like the perfect little whore as he watched me masturbate with his cum. It took me two seconds to reach a peak, my toes curling and my tits bouncing as I came, bucking and squirting onto the chair. Finally, I went limp, feeling the pain and pleasure radiate through my limbs.

“Alright,” he said, zipping himself up. “You’re alright, slut. Next time, I hope you’re a little less tight. Too hard fucking a virgin ass sometimes.”

He patted my cheek diffidently, then turned to leave the conference room. I was alone, drenched in sweat and cum and blood. I’d survived my first day at the office. I didn’t even want to wonder what my second day would be like…

[image: ]

At five o’clock on the dot, I met Daddy at my office. I’d been able to cover most of the day’s evidence from my body, though my pussy still leaked cum and my asshole was red and torn. My nipples were still aching and puffy, and I was sure I stank of sex.

“How was your first day?” Daddy asked, eying me as though he expected me to say I hated it.

“It was great!” I said, wanting to prove him wrong at last. “I learned so much. I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

He smiled, and I felt so proud that he finally believed in me! He gave me a quick hug and kissed the top of my head.

“That’s great, baby,” he said. “Let’s go out to dinner to celebrate.”

Truth was, my stomach still ached from all the cum I’d swallowed. But I couldn’t say that, so I just nodded. On our way out, we met Mr. Teller in the elevator.

“Thanks again for giving my little girl a chance,” Daddy said, shaking Mr. Teller’s hand. If only he knew where that hand had been….

“Sure, Mike,” Mr. Teller said, shooting me a very evil grin. “She’s great. Can’t wait to see how far she’ll go in this company. She has a lot of potential. You should be proud.”

“I am,” Daddy said, squeezing me tight. I couldn’t tell him that Mr. Teller’s dark eyes and sick grin had me dripping wet all over again.

“See you tomorrow,” Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, waving goodbye.

“Bye,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. We were all at the door to the office building, but Daddy stopped to talk to the security guard about something. Just before leaving, Mr. Teller pinched my ass and leaned down to whisper in my ear.

“Tomorrow, we’ll train you in taking three at once,” he said. “By the end of the week, we’ll have you on six.”

I blanched as he waved a final goodbye and left me behind.

He was right, after all.

I did have a lot left to learn.

Working in an office was a lot harder than I ever thought!
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