

Erotic Group Encounters

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are over 19 years of age. Please note that this is a bundle of 3 works of erotica which contains a story with explicit descriptions of a woman enjoying being fucked by an entire room of impeccably dressed men as she desperately tries to make them cum one after another another, a story with explicit descriptions of a woman dominated and shared by an alpha male, and a younger woman who is dominated and shared by an older man at work. 

All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;)

Story 1: Satisfying them all

“You can back out now. But once you open that door, there's no turning back.”

Kendra bit her lip, looking at the large wooden door in front of her. She could feel his strong hand resting immobile on the small of her back and it felt as though he was pushing her towards the door. She could imagine what was behind the door. It was her deepest, darkest fantasy come alive. 

“You told me every word of your fantasy, your deepest desire. That's what lies behind that door.”

Kendra shivered in desire. She was trying her hardest not to reach forward, not to turn the doorknob and walk inside. 

“How... how many people are there in your house?”

“You're asking the wrong question Kendra. What you should be asking yourself is whether you will regret turning down this chance. You should be asking yourself if you can ever be the same again once you experience something like this. You should be wondering if once you get a taste of this you will be addicted. You've told me every one of your desires. Every single guest in my house is waiting for you. Waiting to fulfil your carnal needs.”

His voice was neutral, well mannered, polished. It was a voice that pushed past all her defences, all of her barriers and inflamed her repressed need. 

“Imagine how will feel to have them all watching you, unable to tear their eyes off of you. You will be their only focus. They will be unable to keep their hands off you, all of those strong, prying hands pulling off your clothes, pinching your nipples, rubbing over your body. You have never felt the deep, aching need of so many men at once, the way they look at you as something to be used and desired. You have never felt the pure power of giving in, the control over their pleasure you can have by submitting to their needs. Not one of them has unleashed their loads in over a week. They are waiting for you. You are the key to their release. They need you to serve their every need, and in doing so you will finally be fulfilled in a way you have never imagined is possible.”

Kendra swallowed hard and reached forward, opening the door. 

The First Day of Class

“Now, you may think we are the most sexually liberated society in the history of humanity. Any one of you could right now type any sort of nasty phrase into any search engine and be bombarded by thousands of videos, stories and content catering to whatever improbable thing you desire. Please don't right now though – it's against college rules! Welcome to Theory of Sexuality 203. For those of you who do not know me, I'm professor Bridge, or Thomas, whatever you feel comfortable with.”

The class laughed and students looked at each other, incredulous at their professor. Kendra did not know what she had been expecting when she signed up for a Theory of Sexuality class as an elective. What she had not counted on was a professor who obviously loved his work. Dressed impeccably, Professor Bridge was tall with black hair with the slightest hint of grey to it that gave him the look of a dashing gentleman. Where other professors wore sweaters and t shirts, he had walked into class in a full suit, and Kendra had watched appreciatively as he pulled the suit jacket off, his athletic body accentuated by a well made white dress shirt.

“But on the contrary, we are a frustrated and repressed society, from a heritage of repression. Did you know that in 19th century England, it was common for posh, dapper women to go to the doctor complaining that they were unable to conceive? Can anyone tell me why?”

The class was silent. Kendra tried to think. 18Th century England was the industrial revolution, could it have been the smoke and smog? She raised her hand hesitantly.

“If we are talking about the early 1800s, did the industrial revolution and increased pollution and smog cause impotence?”

“That's an interesting theory, and I would be surprised if it had no merit. However, I was looking for something more along the themes of sexual repression. Anyone else want to take a chance? Raise your hands, this class is much more interesting with participation.”

When no one in the class raised their hands, professor Bridge looked theatrically crestfallen.

“No one? Well, many a doctor was quite surprised when otherwise healthy noblewomen and members of the upper class came in to their offices complaining that they were unable to procreate. They tried everything – even prescribing small doses of hemlock! Finally, they would have the couple, who were both probably red faced in embarrassment, demonstrate the act of coitus in front of them. It turns out that sex was so off limits and sexuality was so repressed that there was a complete and utter lack of sexual education in their society. This unfortunately meant that neither partner had even the slightest grasp of the basic female anatomy. You can probably guess where the men were putting their cocks! Girls, stay away from Englishmen, they have a history of sneaking it into the wrong hole.”

Kendra's eyes widened. This was surprising, to say the least. It was not just the subject matter, but how he was delivering it. She had honestly never heard a professor say the word “cock” before. 

“Our society right now is sexually liberated while being sexually frustrated. Cave men drew stick figures in crude sexual positions, and pornography has only become more graphic and accessible as technology progresses. All of your dirtiest fantasies can be experience through a computer. Comics depict scenarios and fetishes that could not even be possible in real life. Do you think, if you went back 500 years that there would be women frustrated that they could experience being strapped to a vibrator while their mouth is used by a never-ending line of men? No, they would not even have imagined such a sight. If anyone is squeamish, by the way, this course might not be for you. Sexuality is not just theoretical. It isn't vanilla and plain, and this course will not be about missionary, if you catch my drift. To continue, pornography and the accessibility of kinks, of bizarre fetishes have not simply catered to desires and needs, they have created them. We have a society that knows what it wants, but members of our society cannot experience their desires in their lives.”

Kendra paused in her notes, his words sinking in. If she was being honest with herself, the true reason for taking this course was not that it had been a random choice. She had hid her choice of courses from everyone she knew. It had been a month ago when she had stumbled on something that had changed her. She had been watching porn and rubbing her clit when she saw a recommended video and clicked before she could think, and had been transfixed by what she had seen. A young woman that looked like her was used by a group of men, stroking their cocks and sliding them into her pussy, ass and mouth. She had imagined what it must be like to be the centre of their attention, to look around her and see only hard, throbbing cocks that wanted to cum all over and inside of her. When they were done fucking her senseless, she had opened her mouth to take load after load of cum, unable to swallow it all. Kendra had came loudly as she watched a thick, hard cock cumming on the woman's face, forcing her to close her eyes as she was coated in his seed. She could not stop herself. Every night she searched more videos like it, and she came imagining that it was her in the middle of the men, horny, older men who wanted to fuck her in any way they pleased and then cum in her mouth, on her face, cover her body in their cum. 

“Today's class will be an introduction. I want you all to disrupt your presumptions and leave your bias at home when you walk into this class. We will be going over basic concepts, the theory of sex, the way desire is socially organized and the power dynamics of sex in feminism and the way that gender has been formed and changed in historical context and the modern day. We will also be studying the politics of sexuality, the racialization of sexuality, and sexuality in medicine. This course is a good general outline of the field and will serve as an introduction. While it is a second level course, those who have limited sexual experience, sorry I mean limited experience in the sociology of sexuality are welcome. Can I have a volunteer to pass out the syllabus? Thank you.”

Kendra's hand had raised almost as if it did not belong to her and she realized his thank you was addressed to her. She got up and walked to the front of the class, and he handed the stack of syllabuses to her, his hand grazing hers. She met his eye and she saw that he looked like he knew something she did not, that he had some secret that she was going to discover. There was a twinkle in his eye and an intensity to his gaze in their brief eye contact that made her swallow. “Thank you, what's your name?”

“Kendra.” She wanted to say more, but no words came out. 

“It's very appreciated.” 

She turned and walked down the row of desks, handing out syllabuses and then sitting down as he went over it. She had difficulty concentrating the rest of the class as she remembered her dark fantasy to be the centre of attention, the centre of desire. When he let out class, she was so wrapped up in her imagination that she barely registered students leaving, until it was just her and professor Bridge in the room.

“Did you enjoy the class Kendra?”

His deep, polished voice made her jump in her seat, waking her from her fantasy. She was wet already from what she had been imagining, the feeling of many hands grabbing her, pulling her, pushing her into any position they wanted. 

“Yes, you raised a lot of points that I had never considered before.”

“I'm just packing up, did you have any extra questions you were staying later for? If so, would you mind coming to my office with me?”

Kendra liked the idea of being alone with him in his office. Even though he had some grey in his hair, she guessed that he was in his mid forties and he obviously kept himself fit. He had high cheekbones and his smile was welcoming yet with the hint of something more. Kendra could see that there was a hint of intrigue in his gaze, and she imagined slowly unzipping his dress pants and reaching in her hand to stroke him. 

“I don't exactly have any specific questions off the top of my head.” She wished she could think quickly, but the honest truth is that Kendra often found words escaped her when she was aroused. It was the damned videos of women with multiple men that had made her like this. Ever since that first video she was having trouble thinking. Thoughts of cock, no, of multiple thick, hard cocks surrounding her invaded her thoughts constantly and she even now wanted desperately to be on her knees in front of her professor. She wanted to experience things she had never even imagined, wanted to discover herself. 

“That's alright. I can tell that you are going to be an interesting student. You don't have that glazed over look of someone just trying to get a credit. Why don't you come to my office and we could discuss this further? It is such a pleasure to talk to an eager student with such an obvious passion for her sexuality.”

“I'd like that. I've never had a professor who teaches the way you do.”

Professor Bridge pulled his jacket on and motioned with his hand for her to go first. 

“My office is just down the hallway on the left,” he said as she walked in front of him, hoping that her going first was his excuse to stare at her ass rather than his gentlemanly manners. She exited the classroom and he walked beside her, and when they reached his office his hand was suddenly on her back and she loved the feel of his fingers brushing against her.

“Home sweet home,” he said, ushering her in. “Take a seat.”

The office was small, with a window that gave a view of the college grounds and buildings. She sat down on a comfortable chair in front of his desk and watched the students rushing to their classes. Professor Bridge hung his jacket on a hook and then sat in front of her at his desk, gazing into her eyes.

“What did you enjoy most about the class?” 

“I've been thinking so much about one of the first things you said, professor Bridge.”

“And what was that in particular?”

“How you explained that we are one of the most sexually frustrated societies in the world.”

“It's true, you know. The accessibility of fantastical and almost unbelievable pornography has made many a young mind realize all of the possibilities that are open to her... but also made the viewer incredibly frustrated that they will never experience it in real life. I can tell this touched you on a personal level. Don't be embarrassed, my masters in Psychology and PHD in human sexuality makes me very adept at knowing what people are thinking. I'm very open and I hope that you know that nothing you say or do in this office will ever leave my door.”

Kendra knew what he was implying and she wanted him, wanting to be the cliche, wanted to be under his desk and unzipping his pants. 

“Yes, it did touch me... personally, professor Bridge.”

“One of the first things I said in class is that my name is Thomas, or professor Bridge, whichever you are more comfortable with. But I don't think you are calling me professor Bridge because you are uncomfortable. I think that you are attracted to the idea of me, the older, knowledgeable professor, the attractive older man who knows his way around a woman's body. Is that true?”

Kendra felt her heart racing. She had never been so turned on in her life. It was as if he could read her thoughts. 

“Yes, professor Bridge.” She said his name slowly, savouring it as it slipped off her tongue. She stood up, arranging her skirt and then walked around behind the desk. There was no surprise in his eyes as she bit her lip and sat down on his lap, feeling his arm wrap around her back and the other slide up her thigh, holding her as she lay back into his strong arms. She knew she was looking at him with an undeniable heat in her eyes and as he spoke his words ignited a deep, burning passion within her. She wanted to spill every dirty secret she had to this older man. 

“Tell me then, what fantasy do you have? What have you stumble upon that now invades your thoughts, what is it that your mind obsesses upon?” 

She could feel his breath on her and she had fight to control herself. She wanted him more than anything. 

“I imagine myself, in a room, in tight, slutty clothes, my body almost exposed. Around me are men, men in suits. I am their slut. They have all the power, and yet there is one thing I hold that they want. They want my body, they desire me so badly, so desperately and I am irresistible to them.”

Kendra moaned as she felt his hand sliding up her skirt. He rubbed his hand up and down her inner thigh slowly, making her shiver in desire. 

“They cannot stop themselves. They walk towards me like moths to a candle, they rip my clothes from my body, they grab me roughly and pull me. They argue with each other over who will have me first. I have no choice. It is their decision. I am naked and exposed...”

His hand rubbed against her panties, and she moaned in desire. He was staring straight into her eyes and she was transfixed, all of her deepest fantasies spilling out. She could feel his cock hardening underneath her.

“They unzip their pants, too slowly for my liking. I'm so horny, so full of need to be filled and taken. I try to be patient. Finally, the first cock is in front of me and I suck it eagerly. It slides deep into my mouth, deeper than I have taken a cock before and I have to fight not to gag. I feel hands grabbing my body, groping me, pinching my nipples hard enough that I moan in pain, and then I feel the first cock pressing against my pussy, forcing its way into me. I'm wetter than I ever have been before but it's so big it stretches me, pushing into me, not caring that I am uncomfortable, that I am barely able to manage its girth. I am their toy.”

She felt his finger slip around her panties and into her pussy, sliding in and then curling slowly as she talked. She wanted him to lean in and kiss her, to take her roughly. She wanted to spill out her dirtiest secrets. His cock was throbbing underneath her. 

“They fuck me any way they want. They spit on me, slap me, spank me. They force a cock in my pussy and one in my ass and I am filled fuller than I ever have been before. I am trying to make them cum, because only then will they be satisfied. Only then will the assault on my body stop. I am in mindless pleasure. I am their bimbo. I hear the man with his cock in my mouth groaning and he thrusts even faster, and then he cums in my mouth, his load filling me as I try to tongue the slit of his cock. I want him to cum more and more, and I try to swallow but it's too much and he pulls out and cums on my face, and I have to close my eyes to stop it from getting in them. Then I feel a hand on my wrist, pulling my hand to another cock and my mouth is only empty long enough for me to swallow most of the cum before another even bigger cock is in my eager mouth again. I think about this fantasy ever single day, it torments me. I want it more than anything.”

Kendra was moaning as his finger slid in and out of her pussy and he pulled her to him and kissed her as he fingered her. She was barely able to return his kiss so deep was her pleasure. She could barely think. She heard him reach back and close the blinds and then he was groping her nipples, exploring her body just as she imagined multiple men would do in her fantasy. Suddenly, he pulled his finger from her wetness and she moaned in need, wanting to be filled.

“Get up.” His voice was commanding, almost stern.

“Yes professor Bridge.” She was obeying him. She would do anything he wanted. He knew her deepest, darkest desires. She got up and she felt him stand behind her and push her slightly forward and she bent over the desk, using her hands to brace herself. She heard him unzip his pants and felt him pull her panties down. She needed to be filled so badly, needed to be the slutty student of his fantasies.

“Fuck me professor Bridge, fuck me.” She begged without a hint of pride. She needed him badly. She felt his cock on her pussy and she was so wet that he slid into her with a grunt of pleasure, plunging himself deeper and deeper inside of her as she moaned loudly.

“Don't be too loud, Kendra. My door is thick but if you are not careful everyone walking past will hear you screaming in pleasure.”

Kendra bit her lip, trying to stop herself from moaning as he slid his cock in and out of her. His thick cock was rubbing against her g spot and he knew exactly what to do to fill her with pleasure. The thrusts quickened and she tried to hold on to the desk as best as she could as his cock pushed her forward into it. 

“What if I told you that you could live your deepest, darkest fantasy Kendra? What if I told you I could arrange what you need, to the letter?”

Kendra wanted it so badly. The fantasy had seemed so much more real as soon as she had shared it with someone else, but she had still considered it something to dream about but never to experience.

“Tomorrow, I'm attending a little party at a friend's house. I can arrange for you to be the main attraction.”

Kendra was overwhelmed. She was getting fucked by her professor, something she would never have dreamed of and it was incredible. His hands were up her skirt and grabbing her ass, squeezing and spreading her. 

“My colleagues will all be there, and their most promising students. Men of all ages and sizes, all with a passion and expertise in sexuality. You would be the most exquisite object of interest and desire. Imagine it. All of them around you, the men standing and the women watching you from their seats, some of them judging you, some of them secretly wishing they could be in your place. But you won't be thinking about them. You will be thinking about the cocks that you have to satisfy, the cum splashing on your face. You will be their beautiful, gorgeous whore to be used.”

The words were touching her deeply, as if they were humming deeply in her spine. They ignited a need in her that she did not understand. She came on his cock, moaning in the pleasure as he kept fucking her hard. 

“Yes professor Bridge, bring me to your party, show me off, share me with everyone and fuck me hard.” She was almost screaming the words out and his hand moved from her ass to her face, covering her mouth and silencing her as he continued to pound her hard. Her legs trembled from her orgasm and she felt his hot cum entering her, felt his cock pulsing as he came hard inside of her. She collapsed forward on his desk from the pleasure, leaning on her hands and panting hard. She heard him grab a handful of tissues from the box on his desk and handed them to her before pulling out, and she barely managed to cover her pussy with the tissues before the torrent of cum slowly slid out of her tight pussy. 

He only let her recover for a few seconds before he got up, zipped up his pants and placed a piece of paper and a pen on the table. “Write down your address and phone number. I'll pick you up at nine tomorrow.”  

Kendra pulled her panties up, throwing the ball of tissue out. She wrote her information on the paper quickly, knowing that if she paused she would lose her courage. She almost flung the pen as soon as the last word was written. She felt confused, overwhelmed, not quite understanding what had happened but knowing that it had been the most erotic experience of her life.

“That was... I'll see you tomorrow, thank you professor Bridge.”

“Oh, it was my pleasure.”

She left quickly, walking out of the office and feeling like the other students in the hallway were staring at her. She felt that they knew she was a slut. That she had confessed her deepest secret to a man she did not know and had been taken hard on his desk that very day. She knew she was imagining it but she felt as if everyone was staring at her and judging her.

That night she barely slept, and her fitful sleep was filled with images of her fantasy, of men grabbing her, using her, taking her for their pleasure. She woke up sweaty and wet, and masturbated almost violently, cumming loudly and then taking a cold shower to perk up and gather her thoughts. She felt nervous and stressed when she imagined what would happen this very night. But even more powerful was anticipation and lust. She wanted to be free of the torment of imagining her fantasy every single day. She wanted to experience it. 

If she was going to be an object of desire, she wanted to dress the part. Kendra spent the day in clothing stores, buying clothes that were sexy, classy, and most of all, affordable. She did not doubt that professor Bridge was true to his words and that her fantasy would be exactly as she had described it, including her clothes being ripped off. She settled on a black dress that barely covered her ass and picked out a new pair of heels as well. As she twirled in the changing room mirror, she felt a shiver of desire as she imagined strangers eyes seeing the same view that she was. She pulled her dress up slowly and turned, looking at the curve of her ass in the mirror and knowing that this very night it would be strangers eyes gazing at her most intimate of parts. 

Time moved strangely for Kendra. It was laboriously slow and yet somehow the minutes turned to hours as she cleaned her apartment, needing to keep her hands busy to prevent herself from going crazy. She did not know how to feel and her heart was beating quickly. How could this be happening? When she remembered how it had felt to be in his lap, spilling her deepest secrets to him as he fingered her she felt her nipples harden in her desire. She needed tonight so badly she did not dare to even think about it, so ethereal it seemed. 

And then, it was 8pm. With only an hour until he would pick her up, Kendra checked and rechecked her makeup, her hair, scrutinizing herself in the mirror and finally going to her liquor cabinet that she rarely opened and taking out the lone bottle of vodka that stood in it, an old gift from a friend god knows how many birthdays ago. She cracked it open and sat down, and poured herself a finger. The liquid burned her and rushed straight to her head and she poured herself one more, her hand trembling as she measured another of finger of liquid into her glass. She drank deep and then put the bottle away. She could feel the rush from the small amount she had drank. It calmed her. She returned to her seat and waited, breathing deeply, not moving a muscle until the doorbell rang. She got up quickly and walked to the door, sliding on her heels and opening the door.

“You look perfectly exquisite.” Professor Bridge was in another tailored suit, and his voice was gentlemanly and old fashioned. He was straight out of a film noire. 

“Why thank you.” 

He leaned in for a kiss and she returned in delicately. She could smell his cologne, subtle and manly as he kissed her. He broke off the kiss and took her wrist in his hand.

“Come, we don't want to be late.” He pulled her slightly and she followed him, locking the door behind her. They took the elevator down and left the building to his car, and he held the door open for her as she entered, sitting down gratefully on the comfortable leather seat. Her skirt rode up as she sat and she did not pull it down. As he entered the car she caught his glance to her exposed thighs and his approving smile made her feel sexy and desirable. As they drove it was as if she was in a trance. This was such an unbelievable turn of events that she felt as if she was out of her body, watching herself being driven into the night. 

“It's not far, and I drive very, very fast.”

Professor Bridge was true to his word and Kendra held on to her seat as they shot forward. She could feel that he was in total control as he drove confidently, and soon they were in a very nice part of town. It was nothing but huge houses and old money. They drove up to a gated property and he looked into a security camera, the doors opening up in front of him. Kendra did not know much about cars but as they drove up the long, winding driveway to the imposing mansion, she could tell that the many cars parked in the driveway were expensive. He parked and got out of the car, opening the door for her and extending his hand. She took it easily, and they walked together, his hand on her back as she guided him to the door. She stopped in front of it, looking at the door, and suddenly everything felt real. Inside those doors was something she had been dreaming about every single day, but sometimes fantasy was best left to the imagination. Could she really handle what she had described?

“You can back out now. But once you open that door, there's no turning back.”

Kendra bit her lip, looking at the large wooden door in front of her. She could feel his strong hand resting immobile on the small of her back and it felt as though he was pushing her towards the door. She could imagine what was behind the door. It was her deepest, darkest fantasy come alive. 

“You told me every word of your fantasy, your deepest desire. That's what lies behind that door.”

Kendra shivered in desire. She was trying her hardest not to reach forward, not to turn the doorknob and walk inside. 

“How... how many people are there in your house?”

“You're asking the wrong question Kendra. What you should be asking yourself is whether you will regret turning down this chance. You should be asking yourself if you can ever be the same again once you experience something like this. You should be wondering if once you get a taste of this you will be addicted. You've told me every one of your desires. Every single guest in my house is waiting for you. Waiting to fulfil your carnal needs.”

His voice was neutral, well mannered, polished. It was a voice that pushed past all her defences, all of her barriers and inflamed her repressed need. 

“Imagine how will feel to have them all watching you, unable to tear their eyes off of you. You will be their only focus. They will be unable to keep their hands off you, all of those strong, prying hands pulling off your clothes, pinching your nipples, rubbing over your body. You have never felt the deep, aching need of so many men at once, the way they look at you as something to be used and desired. You have never felt the pure power of giving in, the control over their pleasure you can have by submitting to their needs. Not one of them has unleashed their loads in over a week. They are waiting for you. You are the key to their release. They need you to serve their every need, and in doing so you will finally be fulfilled in a way you have never imagined is possible.”

Kendra swallowed hard and reached forward, opening the door. 

It opened without a sound. Inside was a magnificent hall, lit by chandeliers. The noise, warmth and light washed over her, and she gazed in awe. It was something from a movie. Opulence, pure and simple. Thick, oriental rugs over hardwood. Paintings adorning the walls. Huge, high ceilings. And couples, talking together, laughing. The women were all in gorgeous dresses, expensive jewelry adorning them, holding flutes of champagne daintily. She felt as if she stood out. They were all beautiful, classy and aloof, but she was real. She could be touched, held, spanked and fucked while they could only make love and sigh in titillation. The men were dressed conservatively in tailored suits. She walked forward as if in a dream and a smiling man broke off from a group and approached them.

“Thomas, so good of you to come. And you brought such a perfect creature with you.” 

He had a full, well kept grey beard and dark brown eyes that gleamed with warmth. As he smiled, his tiny wrinkles grew larger. He was in his mid fifties, and he looked as if he enjoyed all of the finer things in life. “Introduce me, you lout,” he said to Thomas.

“Ah, this is Kendra, who I have told you all about. Kendra, this is our gracious host, Percival.”

“It is such a pleasure to meet you Kendra. We have all been waiting for you.” He looked at Professor Bridge now, no longer addressing her. “When she is ready, please escort her to the lounge. There are many... eager guests awaiting her.” 

Kendra let him lead her through the hall, noticing that as she walked by, conversation stopped and then started again in hushed voices. She now knew that she was making the right choice. Her heart was beating with anticipation. Her deepest fantasy was about to be realized. They walked down a long hall and then she they were in front of one more door.

“This is where we part ways, my dear. I will be watching from the viewing room, I would not miss this for a moment. When you are ready...”

Kendra opened the door and walked into the room. There was a fireplace, leather couches, and a pool table where men were smoking and playing pool lazily. A bar was in the corner and a smartly dressed woman was serving drinks. As she walked in everyone turned to her.

“God damn, Professor knows how to pick them. She's gorgeous.”

“Look at that tight, perky body.”

“Her mouth is just begging to be fucked.”

She walked forward hesitantly as men in suits got up from their seats, stopped their conversations and walked towards her. There was a group of women in the corner, staring at her. One of the walls was completely mirrored, and she suddenly knew that it was a one way mirror. Professor Bridge was watching from the other side, probably with all his friends and it excited her to know he was watching her with lust. She had never been so turned on before under all of the hungry, hungry eyes that were already undressing her. She barely had time to look at them before they were on her. Men from their early twenties to late fifties, most white but a few black men, all dressed smartly in suits. She could see their hardening bulges and as a strong, tall man took her arm and another pulled at her dress she saw one of them unzip his pants and pull out a stiffening cock. Kendra was already moaning as she felt hands ripping her clothes off, the cheap material of the dress like wrapping paper to their hungry hands. The loud sound of the ripping was the only thing she could hear above her beating hearts and the panting of men. They were pushing closer to her and she felt their heat, their desire as they all stared at her as if she was an object to be used. She felt a hand groping her ass, groping and grabbing the cheeks and another squeezing her breast tightly, and then her bra was pulled off and her panties ripped completely off. 

“I called her pussy, I get it first,” said a gruff, manly voice and she was pushed onto a couch and a large man pulled his pants down and grabbed her thighs, and within seconds he was pressing his thick cock to her pussy, forcing it in as he grunted loudly and as he did so the others started to unzip their pants and stroke their cocks and a thirty year old with a fat, short cock pushed it into her waiting mouth and she sucked as fast as she could, bobbing her head back and forth as she felt fingers pinching and pulling her nipples and the cock slid deeper and deeper into her pussy. She watched them surrounding her, watched them with their cocks in their hands, some soft and some pulsing, stroking and staring at her naked body as she was fucked. An enormous black man sat on the couch beside her and grabbed her hand, pulling it to his thick ebony cock and she started stroking as fast as she could. She realized that she had lost focus of the cock in her mouth when the man attached to it grabbed her hair and started to pull her head closer. He moved his hand to the back of her head and started forcing her to deep throat his thick cock, and she was thankful that it was not long as he started to groan and grunt. There were hands on her ass, spreading her ass cheeks and pulling her up to meet the cock pounding her and she was in heaven, unable to think and simply loving the attention, the need of these men who were using her. She felt the cock spurting in her mouth and she moved her free hand up as she swallowed his load as he pulled her head as hard as he could against his cock, trying to get as deep as he possible in her wet mouth as he grunted in pleasure. He released her head and took his still cumming cock from her mouth and she stroked it, wanting every single drop of cum that spurted out onto her lips. She looked over at the black man, already forgetting the man with the thick, short cock. He had came. He did not need her anymore, and she did not need him.

“Oh, you want this in your mouth, don't you.” He stood and she eagerly took his long black cock in her mouth, still stroking it and teasing the tip with her tongue, swirling her mouth around his cock head. As she was rewarded by his low groan of pleasure, she felt the cock in her pussy pulsing and cumming, and then felt him slide his cock out of her wetness and spray his warm cum on her stomach. It was sticky and on her like a badge of ownership.  She was not empty for long, and as the ebony cock slid down her throat she felt another cock entering her pussy. This one had no trouble at all entering her. She could tell she was already being stretched. Hands were pinching her nipples still, and another slapped her face lightly but just hard enough to sting and she redoubled her efforts on sucking his cock. A thick rod filled her hand, she could not even see who it was attached to and she did not care. She jerked him off as fast as she could and another cock filled her right hand and she did the same. The cock in her right hand had either been prepared or simply spurted easily because after only ten strokes it started to cum in her hands, on her arm. At the same time the thick, black cock pulsed and shot its load into her mouth and she opened her eyes and looked up at the large black man who's eyes rolled back in pleasure as he fucked her mouth like a pussy, and he had so much cum that it dripped out of her lips, she tried desperately to swallow it all down but felt it drooling down her lips and neck. A younger man, perhaps only twenty was moaning in pleasure as he stroked himself and he almost jumped forward, cumming instantly on her face and she had to close her eyes to take the load. He shot powerfully, and she felt the cum splashing against her cheeks.

She could feel their eyes on her. She knew how she looked. She gazed into the mirror and saw herself, saw the view that professor Bridge and his friends were getting. She looked exactly like one of the sluts in a bukkake video, opening her mouth as load after load came raining down. She had red marks on her body from where hands had groped and pinched her. Her arm was covered in cum, her stomach had a white pool of the substance on it and it was dripping down her lips. Kendra was in paradise. Everywhere she looked there were hungry eyes looking at her as a sexual object, and hard cocks of every dimension just waiting to unleash themselves on her. 

Suddenly, she felt the cock leave her pussy and she was picked up and put on all fours with her hands on the back of the couch. She arched her ass up eagerly, loving how exposed her ass and pussy were when she was on all fours. She looked forward and through a crack in the wall of suited men she saw the women looking at her with obvious lust. One was rubbing her pussy under her panties and another was getting out a vibrator. She had only a second to look before her view was interrupted by a stocky looking man with the hugest cock she had ever seen. She would have been scared of it if she did not shudder in surprise and desire as she felt a lubed cock pushing against her asshole. The head slid in and she moaned deeply. This was more than enough invitation for the man in front of her who slid his massive cock head into her mouth, pushing past her lips and nearly chocking her with his girth. She felt her ass unable to resist, unable to tighten on the cock that was sliding into her, filling her like she had never been filled before. He started to slide his cock in and out fully, and it was uncomfortable at the start but soon had her moaning on the cock in her mouth. He kept forcing his length deeper and deeper into her mouth and she was drooling. She could feel her drool mixed with cum sliding down her chin. He was loving her wet, eager mouth and how she was trying her hardest to take every inch of his massive cock and rubbed her hair gently, urging her to take more and more. She managed to take one hand off the couch back as the man fucking her ass started to fuck her hard and spank her even harder and she started to jerk off the half of his cock that she was physically unable to fit down her throat. She stroked it as fast as she could but he had stamina and her arm was getting tired when he finally started to groan loudly. He pulled his cock out almost as suddenly as he had forced it in and she lost her grip on it as he reached down and expertly tugged his cock, shooting cum directly into her face, splashing on her nose, her ruined make-up was already dripping as her face was covered in his white cum. She could feel the cock that was ravaging her ass cumming as well and she squeezed her loosened asshole as tight as she could, milking every last drop. He pulled his cock from her ass and she could feel it oozing out of her. 

“Let's see how well she rides!” 

Grunts of agreement from the men were heard and she was lifted and pushed roughly aside as an older white man, maybe 45 sat back on the couch, stroking his hard cock which she jumped on, riding as fast as she could, her stretched pussy taking his length easily as she bounced up and down.

“She's a fucking pro,” he moaned, and grabbed her breasts in his hands. She moaned loudly as she came on his cock, and heard the men making sounds in approval. “She's loving it, look at how she's cumming on his cock. Almost a shame to fill her mouth when it's making such sexy sounds,” said one of the men, but he obviously cared more about getting his cock sucked because he was stroking rapidly and then forced his cock in her mouth and came almost instantly, this time leaving his cock in her mouth as she valiantly sucked. The man she was riding had endless stamina but no matter how good it felt she was transfixed even more as she felt a cock pushing against her ass. She was about to be double penetrated. She slowed down riding his cock, staying completely still as the cock pushed into her asshole and she felt more full than ever before. Hands were stabilizing her, holding her in place as the cocks slid into her in unison, and she could feel them almost rubbing each other through her pussy wall. The sensation was so intense that she was moaning and man after man lined up in front of her and came on her, spraying their loads on her face as they watched her double penetrated for the first time. She came again, the orgasm pulsing through her pussy and ass, making her entire body shake with intense pleasure. It was far too intense but she could not escape the two huge cocks in her pussy and ass that kept fucking and fucking her as she came again, screaming in pleasure. Finally, they both came inside of her as the last man standing let his cum splash on her face. As the cocks left her body and she was allowed finally to rest on the couch, no longer touched, she watched as cum oozed out of her pussy and ass. 

The men were leaving the room as she panted in a pool of sweat, knowing she stank of cum and men. Her face was covered in their hot loads, and her body was plastered in thick cum which was already drying. When the room was emptied, the door opened and she saw professor Bridge standing there. He started to clap, gazing at her with approval.

“Was that everything you dreamed of, my beautiful little slut?”

“Oh yes professor, oh yesssss,” she moaned out, exhausted and fully satisfied, and she lay back on the couch, covered in cum and rested. 

“As soon as you have the strength, we will get you in a hot shower and down to the party for a drink.” 

Kendra barely heard him, lying back and breathing deeply. She felt fulfilled and in complete bliss. 

End

Story 2: His Control Deepens

Iris lay awake in bed, her mind reeling as she remembered the recent events which had turned her life upside down. She felt like her life had fallen out of her control and was a mix of nervous excitement and stress to see the next notification on her phone which meant Julian had more plans for her. In just a week, he had turned her boring life into something from her deepest, darkest fantasies that she had not even realized existed. What kind of a woman let a younger man treat her like this? What kind of a woman would be on her knees, naked in an empty office, hoping that it was her blackmailer and not a random student who came in and used her like a slut? Her breathing quickened against her will as she remembered how he had forced his cock deeper and deeper down her waiting mouth, how he had grabbed her hair and made her deep throat the entire length of his thick cock, how he had cum on her naked breasts and how she had been forced to work with his stickiness on her still, reminding her constantly that she was being used by him. It scared her how easily he had seduced her, how easily he had made her break the rules and fuck a student. Had this been his plan all along? To use the rules to blackmail her into doing whatever he wanted? Iris reddened as she realized with shame that his plan never would have worked if only she had pushed him away, if only she had not let him ravage her in the study room that first time. Remembering the way he had made her cum so easily while she was on her back, taking his thick cock as he pounded her into submission was making her wet again, and the way he had treated her like a piece of meat turned her on in ways she did not understand. Her hand moved to her wetness, rubbing her clit with her finger as the words, the dirty, dirty words he had said to her as he fucked her came back in her mind, how he had called her a cock hungry slut, how he had cum all over her and she moaned as she played with herself, hating how she had lost control of her life but craving the way he treated her like a complete whore, like a plaything to be used and dominated. She whimpered in pleasure as she came and then lay in bed, trying to push thoughts of Julian out of her brain, dreading what he had in store for her on the morrow.  

She awoke to the sound of her doorbell ringing, and yawned groggily as she looked at her alarm clock. It was 630, 15 minutes before her alarm usually brought her out of her slumber and she stepped out of bed sleepily, pulling on her housecoat and walking to her apartments door. Who in their right mind would be ringing so early? She peered through the peephole and saw a man in a brown uniform with a name tag and opened the door.

“Hey there, we have an overnight delivery for an Iris, special instructions to have it here before 640. Must have cost a pretty penny to get it here so fast!”

“I didn't order anything,” said Iris, confused. 

“Well, the order is for an Iris at this location, so could you please sign for it?”

Iris reached out, fully awake and signed for the cardboard box. She closed the door and sat at her dining room table, grabbing a kitchen knife and cutting through the packaging. She opened it up and pulled out clothing without a clue why it had been sent. It was a short black skirt, a white long sleeve top and a thin black belt, along with a pair of tall black heels. Hers eyes opened as she pulled out the final pieces, lacy white lingerie. All of it was from a label she had never heard of before, something Italian that she was going to have to research because although the clothing was far sexier than she would wear every day, it looked as if it would suit her. She could tell the skirt would not cover much of her thighs, and that the top was sheer enough that she would have to wear a white bra with it as any other colour would be clearly visible. If she was going to wear it, of course, wondering if it had been some mistake that it had been sent. She heard her phone beep in her bedroom and walked to her bedroom with the box of clothing, and grabbed her phone off her dresser. She could see that she had a new text from the red blinking icon. Her eyes opened wide as she saw the full body picture of Julian in a change room, naked and looking into the mirror with a cocky smile. She could not take her eyes off of his toned, muscular body and his thick, soft cock that hung between his legs, huge and juicy. It was impossible not to remember how it had felt in her mouth, sliding in and out as he had forced her to suck his cock. The picture was accompanied by a text. 

“I sent you a picture, and I'll be expecting one back in return of you in that sexy new outfit you are going to be wearing to work. You have a gorgeous body and you should really do more to flatter it and show it off. No need to thank me, the view will be thanks enough when I come to see you at work today.”

Her cheeks flushed red as she read the text, feeling prettier than ever at the compliments of the jock who was, in her opinion, way out of her league. Then she remembered that he was blackmailing her, that this was not what she wanted and she felt ashamed that she loved his compliment, loved the way he made her feel so sexy and wanted. She could not deny that she loved the way he ordered her about, how he knew what he wanted and refused anything less. She slipped out of her pyjamas and into the white thong that he had sent her, turning to see how it looked in the mirror. It was thin enough that you could almost see her ass, and she had to admit she looked good in it, and would look even better bent over with her ass up. She pulled on the bra and had no idea how he had managed to pick a bra that fit her perfectly, a feat that she had failed to duplicate many times before even when trying them on. Somehow, a bra that fit in the store suddenly seemed to poke and prod her as soon as she put it on again at home, and yet this one cupped her breasts as if it had been tailored to her body. She slipped on the tight black skirt, white long sleeved top and the black belt, realizing that she looked like an office slut, but at least a very classy one. The outfit was just on the verge of what would get her in trouble. There was no rule against dressing well, and from behind the desk it would be hard to see that the skirt was dangerously close to being too short. Iris bent over her bed and looked back, watching the skirt ride up until you could almost see her panties. She was used to throwing something casual on before work, and knew that an outfit like this would have the students staring – the men with lust, and the women with a mix of jealousy and scorn. There was a reason she woke up at 645 for an 830am shift, and that reason was that while she was casual with her clothes, she liked to spend her time making sure her makeup and hair was perfect. She took her time, wanting to look pretty enough to warrant the clothes. When she was finished she posed in front of the full length mirror, taking seven different pictures before she found one that was flattering enough. As soon as she sent it, she regretted it instantly. His control over her was only growing. Now he had a picture of her on his phone, which would be all the proof he needed to expose her sluttiness to the entire school and her boss. She could only hope that his interest was in fucking her, not in humiliating her and ruining her life. It was all worth it when she got his text back. “You look so fucking hot. Can't wait to see those panties I sent you...” 

It was 8am when she pulled out of the parking lot, driving to her job and at the first red light she noticed that the man in the lifted truck beside her was stealing a glance at her. He was nowhere near the man Julian was but she still felt his gaze as a compliment. She had never met a man like Julian before, never met a man that she wanted so badly to please, and even though he was not giving her much choice, she loved the way he made her feel. 

She parked and walked into the empty library, seeing that Megan was already sitting at the front desk. Iris smiled as she saw Megan's eyes light up with surprise. 

“Oh my god Iris, you look incredible! Since when do you get all sexy for work?”

“Oh, I've been on a dry streak so long, it's time to start looking for opportunities everywhere. Who knows, maybe a sexy Latin professor will come down and whisk me away.”

Megan brayed with laughter, picturing the 80 years old Mr. Santero who taught Latin. “You'd have better luck with the french profs, they got a smoking hot new TA who I think would be just your type.”

“Well, then he'll have to come down and get me, won't he,” said Iris, feeling supremely confident in the clothes which must have cost a fortune, especially with overnight shipping. She had a feeling that Julian was not just your average jock, and that he had access to funds that were not the norm for a college student. While he had the confidence of a self-made man, there was a certain arrogance to him that bespoke of a trust fund baby. Iris did not mind either way, she was too turned on by his direct, dominating approach to care and she realized that events were out of her control now. She would not risk her job by refusing his advances, and she had to admit to herself that she was looking forward to what Julian had planned for her today. Remembering the way he had forced the entire length of his huge, throbbing cock down her throat was making her horny already and she wanted so badly to feel his cock in her pussy again. 

“Look at you, all sassy and sexy,” laughed Megan, “so you're ready to take on any smoking hot professors and TAs, but how will you handle the early morning Monday rush as student's race to finish the papers they should have completed over the weekend and print them off!”

“The same way we handle it every week,” yawned Iris, “and just hope that no freshman pukes up her vodka coolers like last Monday, God these kids don't know how to drink.” Iris sat down and booted up her computer, nodding to the security guard who had unlocked the front doors and was now making his morning rounds. She had nothing but smiles for old Gordon, who had been working security since the college had opened and who was a sweet and gentle white haired old man, until someone threatened the staff or students. In her first week of work, a drunk had waltzed into the library and spat on her, yelling about discrimination and she had never seen a sixty year old man move so fast. She suspected Gordon had been a linebacker in another life, because he sent the drunk flying and earned himself a smile everyday and a batch of cookies come Christmas time. 

“Morning Gordon,” she said, smiling as he walked by.

“Morning ma'am,” he said, and she noticed a little twinkle in his eye. “You're looking quite beautiful today, if that's not too forward,” he said.

“You're a sweetheart Gordon,” she said, pleased at the compliment. Everyone likes being called beautiful, even if it is by a white haired security guard who thinks of her more as a daughter to be protected than anything else.

As soon as Gordon was out of earshot, Megan chuckled. “Well look at that! First guy you see and you get called beautiful. You should start dressing so hot all the time!”

“Oh Megan, it's not such a big deal. You make it seem like I look like a ghoul most days,” she said, hiding her pleasure behind fake annoyance.

“Didn't you show up in sweats and a hoodie a couple weeks ago?” 

“Shut up Megan, I was getting over a cold, that doesn't count!” 

“Fine, fine. Ah, our first client of the day,” said Megan, pointing to a hungover looking student who was clutching a coffee like it was the only thing keeping him upright. 

“Hey,” shouted Iris to him, “No drinks in the library!” 

He turned back, took a last sip of his coffee and threw it out with an annoyed look. Megan and Iris shared a look of annoyance together.

“To serve and protect these beautiful books,” said Megan sarcastically.

“God, most of these student's just take articles online and only step into the library for a quiet place to sit down. And can you blame them? Remember how much time we wasted with indexes and misplaced books? Now all they have to do is control f, and they still manage to turn in their papers late.”
 

“I know, we had in tough back in our day. Had to walk uphill both ways to university too! God Iris, you make us seem so old, we aren't that much older than a lot of the students here. Some of the guys here are 25, just like that hottie who was making eyes at you last week.”

Iris blushed. “Oh, so you remember him!” Megan teased Iris, seeing her face turn red but she could have no idea that the embarrassment was not caused by simply remembering talking to the student in question, Julian, but by how he had dominated and taken control of her.

“Wait a second, isn't that him?” Megan looked at the doors, and Iris' heart leaped as she saw that it was indeed Julian who was striding in, all cool confidence. He was in sweatpants and a hoodie, which was a huge change from the tight jeans that he usually wore, and had obviously just come from the gym. Iris felt her mouth go dry as he walked closer to her. What would he say? Would he bring up their secret in front of Megan? She knew her friend would never say anything, but she wanted nobody to know that she was being dominated and used by this cocky jock. She breathed a sigh of relief as he walked by her without even slowing down.

“No, I don't think so,” said Iris, trying to looked bored and uninterested.

“Really? There aren't that many guys in this school that are that jacked, normally it's impossible to tell under a hoodie but you can see that guys been hitting the gym,” said Megan, unconvinced.

“No, I'm sure, just another meathead trying to put together a paper by the end of midterm season.

“Mmm well if he's a meathead, I'd love to give head to his...” Megan trailed off, giggling. She had always loved ogling the attractive student's, and Iris found that she was as bad as a construction worker and twice as dirty the way she talked about the admittedly attractive student's who walked through the library. The building was starting to fill up more as student's came in to put the finishing touches on their projects and papers before heading to class. Iris heard the low vibration of her phone in her purse, and she looked around to see if she could sneak a look without drawing too much attention. She bit her lip and took her phone out, not really caring if Megan saw her checking her texts and saw it was another message from Julian.

“Looking hot in those new clothes... can't wait to be staring down at you sucking my cock. Meet me in the Roman Architecture section in five minutes, both of us know it never has anyone in it.”

Iris felt her heart start to beat quickly as she imagined sucking his cock in the middle of the library where anyone could see her. He was right, the Roman Architecture section was not only dead, especially this early in the morning, it offered some privacy as it was around a corner and she would probably be able to hear if anyone was coming. But the worry was that Julian had absolutely nothing to lose if they were caught. He would be a legend in the school for having the librarian on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock in a tight skirt and heels, and she would be known as the local slut who could not resist sucking off a hot jock. She also knew that if she did not meet him there, and quick, there was nothing to stop him from walking to her bosses office and telling him everything. He could just show the picture of her in the clothing he had sent, and it would be enough if not to prove everything but to prove enough that she would be out of her job by midday. 

“I'm going to just take a walk around the library, see if I spot any books put back wrong. These student's have no respect for the amount of time we spend sorting their misplaced books!”

“Ugh, I know. Did you know that the most misplaced books are the law textbooks? The field is so competitive, the students literally hide books from each other to make themselves score higher on the curve. What ever happened to solidarity? You're fighting a losing battle but you go right ahead.”


Iris stood up and left her desk, feeling her hips swishing as she walked. She could feel the glances of student's as she walked, and she could not blame them. She knew she looked good. She walked into the emptiest portion of the library, outdated sections on early Greek and Roman architecture and as she walked through the stacks of books, breathing in the wonderful scent of old books, she started to wonder where Julian was. Was he really going to make him suck him off in the middle of the library? Anyone could turn the corner and see them, and she could only hope that they would be so shocked and surprised that they turned around if they happened to witness what she was about to do. That would be much preferable to the though of them taking a cell phone video and putting her all over the internet. Somehow that thought excited her in its humiliation. She was imagining the feeling of Julian's cock in her mouth when he suddenly appear around a corner and pushed her gently but firmly back into a row of books, kissing her deeply. He took her by surprise and her yelp was cut off by his lips on hers as he kissed her passionately, his hand grabbing her ass and squeezing hard making her moan as he kissed her. Iris had not realized just how strong he was until now, as he lifted her up easily with his hands on her ass, her legs spread around him. Iris' heart was beating intensely as she imagined a student or Megan seeing her lifted in the air, making out with a sexy jock. She could feel his hard cock through his sweatpants pushing against her, rubbing against her panties. One of his hands was suddenly gone from her ass and she moaned as she realized he had pulled his sweatpants and boxers down, his thick, hard cock rubbing tantalizing against her pussy. The fear of being caught was intense and she knew that she needed to make this encounter quick to minimize the chance of getting caught but rational thought was leaving her mind as she felt her body heating up with desire, wanting to feel his thick cock sliding in and out of her. She had never been picked up by a guy like this, never been manhandled so easily before. He growled as pushed her panties aside and shoved his cock into her wetness forcefully, bouncing her up and down on his cock as she slid lower and lower onto it from gravity. She could feel his cock stretching her pussy and it was uncomfortably large in her, but she bit her lips to stifle a cry of pain, closing her eyes tight as he pounded her mercilessly. She wrapped her hands around his back, holding on as he had his way with her, bouncing her up and down on his cock with wet slapping sounds that scared her. What if someone found out? What if someone saw her? Rationally, she could do nothing to stop him and she only hoped he would cum soon and be done with her. But she was not thinking rationally. All she wanted was his cock deeper and deeper inside her, and she moaned as she felt his full length entering her, felt his thick, full balls as she slammed up and down onto his cock. 

“I bet you want to get caught you little whore, you want everyone in this school to know what a slut you are,” growled Julian low and rough in her ear and the words excited her even more. “You have to be some kind of cock whore to get fucked in the middle of a library you work at, you desperate little slut,” he said, loving the feeling of power he got from holding her in place against the bookshelf, easily holding her up, trapped and being fucked hard by his cock. “Does that excite you? Being known as a whore to the entire school?”

“Yes, yes it does, but please don't tell anyone what a slut I am,” moaned Iris, not believing the words coming from her mouth but knowing they were true. She loved the way he humiliated her, the way he treated her like a personal fucktoy, and she craved being submissive and forced to serve him in public. 

Julian knew she was submissive, but the words surprised him too and he could feel himself getting close to cumming by the way she had admitted to her deepest desires. The way he had transformed a respectable librarian into his plaything was intensely erotic and he yearned to know just how deeply he could dominate her, how deeply she needed to be humiliated and used by him. “Tell me what a little whore you are,” he said gruffly in her ear as she moaned in pleasure, having no control as she was bounced up and down his massive, throbbing cock.

“I'm your personal fucktoy Julian, I think about your cock all the time and all I want to do is suck it and fuck it,” she moaned in his ear, and hearing herself saying the words, admitting what a whore she was sent her completely over the edge, moaning loudly in pleasure as her orgasm washed over her. Julian had his hands firmly gripping her ass as he came as well. He had been planning on making her get on her knees and suck and swallow, but he could not resist as he felt her cumming and unleashed himself into her, growling as he came hard. He was starting to get addicted to how slutty Iris had become, how easily he had turned her into his personal slut and he loved the way that moaned loudly, feeling the hot cum filling her pussy. Iris was surprised he had came inside her without asking, and was incredibly happy that she was on birth control. He was doing whatever he wanted with her body, and it was no longer her choice if he wanted to fill her mouth or pussy with his seed. He slid her off his cock and put her on the ground, quickly handing her a handkerchief which she pushed against her leaking pussy, the river of cum sliding out of her as she panted. 

“I'll see you the next time I need to get off, sexy,” he said cruelly, knowing she loved the meanness of his words and he walked away, leaving her there, filled with his cum. He was right. Iris felt burning shame at the way he was treating her but she loved it deep down inside, and the words made her horny again already even after she just came. When she was reasonably sure that his huge load has dripped out of her pussy, she made her way to the washroom where she cleaned up and wrapped his handkerchief in paper towels and threw it away. If he was going to treat her like trash, no matter how much she liked it she was going to treat his belongings like trash as well. At least this time he had not messed up her hair. As she washed up, she wondered to herself just how long this could go on for. Each time they met up, there was a greater risk that she would be caught and lose her job. No matter how hot the situation of being used by such a strong, sexy man was, and the way he was making her hornier than she ever had been in her life, she needed to put a stop to this. She knew that trying to order Julian into anything would not work and she was futile and that he would make her do something even more public as punishment, and she swallowed her pride and sent him a text.

“That was incredible Julian, but if we do that again I'll lose my job... please, would you be able to chose more private locations to use me in the future, sir?” 

She sent the text and felt humiliated that she had called the younger man sir, but she was so scared of losing her job that she would do anything for him. She knew he was getting off on turning her into his personal slut and she was going to play the part if that would just keep her job. She bit her lip as she realized she was trying to rationalize the events to herself. She loved calling him sir. She loved that he chose and that she had no control over what he would do to her. If he wanted to fuck her in the library again, she would be unable to refuse him. She saw that he responded and held her breath as she read the response.

“But didn't you say you wanted to get caught? That you wanted everyone to know what a little whore you are?”

She winced as she remembered the dirty things she had said in the heat of the moment just minutes ago.

“I'm sorry, I said those things without thinking, it turned me on so much. But please, I need this job. Please be merciful, sir.”

She waited a minute, two before he responded. 

“You're right, if I let you get caught then how can I have so much fun making you do whatever I want? Although I bet even if you didn't have your job to worry about you'd still be submitting to me like a little whore. I know sluts like you when I see them, they crave to be used by a man like me. But I'll let you come to my condo tonight instead of a public location... be at 4201 Crestwood Avenue by 9pm. I've sent you something to wear tonight.” 

“Thank you sir, I'll be there ready to do whatever you want,” replied Iris, relieved that he would not make her obey him in public, at least not for tonight. She wondered what he had sent her this time. She looked in the mirror at the clothes he had already sent her and could not help but have a little smile come to her face. No wonder he could not resist fucking her in public. 

She went back to her desk, satisfied and still in the afterglow of the hot, steamy sex she had just had, her heart still pumping and adrenaline coursing through her veins. She had never felt so naughty before. All her life Iris had looked down on sluts who could not keep their legs together, but now she realized that she had been a slut all of her life and that she just needed a man like Julian to help her realize it. Then again, what woman would not be a slut for a man like him? Sexy, tall and strong with a body that looked like he should be on the cover of a men's fitness magazine. When he had first seduced her, she had no idea that he was going to blackmail her into being his personal slut, but now that she was... she had to admit that she loved it. She loved how he used her, how he made her risk everything for his cock and she wanted him badly. She was already looking forward to seeing what he had sent her and what he had planned for her tonight.

“Make any progress in the battle?” said Megan, and Iris blanked for a second and then remembered she had told Megan she was putting misplaced books back.

“Oh, yeah you wouldn't believe how many of our poetry books are misplaced. I don't want to judge, but I'm guessing that half of them are in a different state of mind, if you know what I mean.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” giggled Megan, “I took a few poetry classes myself! Everyone is high as a loon.”

The day passed slowly, filled with anticipation as Iris imagined what was in store for her. When she arrived at her apartment, there was another box waiting outside. She unlocked her door and almost skipped in with the box, wondering what he had sent now. She opened it up and pulled out a gorgeous blue dress, from the same Italian designer and gasped as she saw the pearl necklace that was included with it. She changed in her room, marvelling how the blue dress showed off her body perfectly, with a deep, jutting neckline that was somehow classy while being provocative. “Holy hell, I look like a Bond girl,” she said out loud, twirling in the mirror. She put the pearls on next, rubbing them once they were around her neck and feeling their coolness. She took a picture of herself and sent it to Julian. “Thank you sir, I love how it looks. I can't believe you bought me a pearl necklace!”

She changed again into her lounging clothes, not wanting to spill her dinner on the dress, but she left the pearls on, marvelling at how they gleamed in the low light of her dinner table. As she ate a small plate of chicken and rice, she wondered how a college student could manage to send her such lavish gifts. He did not seem rich, but the address he had told her to meet her at was in the nicest area of the city. It was a beautiful area with shops that were way out of her budget and where rich kids zoomed around in Austin Martins and Maserati’s, trying to impress each other and looking down on women like her who had to work for a living. 

“It's nothing, you look absolutely gorgeous in it. I'm looking forward to seeing you tonight,” he sent back, and Iris was taken aback by the normalcy of it. When he wasn't being a dominant asshole, he was quite sweet. She felt nervous and had a glass of wine and watched TV while she waited, wondering what exactly was in store for her tonight. She wanted to feel his cock inside her again, wanting to feel him spank her hard as he fucked her. She finished the glass at 830 and headed out, marvelling at how beautiful the apartments were in the area of town he was in. She parked at the base of his building, a particularly imposing black building, and as she entered it a concierge opened the front doors for her as if she was entering a five star hotel.

“Madame Somele?” asked the concierge, a distinguished man with grey hair and an English who looked as if he could handle himself just as well in an afternoon tea with the queen as he would throwing out any miscreants who came into his building. Iris was surprised to hear him say her last name.

“Yes, that's me,” she said, as she entered the lobby of the building, which had high ceilings and chandeliers. It oozed opulence and class and she was shocked that a college student lived here. How was it possible? 

“Enchanted,” he said, “Please follow me, Mister Dumont has been looking forward to your arrival.” He lead her past the main elevators and to a small, private elevator which he used a scan card to open the doors, and ushered her in. Iris entered, confused, and realized that there was only one button which read simply 42. She pressed it and the elevator rose silently. Was this a joke? He had a private elevator?  The doors opened and she stepped into an enormous penthouse apartment, her heels clicking on the dark hardwood floor and she saw that Julian was sitting on a couch, holding two martini glasses invitingly. “Come, sit down.”

Iris walked in but paused, not sitting down, marvelling at the apartment she was in. She had never seen anything so beautiful. The floors were all hardwood, with modern furniture. She was in a living room with huge glass windows which overlooked the city and she walked transfixed to them, looking out at the view from the top floor penthouse. 

“The view never gets old,” she heard, and realized that Julian had gotten up and approached almost soundlessly as she had been gazing out into the city. He handed her the glass and clinked it with hers before sipping and she did so as well, the clear liquid smooth and fiery. 

“How the hell does a college student afford this?”

“You know those dresses I sent you,” said Julian, his hand holding her lower back as they looked out the window at the bright lights of the city. “They are from my dad's company, or at least one of them. My older brother is going to be taking over as CEO someday, and me? I get to do whatever I want, which is play lacrosse for one of the best college teams in the country, dabble in the arts program, and seduce beautiful women.”

With that he turned her to look at him, and she stared up at into his deep brown eyes, loving how his body practically burst out of the tight dress shirt which had the top two buttons undone, showing off the top of his defined chest. With her free hand she undid the buttons one by one, staring deep into his eyes as she did so and finally his shirt opened, exposing his entire defined torso and chest. She ran her nails up his chest and he leaned down and kissed her deeply. Iris' life had been turned upside down. Everything had been normal, and then she had been getting dominated and blackmailed by a jock, and now it turned out he was rich, and not just normal rich but extravagant, buy a car because it matches your shirt rich. It would not matter if he did not even have a penny to his name, Iris was hooked by him and she scratched her nails down his strong back, letting the martini glass fall and break on the floor as he kissed her and she gave a little yelp as he lifted her up easily and brought her into the bedroom where he deposited her down on an enormous bed and continued kissing her, his body outlined in the dim light of the room. She was desperate to feel him inside her again and pulled his zipper down and he pulled his pants and boxers to his knees and quickly pushed her panties to the side as he entered her, strong and deep and started to fuck her slowly as he kissed her. She moaned as he felt his huge cock stretching her as he fucked her deep and powerfully, his hands all over her body and she wanted desperately to be out of her dress and feel him eyes and hands on her nakedness. “Get this off of me,” she moaned, and he pulled his cock out of her to help her take her dress off, and she kicked her heels away and wanted dirty, rough sex and went on all fours, arching her ass up for him. Julian looked at the tantalizing view for only a split second before grabbing her hips and plowing his cock inside her, rewarded by her uncontrollable moan as she felt him slamming into her. He fucked her hard and fast, feeling his balls slapping against her. Iris loved every second of it, how she could concentrate on how good it felt and she let out a small moan of pain as his hand slapped her ass, a hard, stinging blow that resonated.   

“You like getting spanked, slut?” said Julian, wanting to debase and use her. When she had been looking out into the city he could only think of how elegant and beautiful she was, but now that he had her on all fours in front of him he just wanted to dominate her and fuck her into submission. He knew she loved being called dirty, filthy names but even he was surprised by her response.

“Yes Master Julian I love when you spank my naughty ass, I've been such a bad girl spank me harder,” she moaned out, each word feeling natural and he slapped her ass again, harder, intensely aroused by the way she not only wanted to be dominated but needed it so badly. Iris had never felt more at home, never felt like she was doing exactly what she wanted, exactly what she needed as she focused on keeping her ass arched as high as it would go to offer him a sexy view as he fucked her hard.

“I bet you'll do anything I order you to, won't you slut? You're a helpless little whore for cock!”

“Yes sir yes I'll do anything, make do dirty, filthy things and be your perfect little whore,” she moaned, panting as she imagined him telling his lacrosse friends what a whore she was, imagined him bragging to them how he had spanked her, imagined them walking into the library and laughing as they passed her, knowing that she was secretly a whore. 

“Bradley, Fred, get in here this whore needs more,” he shouted, and into the room barged two more naked men, members of his lacrosse team that he had been planning on letting fuck his new whore after he was done with her but now wanted her to experience being taken by multiple cocks at the same time. They had been in one of the many rooms of his apartment, just waiting half hard to enter. Iris had no time to protest before Bradley's fat, black cock was in front of her and she sucked it eagerly, feeling it stiffen in her mouth. The two were Julian's best friends, each as muscular and cocky as he, and they were all three blessed with large, throbbing cocks that they loved to watch sluts gag on and try desperately to handle. “I want a turn at this whore,” said Fred, and Julian pulled his cock out of her pussy, Iris instantly feeling empty and needing to be filled before Fred slid his shorter but much thicker cock into her, stretching her even more as she gagged on Bradley's meat in her mouth. Bradley was in front of her on the bed, on his knees as well but with his cock hard and in her mouth and his hand pulling her hair, forcing her to deep throat his enormous cock. Iris had never felt so full before. She was drooling on one cock while another pounded her from behind. “She loves being spanked,” said Julian stroking his cock as Fred slapped her ass even harder than Julian had, and Iris could not even whimper in pain without drooling more on the enormous black cock that was invading her mouth. They fucked her like that endlessly, the sounds of her wet slurping on Bradley's cock and the slap of flesh against flesh rebounding through the room.

“Has she ever been fucked in the ass?” asked Fred, sliding a fat finger into her asshole, and Iris whimpered on the cock in her mouth as she felt her asshole tightening on the first, then second digit of his finger which slid into her.

“That ass is mine first,” said Julian, grabbing a bottle of lube and rubbing it on his hard cock. Iris suddenly felt Fred cumming inside her, and she was surprised to feel his huge, hot load filling her as he grunted in pleasure, forcing his finger completely inside her ass and then pulling his cock from her as cum spilled out from her pussy. Fred left the room, going to the bathroom to get cleaned up. Bradley was also getting close to cumming but he wanted her to have her ass filled with cock while she sucked on his rod. Julian got on all fours behind her and slid his finger into her eager ass, the lubed up finger invading her and feeling incredible inside her. She wanted more, she wanted to feel his cock take her up the ass. She had never been fucked anally before and she wanted to feel him debase her. She was completely humiliated and felt like a whore, a slut to be used by Julian and anyone he wanted to share her with and she felt his finger leave his ass only to be replaced by his fat, lubed cock-head which pressed against her hole and then popped in painfully. Bradley was forcing his enormous cock in and out of her mouth, and cruelly pinched her nose so she could not breathe as he slid it deeper and deeper down her throat. Iris was getting desperate to breath but could do nothing to fight off the two huge, strong men who were fucking her and as she started to get red in the face he let go of her nose with a laugh and she managed to breathe in just as Julian forced his entire cock into her lubed, stretched ass and started to fuck her slowly but with the entire length of his cock. Bradley was watching the white woman turned into a complete whore and could no longer resist, feeling his balls fill with cum and he pulled his cock out, cumming on her makeup and face, letting thick strands of his load land in her hair, on her eyes, and then shoving his cock back into her mouth to be cleaned off. Iris swallowed the last drops of cum and licked the head, wanting to make it hard again, her eyes closed from the cum that had shot into them. “Holy shit, this bitch isn't even satisfied yet,” he said, unbelieving that she wanted her throat to be abused even more and pulling his sensitive cock from her mouth to her disappointment. Iris loved the way Julian's cock felt in her ass. “Faster, oh spank me master, shove that cock deep into my ass,” she begged, and Julian spanked her over and over, harder and harder as he fucked her ass mercilessly, feeling his balls slapping against her as he groaned, getting close to orgasm. Iris could sense he was near and moved her hand to her clit, furiously playing with herself as he pounded her ass hard, her face shoved into a pillow as she she screamed in pleasure, and as she orgasmed she screamed, “Cum in my ass Julian, come in my ass!” and he did, grabbing her hips and exploding in her tight ass, feeling torrents of cum shooting out of his cock and into her. He finally finished with a groan of satisfaction and pulled his cock out of her now gaping asshole and she collapsed from exhaustion, lying down on the bed. He collapsed on top of her, breathing into her ear as she felt his weight on him, sweaty and perfect. She loved being turned into his whore, she loved that he made her do such humiliating, slutty things and she loved how natural it felt to be debased by him. They lay there, her asshole, pussy and mouth leaking cum and panting for minutes before he finally got up with a grown, kicked out his friends and they showered together. They slept in the same bed but with new sheets, wrapped in each others arms and both overwhelmed by what they had just done.

Story 3: Shared Office Toy

Samantha woke up aching, her ass painfully sore from the harsh belting she had received the day before. She shivered with desire as she remembered how brutally he had punished her just yesterday and how he had filled her tight pussy with a huge load of cum. In two days, the older man had brought out the sex crazed slut inside of her and she realized just how badly she wanted him to call her in to work today. She could barely understand the deep desires that had been awakened in her by the strict older man who used her mercilessly for his own pleasure.

Mr. Layman had made it very clear that she was a personal assistant only in name and that her only purpose was to relieve his stress by taking harsh punishments and sucking his cock whenever he desired. She was literally his personal cum dump. As she showered she could only imagine the next time he would want to use her, and she moaned in desire as she played with her nipples in the shower, wanting to feel his harsh, calloused hands slapping her ass hard while she begged for mercy. She started to play with her clit, but stopped as she realized that nothing could satisfy her the way Mr. Layman could. The way he humiliated, debased, and used her body for his own pleasure was so intense and filled a deep need she had no idea was so powerful inside of her.

She spent the morning cleaning her home mindlessly. In truth, all she wanted was to see her phone beep with a text from him or to see the car drive up to her place and take her to her master. Oh my god, all I can think about is his huge, thick cock in my mouth and fucking me hard. I can't wait to make him cum again. No matter how badly her behind hurt, it was waiting for him to want her that was so much more difficult to handle. She craved his touch, craved his cruel words and the way his huge dick got rock hard when she moaned in pain from his rough hands. He better call me in today. I pleased him so well yesterday, he told me how much he loved punishing my ass. 

When the doorbell rang, she jumped up from her chair, wincing at the pain the sudden movement caused in her sore behind. She opened the door to see her personal driver, Phillip standing there with a bag in his hands. Phillip had been assigned to be her chauffeur and the dapper old gentleman made her feel like a proper lady. 

“Morning, Miss Copini. Mr. Layman has requested your presence at the office, and for you to wear this,” he said, handing the bag to her. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha. “Come in, I’ll go change.” She bit her lip, almost wanting to tell him to come with her to the bathroom and watch her change. Her desires to please were becoming overwhelming. Now I want to fuck Philip? My god, soon I'm going to want to suck off every man I see. 

She let him in and went to the bathroom, opening up the bag to see what was inside. There were only two contents - a white pushup bra and a tight white dress that looked like it was two sizes too small. She got naked and put on the pushup bra, critically looking at herself in the mirror and surprised just how big it made her breasts look. It took her three minutes to force her way into the white dress, and she gasped and how slutty she looked. I look like a high priced whore. The dress barely covered her ass and her breasts looked like they were about to pop completely out. One hard breeze and my tits are going to be exposed for the world to see. She then realized that there was a reason Mr. Layman had not included panties in the bag. He obviously wanted her to be completely naked underneath her tiny white dress. She bent over and took off her panties, realizing that from behind, her pussy and asshole would be completely on display every time she bent over. I hope he makes me bend over and can't resist stuffing my pussy with his cock. She felt like a complete bimbo slut. She took her time with her makeup, knowing that by the sluttiness of the clothes Mr. Layman would want her to have slutty, red lips that looked perfect wrapped around his huge cock and eyeshadow to accentuate her batting eyes as she looked up at him. 

She left the bathroom and as soon as she got to the front door she could see Phillips eyes widen as he stared at her. I bet he wants to push me to my knees and make me swallow his cock, the dirty old man. She could not blame him. The tiny white dress hugged her curves and the push up bra was doing nothing to hide any of her assets. She was completely on display for any man who looked at her. 

“You look quite fetching, Miss Copini,” said Philip with a charming smile. He had a particularly sophisticated way of saying that she looked like a sexy slut who would suck any cock she bumped into. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha, not embarrassed by his eyes undressing what little there was left to undress of her body. She had become used to be naked in front of older men, and in comparison to having her asshole stretched open and filled with cum, simply looking at her was nothing. The truth is, if Mr. Layman told me too, I'd pleasure my chauffeur right here and now. 

He lead her to the car, opening the door for her and letting her sit in the back this time. She noticed a brown box on the seat beside her and wondered what it could possibly be. I hope it's more presents for me to look my best.

“What’s this?”

“The final touch to your outfit, Miss Copini.”

She opened the box to see a pair of white heels that had to be at least six inches. She had never worn heels so tall and she kicked off her smaller heels and put them on, worried about being able to keep her balance. One little push and I'll be on the floor, helpless to resist. She knew that for as long as she wore them she would be walking carefully and slowly, which suited her considering that moving faster than a snails pace made her posterior burn with pain from the belting Mr. Layman had given her the day before.  

Philip drove smoothly to the underground parking lot and let her out of the car, wishing her a good day. I love how he opens the door for me. I feel like a celebrity. I look like one too... well, maybe a porn star. She walked slowly and carefully to the elevator, trying to get used to the new heels. The elevator ride was just as quick as usual and she was let off at Mr. Layman's floor. This time, the snooty secretary looked at her with open contempt at how slutty she was dressed. Well fuck her. She's just jealous I'm the one Mr. Layman wants. I bet she fantasizes about getting fucked by him and listens at the door while Mr. Layman is making me moan in pleasure. 

Wordlessly, Samantha walked past her, holding her head up high. In comparison to rushing past her trying to squeeze her ass cheeks together to keep a huge load of cum from oozing out, being dressed provocatively was nothing. When she got to Mr. Layman's office and opened the door, she was expecting to see him sitting behind the desk once again. Her eyes opened wide and she gasped in surprise when she saw that he was not alone. 

Three men were in the room, standing and laughing while they sipped amber liquid. They stopped talking when they saw her enter. Mr. Layman stood in the middle, a glass of scotch in his hand and he was flanked by two of the biggest men she had ever seen. Both of them had the same grizzled, intense look as Mr. Layman. They were muscular and tall, and looked like they could throw her around like a ragdoll. They stared at her wordlessly, judging her in their mind. All three men wore suits and her eyes flickered between the thick bulges in their dress pants, wanting desperately to serve them. One of the men in particular had an enormous bulge in his pants and Samanta’s eye’s widened as she imagined just how thick and huge his cock must be. Look at how big that thick bulge is... I can't wait to pull his dress pants down and make him growl with pleasure. I wonder if I can fit it all in my mouth? 

“Ah, there’s the slut I was just telling you about. Samantha, come in and say hello to my two friends from the military, Derrick and Jake. We were just talking about the time Derrick got thrown out of a whorehouse. The whore took one look at his cock and didn’t want him within two miles of her. But you won’t be kicking Derrick out, will you?”

Samantha could only stare at Derrick’s massive bulge. She wanted to drool on his cock and feel it slide in and out of her mouth.  Can I handle such a massive dick?

“No sir, I won’t be kicking Derrick out.” She made her voice sound servile and submissive and she bit her lip sexily, putting on a show for them. They want to turn a young woman into their personal whore, and I'm going to do everything to please them. I love how their eyes stare at me like I'm their property, like I'm some toy to be used as they please. 

Derrick laughed a deep, booming laugh. She could barely believe how his huge, muscled body could fit in his tailored suit which showed off every inch of his taunt, hard flesh. Jake was only slightly smaller and he was perhaps ten years older. He had short buzzed grey hair and a grizzled face.  He had a grim look on his face and she could tell he thought very little of her. He looks almost annoyed that I'm not already sucking him off. 

“Good slut. Today, your assignment is to serve all three of us any way we please.”

“Yes sir, I will serve you all in any way you choose.” This is a dream job. I can't wait to see how much these men cum. Still, I'm pretty scared they are going to spank me again... I don't know if I can handle it. But oh God, I love the feeling of their rough hands abusing my helpless ass. They take control of me so easily. 

“Good whore. First of all, I want to show my buddies just how much abuse your sexy little ass can take. Bend over the desk.”

Samantha walked slowly towards the desk, feeling the three sets of eyes of the older, muscular men following her every move. She bent forward on the desk and looked back over her shoulder as Mr. Layman slowly slid her dress up over her ass, exposing her to the three men. I can feel their eyes staring at my ass, loving how tight my little asshole looks. I wonder if any of them is going to want to fuck it today? Fuck, I'd love to feel one of their big fat cocks stretching me out. 

Jake let out a low whistle of appreciation at the red marks all over her plump behind. 

“You really did a number on her.”

“Yes I did, and she loved every second of it didn’t you, my little whore?”

Samantha felt her body trembling in desire at the experience of being so exposed in front of three powerful older men. “Yes sir,” she moaned, wanting badly to feel his hand spanking her again. Admitting it to them made her feel embarassed, humiliated and even more turned on. She knew they were going to spank her until she begged for mercy. 

“Want a turn,” asked Mr. Layman, motioning to Jake. 

“Sure do.”

Samantha looked forward and felt the much older man start to rub her ass before he brought his hand up and spanked her hard. He was even more businesslike about it than Mr. Layman. She yelped in pain and it was as if he did not hear her. Oh my god, it hurts! Just keep holding on and soon it will stop. Ugggh but it feels so good to be punished, I'm such a bad little slut who needs to be shown how to act. His hand kept raising and striking down on her behind, and she trembled in pain and flinched as he spanked her hard and fast, over and over. She felt tears come to her eyes. 

"You fucking whore, you deserve to be spanked till you cry."

“Please, please be gentle…” 

“Hold the bitch down,” said Jake in his gruff, commanding voice and the enormous hand of Derrick was on her back, pushing her against the desk as Jake kept spanking her ass hard until she started to cry and beg him for mercy. I can't take it anymore! I can't do anything to escape, his hand is pushing me down against the desk so easily no matter how hard I struggle. She felt incredibly helpless as one hand pushed her firmly against the desk and the other man spanked her roughly. She fought hard against his hand, unable to escape the iron grip of him pushing down on her. She had never felt so used and punished and it made her incredibly wet. Each spank to her ass was both painful and teased her mercilessly as she imagined getting fucked hard to try to concentrate on anything other than the agony of the rough spanking. Finally, he was satisfied and stopped.

“Your turn,” he said, and Derrick got behind her and she moaned in lust as he rubbed the hard bulge of his cock against her ass. She could feel his iron hard rod massive and pressing against her and she wanted badly for him to fuck her hard. It's so fucking huge. 

Instead, he brought his huge hand down on her ass with a resounding slap. Samantha screamed in pain as he started to spank her slowly but methodically, his huge hand almost as big as one of her ass cheeks as he brought his hand down on her mercilessly. By the time he was finished, she was shaking in pain and could barely keep herself upright.

“What did I tell you, she loves getting spanked.”

No matter how badly it hurt, Samantha could not deny that the experience of getting spanked by older, dominating men turned her on in a way she could not control. I love being punished even though it hurts so fucking bad. She was soaking wet and wanted nothing more than to fuck these three men. 

“Get on your knees.” Mr. Layman’s voice was stern and commanding and she found herself on her knees as quickly as she could be in her tall heels. She looked up at the three stern faced men, each bigger than the last. Finally, finally I get to suck a cock.

“What are you waiting for? Unzip, bitch.” Jake’s voice was gruff and uncaring and she unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick, semi-hard cock. He was probably in his late early fifties and his pubic hair was greying. Without being asked, she took his cockhead in her mouth, feeling it swelling in her warm mouth and she swirled her tongue around the cockhead, wanting to feel his full thickness deep in her mouth. He's so much older than me, his hair is grey but he loves seeing my slutty little mouth pleasuring his cock. 

His cock grew in her mouth and almost gagged her as she sucked. He grabbed her hair roughly and started to force her to deepthroat. There was something so cruel in the way he debased her that made her pant with lust and her nipples were painfully hard. Her ass was burning in pain as she sucked his cock deep in her throat. 

“Get her on the couch,” said Mr. Layman.

Jake pulled his cock out of her mouth as Derrick grabbed her and almost flung her onto the nearby couch. Jake sat down and grabbed her by her hair, pulling her mouth down on his cock again and she felt a thick finger sliding into her wetness. Oh yes, fill my little cunt. 

“You weren’t joking, this whore is wet as hell. She loves this. You better fuck her first though, when I’m done with her she will be so loose you won’t feel a thing.” Derrick’s mocking voice washed over her and she shuddered with desire as she felt his finger removed from her now empty pussy and wanted only to be filled. 

She could feel the weight of another man on the couch as Mr. Layman pulled down his pants and got on the couch where she was on all fours, trying to arch her ass as high in the air as she could for his enjoyment. She felt him grip her hips hard and suddenly she was full of his cock, stretching her pussy as he forced himself deep inside of her without a pause. Oh god yes I love feeling Mr. Layman's thick cock inside of me. She heard the older man groan from the tightness of her cunt wrapping around his thickness. She was being taken hard from behind while her mouth was full of a much older man’s cock and she could barely breath as he grabbed the back of her head and forced her to take his entire thickness down her throat. She was being pushed forward by the hard thrusts of Mr. Layman fucking her doggystyle and she could not move her head an inch because of the iron grip Jake had on her head as he enjoyed pulling her head up by her hair and then slamming her mouth back down on his length. I need to arch my ass up as well as I can, I need to give him a perfect view of his property. She could feel his cock pulsing and then he came hard, thick strings of cum filling her mouth as he bucked his hips, sending wave after wave of hot cum down her throat. Oh god he's cumming so much. She could feel cum spilling out of her mouth and she tried desperately to get every last drop down her throat. She knew there would be consequences if she spilled. She was in overwhelming pleasure from the huge cock fucking her from behind and Jake finally finished cumming and pulled her head up to look in her eyes. His grizzled face looked down at her uncaringly. He had got what he needed and now she was nothing to him.

“I’m calling it a day, this slut has nothing more for me.”

With that, he left the room. Samantha could not watch him leave because she was getting pounded so hard that she was just trying to cling to her thoughts. Oh my god, he's going to make me cum. It felt so good to be fucked by her master and she bit her lip as the pleasure built up and her whole body started to shudder in her need. She felt her orgasm washing over her as Mr. Layman fucked her deep and hard and she gasped when she realized she had cum without his permission.

“Bad little slut. This slut knows she isn’t supposed to orgasm without my permission. How should we punish her?” Samantha felt deep shame overcome her. She could not believe she had disobeyed her master. I'm such a stupid, stupid little whore. He slowed down fucking her and she turned her head to look at Derrick, who still had not dropped his pants.

“I think we need to teach this bitch a real lesson. I think I’m going to fuck her up the ass.”

He unzipped his pants and pulled them down, his boxers showing the lines of his massive rod. She could see the outline of it and gasped as Mr. Layman pulled his cock from her pussy and sat down where Jake had been sitting before. There's no way I can handle that monster in my ass. It's going to split me in half! She wrapped her lips eagerly around his cock, wanting to please him. Fuck I love sucking his cock. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Derrick pull down his pants and she gasped around Mr. Layman’s cock as she saw just how monstrous it was. It's so thick! I can't handle that up my ass! It had to be ten inches of thick meat and as he took his place behind her, she shuddered at the realization that he was going to destroy her asshole. 

“You got any lube?”

“Top drawer. Oh yeah, keep sucking my cock bitch.”

Samantha focused on Mr. Layman’s cockhead, knowing how sensitive it was and wanting to please him badly. Her ass still ached from the spanking and she could hear Derrick getting the lube from the desk and spurting it onto something. She moaned on Mr. Layman’s cock as she felt Derrick slide his fat finger deep into her ass. Oh that feels so goooood maybe I do want him to fuck me hard up the ass... I hope I can handle it. It was cold from the lube and she felt deep pleasure and her body shuddered with desire.

“I think the bitch likes it,” said Derrick, laughing.

“I trained her ass a couple days ago. She can’t resist a good ass-fucking, can you, slut?”

Samantha moaned a yes before he grabbed the back of her head and started to bob her head up and down on his cock, and she took his manhood deeper and deeper in her throat. She was humiliated by how slutty she was acting but her desires were too overwhelming to resist. I want him to fuck my ass and fill me with his hot cum. The fat finger in her ass was turning her on and teasing her and she already felt herself loosening up as he slid his finger in and out of her. She was shivering in desire as she imagined how full she would feel when he slid his huge cock inside of her. 

“I’m not going to loosen you up too much, bitch. You deserve to be punished for cumming without permission.” 

With those words he removed his finger and pushed his massive cockhead against her tight asshole, slowly pushing against her resistance. Oh noooo it's so big. Samantha was moaning in pleasure around Mr. Layman’s fat dick which was deep in her mouth and she felt herself drooling all over him as he fucked her mouth hard, pulling her head up and down his cock. She had no control. She felt Derrick’s hands grabbing her hips and she knew that even if she struggled she could do nothing to stop his enormous cock from invading her tight asshole and stretching her out until he filled her ass deep with cum. 

She closed her eyes in pain as she felt his cock push into her ass, stretching her wide open as he groaned in pleasure from her tightness. She knew how much her asshole was pleasing him but she could not help but try to tighten her hole to keep his massive cock out. It was her body’s natural reaction to his enormous cock. It hurts so bad but I want it deep inside of me. Uggh it feels so good stretching my little asshole. No matter how hard she tried, she could not stop his massive cock from pushing into her, stretching her wide open as he worked the first inch of his monstrous member into her resisting hole. She was thankful he had used lube as tears came to her eyes from the pain of it. She kept sucking dutifully at Mr. Layman’s cock, wanting desperately to please her master and to show him that she could handle the enormous, fat dick all the way up her ass. 

Derrick had never managed to get his full length up a woman’s ass but he was planning on doing it today. His army buddy had called him over to fuck his new slut and he had been wanting the opportunity to absolutely debase a younger woman with his massive cock. Watching her young ass stretching to try desperately to accommodate his huge girth only made him harder and only made him push his lubed cock deeper and deeper into her ass. Samantha was whimpering on the cock deep in her mouth, crying from the pain and pleasure of his enormous rod pulsing as it invaded her ass. When he had worked half of his huge cock inside of her he started to fuck her, letting his length leave her ass and then pushing it back in so that she had to take it over and over again as her asshole tried desperately to tighten up again. I'm getting looser and looser, he's making my ass gape for him. He was cruelly fucking slowly but firmly, knowing just how hard it was for her to handle his enormous rod. He could not wait to be balls deep in this slut.

“Keep sucking, bitch. Don’t focus on that big dick in your ass, focus on the one in your mouth. Please your master, slut.”

Samantha was crying from the abuse her ass was taking but it also felt so good deep inside her ass and she tried her best to ignore the overwhelming pain and pleasure and focus on sucking his cock. Her mouth was sore and tired but she kept sucking him, loud slurping sounds coming from her drooling mouth as she took his full length deep in her wet mouth. Oh please cum soon Mr. Layman, please fill my mouth with your cum. She wished she could play with his balls but her hands were on the couch, trying desperately to balance as Derrick fucked her faster and faster, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her ass. 

“I’m about to cum, slut,” said Mr. Layman and she redoubled her efforts on his cock as she felt his shaft thrusting furiously in her wet mouth and his cock started to spurt wave after wave of creamy cum deep into her mouth. Oh god yes I love making him cum oh yes I love feeling his cum filling my mouth. She could not handle it all and felt it oozing out of her mouth as he bucked his hips and kept fucking her mouth while he pulled her hair hard and she sucked it up eagerly, loathing each wasted drop. She wanted to please her master. His groans of pleasure as he came deep in her mouth made her feel so proud and useful and she loved being used for his pleasure. Finally his cock finished twitching in her mouth and as it softened she licked up every last drop, cleaning his cock.

“Damn, she does a good job,” said Derrick admiringly as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper in her ass. Her high heels and tight white dress turned him on as she was the epitome of a cock hungry slut. Finally he managed to get the entire length of his cock deep inside of her and heard her moan deeply and in complete pleasure. He could not believe this whore was enjoying getting fucked by his massive cock. 

Samantha started to get used to the huge rod in her ass and she knew she was stretched out by it because her ass barely resisted when he forced it into her with each thrust. He started to fuck her hard, letting his balls slap against her as he did so and growling in pleasure at the tightness of her ass on his massive cock. 

“Play with your clit, bitch.” He wanted to hear her cum while he fucked her up the ass. Mr. Layman sat on a chair and drank scotch, enjoying watching his friend completely debase his secretary. He could see the slutty lust in Samantha’s eyes and he felt pride that he had turned her into such a whore so easily. 

“Spank her a little, she loves it,” he said, sipping his drink.

Samantha closed her eyes tight in pain as he slapped her ass, fucking her deep as he started to assault her with his open palm. She started to play with her clit, trying to focus on the pleasure of it instead of the agonizing pain of his strong hand slapping her ass over and over. Oww owww it hurts so much but it feels so good to be fucked. She was moaning in abject pleasure as she played with herself and she wanted to cum so badly.

“Please Mr. Layman, please may I cum,” she begged, whimpering with pleasure as Derrick kept pounding her ass with his cock.

“You can cum, but if you do you aren’t allowed to stop playing with your clit until you make Derrick cum in your ass.”

His permission was all she needed to orgasm hard as she played with her clit, waves of pleasure washing over her as she shuddered in desire. Derrick felt himself nearing orgasm at the sight of the complete slut cumming hard while he fucked her up the ass. Samantha instantly regretted cumming as her orgasm subsided and she was forced to keep playing with her oversensitive clit which was almost painfully pleasurable. Fuck it feels too good! I need him to cum, and fast! She was moaning and screaming in pleasure and she started to push back against his cock, wanting desperately to make him cum so she could finally have relief. She wanted to please his cock, wanted Mr. Layman to be proud of how well she serve his friends and she tried desperately to tighten her ass on his huge member in order to give him even more pleasure. He kept spanking her hard and fast and she felt tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensations. 

Derrick could not believe she was pushing back against his cock and the tightness of her asshole was more than he could handle. He stopped spanking her and gripped her hips painfully hard and growled as he started to cum deep inside of her ass. Derrick kept pounding her hard, filling her asshole with cum and Samantha felt herself orgasming again, and she screamed in pleasure, her entire body shaking with the force of her orgasm as she felt his cock pulsing and shooting cum deep into her ass. She gratefully stopped playing with her clit and fell forward as he slowed his thrusts, wanting to leave every last drop of cum deep inside of her as her ass milked his cock of every last bit of cum. 

Samantha almost passed out from the pleasure and pain and she lay on the couch sweating and panting, her ass on fire from the spanking and her asshole sore from the hard fucking she had received. Derrick pulled his huge rod out of her slowly and laughed at how wide her asshole was after the harsh fucking. He grabbed her sore asscheeks and spread, amazed at how wide her formerly tight hole had become and watching as his cum oozed out of her asshole. 

“I’m heading out. Thanks for letting me fuck your whore.”

“No problem. Anytime you need a cum bucket, just give me a text and I’ll send her over to please you.”

They were talking about Samantha as if she was not there. She could barely move from the intense pleasure and lay on the couch, shaking as cum dripped from her asshole.

“You did very well, my little slut. Go get cleaned up. Today you earned my personal bathroom. Go on, hurry up.”

She got to her legs shakily, almost falling as she made her way to the bathroom.

“Thank you sir,” she managed and stepped into his private bathroom. It was all marble and she kicked off the heels gratefully and pulled off her tight dress before stepping into his personal shower. She loved the feeling of the hot water washing over her and could not believe she had just satisfied three older men in a row. No matter how much her ass hurt, not matter how sore her gaping asshole was from the abuse and no matter how much her jaw ached from being throat fucked hard, she already wanted more. She was an insatiable whore who needed cock more than anything and she loved every moment of being Mr. Layman’s slave. She sighed in pleasure under the hot water. This is my new life, and I love it. I hope he uses me every day. I hope he shares me with even more of his friends and I hope he makes me beg to suck cock after cock after cock.

End
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