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Ganging my Wife

My wife sat silently in the car beside me. Her lips were turned ever-so-slightly up at the corners, her eyes blank and expressionless. I’d gotten quite used to seeing that look on my wife’s face. It was the look of someone without a single thought in her head. If there were any thoughts in Miranda’s head, they were of a sexual nature, per my instructions. Since I wanted her wet and ready at all times, I trained her to focus on filthy thoughts. Otherwise, she didn’t have a single care in the world.

She wore a flowy crop-top that barely concealed her D-cup tits; in fact, it didn’t take much of a breeze for it to reveal the lower half of her breasts, and the words inked below them. Under one breast were the words grab me. The other had the words squeeze me. A pair of pantie-sized Daisy Dukes conformed to her bubbly, pert ass – that showed off her lower back tattoo, and the one above her delta. The lower back tattoo boldly stated her identity: mindless fucktoy. Over her pussy, the words read desperate cumslut. There was no question, reading those tattoos, about what my wife’s purpose was.

She also wore her leather collar, designating her as my pet. Her leash was on her lap. A pair of black stripper heels completed the outfit. I’d told her to go heavy on the eye make-up that morning, as I knew she’d be doing quite a bit of gagging and I always loved how slutty and pathetic she looked when her mascara ran.

Think I’m lucky to have a wife whose only purpose is to please me? A brainless slave who does everything and anything I tell her to?

Well, you’re right – sort of. Luck doesn’t have much to do with it, really. And you certainly wouldn’t have called me lucky two months ago, before we saw the specialist. For the first few years of our marriage, my wife was the quintessential nag. Giving me a hand job on my birthday was her idea of spoiling me. She didn’t work, but she complained about having to do all the household chores. She complained about everything. I’d had it with her denying me access to her perfect body night after night, and listening to her whine. I was going to divorce her.

Miranda couldn’t have that. A divorce would be quite the stain on her social resume. So she struck up a deal with me: she would undergo hypnosis to open her up sexually, and I would tear up the divorce papers. I agreed, never believing it would work. I figured it was a Hail Mary attempt on her part to stay married a few more months.

Little did I know, the hypnosis worked perfectly. The procedure involved tapping into her deepest subconscious. When I snapped my fingers, she would lose all inhibitions and feel a great desire to please me. I couldn’t force her to do anything she wasn’t entirely willing to do, but as it turned out there wasn’t anything Miranda wasn’t willing to do.

The first time I tried it out on her, I was floored. Even more amazing than my bitchy wife suddenly begging to serve me was the fact that she didn’t want to go back. She begged for me to let her stay the way she was! Turns out, she much preferred being a mindless fuck puppet. Of course, who was I to deny her the pleasure of being a brainwashed cock worshipper?

So far, I’d used my wife’s newfound sexual liberation to make a little money by putting her in front of a webcam. And we’d recently discovered the joys of threesomes. I regularly arranged for strangers to come over and fuck her, both in front of the camera and off-camera. She loved it – at least, she loved it because I loved it. She would cum on command, even if she wasn’t enjoying that particular activity. The only thing my wife truly loved anymore was me, her husband and master and owner.

Now, I was ready to embark on the final step into complete and utter slut-hood. I’d been nervous about sharing my wife with another man, but it turned out to be hot as fuck, and my new favorite pastime. So sharing her with a whole group of men had to be even better, right?

It was a bit complicated to figure out how to give Miranda her first gangbang. With the threesomes, I had OKCupid and Tindr and other sites. But I wasn’t comfortable inviting five strangers into my home. There were swinger sites, but I didn’t want to introduce other women to the mix just yet. I wanted to test Miranda out on a group of men.

That’s when I had the brilliant idea to take her to the local adult theater.

It wasn’t just logistics that made it the perfect plan. It was also the hottest thing I could think of. My slutty little pet, legs spread wide, taken by strangers in every hole while porno played in the background? Yes, please!

Finally, we arrived at the theater. It wasn’t very nice looking, which was fine. It was right off the highway, and several trucks were parked in the lot. Before getting out of the car, I attached Miranda’s leash to the collar.

“On your knees,” I said when I opened her door. Miranda crawled from the car on all fours. She was used to crawling by then, but the hard gravel of the parking lot against her knees and palms made her whimper slightly. Her flowy crop top was no match for the wind, and she was basically bare from the waist up, her generous tits swaying as she crawled. Her nipples were two hard little points, nearly grazing the ground. We were in clear view of the highway, and several trucks and cars honked as I led my wife into the porno theater.

“I hope you’re hungry,” I laughed, opening the door for her. “I think you’ll find plenty of refreshments to enjoy during the movie.”

Miranda looked up at me, face betraying neither fear nor excitement. Just that same blank gaze, slightly adoring, barely-there smile. She followed me into the theater, which also had a sex shop attached. I saw a few toys I’d like to add to our collection at home, but that could wait for after. I was already getting hard at the looks we were getting. Lecherous smiles beamed down on my wife as she submissively crawled behind me to the counter.

“Two tickets, please,” I asked the bored-looking man who sat at the register. His eyes flicked down to my wife, and I was surprised at his non-reaction. But maybe they got a lot of people like us. Anyway, he sold me the tickets and pointed to the door that lead to the theater. Tugging on Miranda’s leash, I led her back into the darkness.

The theater was lit only by the screen and its flickering images, but I could see a good number of people were in the audience. More than ten, for sure. Leading my pet up the aisle, I saw some heads turning in our direction and smiled at the thought of what was to come. On the screen, two women were writhing together on a double-sided dildo while soft music played. The movie was your average lesbian porno, and I pulled my wife to the very front row.

“Sit,” I commanded, patting one of the worn velvet seats. Miranda got to her feet and sat down in the chair. I sat beside her, unclipping her leash. We both stared at the screen, me wondering how I might strike up interest in our fellow movie-goers while enjoying the sexy visions above us. I figured there was only one way to start, so I turned to Miranda and told her to undress - loudly. With so little clothing, it didn’t take long before my wife was completely nude. Her hard nipples rose and fell with her even breathing, her modesty long since demolished.

My command had attracted some attention, and I was pleased to see some men looking over at us with blatant lust in their eyes.

“Good girl,” I said, voice still loud enough for those around us to hear. “Now put your legs on the arm rests.”

Miranda pulled her legs up and settled her feet on the armrests, spreading herself wide in the sweet glow of the screen. Her pussy dripped, her asshole pink and puckered.

“Isn’t this movie sexy?” I asked her. “Don’t you want to play with yourself? I’d like to see you fuck that wet cunt of yours.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda intoned, immediately dropping her hands between her legs. She rubbed her clit with one hand and fucked herself with the other, her body gyrating as pleasure flooded through her.

“Go ahead and make as much noise as you want,” I said. “I want to hear you over the movie. I want everyone to hear what a good little slut you are.”

“Yes, sir,” my wife said loudly, and immediately began to moan and curse as she watched the screen and fucked herself. “Oh, god, fuck, thank you, sir…”

“Hey,” a voice called from somewhere behind us. “What’s going on down there?”

“Come see for yourself,” I invited. “Everyone is welcome.”

I heard movement behind me and shadows flickered in my periphery. First one, then another, then another man appeared before us, their faces impossible to make out in the dark. Slowly, the group grew, until there were seven men standing in a semi-circle around my masturbating wife. She barely seemed to notice them, and just kept bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm while moaning and putting on a show for my pleasure. She would never cum without my permission, but she would get as close as she could.

“This is my wife,” I said proudly to the group. “And as you can see by her tattoos, she’s a worthless slut. I’ve brought her here to serve as many strangers as possible. Do you guys think you can help me out?”

There was a general grumble of agreement as the crowd expressed great interest in my proposition.

“Stop touching yourself, and suck your fingers dry,” I directed my pet. She did as I said, her flesh rosy from excitement, her breath hard and heavy. Moaning again, loudly, she put her pussy-soaked fingers between her lips and licked her juices from them. “These men are here to use you the way you were meant to be used. You’re going to be a public cum dumpster, until I decide you’re done. Understand?”

Miranda’s eyes flickered with emotion for the first time, and she glanced at me. I nodded slightly, knowing this might just be pushing her final limit. But to my pleasure, she just nodded back.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “If it will please you, I will happily serve these men.”

No sooner did the words leave her mouth then I saw two hands emerge from behind her seat and clutch her bare breasts. Glancing back, I saw that an older man was seated directly behind her. He greedily squeezed her tits, pinching her nipples while kissing her neck.

Miranda cooed, blinking with her eyes still on me. I could see the hair on her arms lifting in pleasure at the stranger’s rough treatment. He cupped her breasts from below, jiggling them while pinching her nipples, wrapping his tongue around her ear. I settled back to enjoy the show, my cock already hardening as another man approached my wife. He unzipped his pants, unleashing a decent-sized cock. Stepping over my wife’s body, he pushed himself right against her face. She obediently dropped her jaw, taking his cock between her lips. He held onto the sides of her head, thrusting his hips to drive himself into her throat.

To my pleasure, a third man stepped forward. He reached down, grabbing my wife’s hips. With a yank, he pulled them up so that she was no longer making contact with the seat. From this angle, she could still suck the cock in her mouth while the new man slid into her wet cunt. I hadn’t expected it to move so fast, but sure enough, I was watching my wife get pounded by two men at once, with a third still torturing her tits.

I couldn’t help but take my own cock out and stroke it, admiring how pliant and submissive she was. I wasn’t alone, either, as the whole circle soon had their cocks out, waiting their turn to use my pet as their own personal fucktoy.

Since she was being supported by the three men with their hands on her, Miranda’s arms hung limp at her sides. That certainly seemed like a waste. I grabbed her hand and pulled it over into my lap, guiding it around my cock. Immediately, she began to stroke me, using the generous pre-cum dribbling from the tip to lubricate the shaft.

A shadow on her other side moved, and soon she was jerking off two cocks at once while two more used her holes. The man fucking her mouth was clearly nearing the end, his breathing heavy as he held my wife’s head in place and slammed his cock into her throat. She struggled to breathe, her nose buried in his flesh with each thrust, her eyes watering. Spit flowed down her chin.

“Fuck, yes, swallow it all,” the man groaned, shaking as he leaned forward and came in Miranda’s throat. She swallowed dutifully, not spilling a drop, filling her belly with jizz. Meanwhile, the man fucking her cunt was just as eager to fill her up, and soon he was slamming his body against hers. Only the old man who still held her tits in his hands kept her breasts from bouncing wildly with the motion.

“I’m gonna cum in her dirty little hole,” the man promised, and a second later he did just that, giving me wife another healthy dose of cum in her unprotected cunt. By then her mouth was open and free and she was gasping for breath.

The old man sitting behind her took advantage of his opportunity and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her head to the side so he could fuck her mouth. She accepted it without complaint, the man on her other side grabbing her tits while she jerked him faster and faster. He rose suddenly, body quaking, and erupted onto her breasts, coating them in his creamy white seed. It was too much for me. Watching my wife take so much cum at once, watching it drip down her huge tits, made me need to release. I stood up and added my jizz to her chest while someone stepped between her legs again, quickly filling her up.

“Such a good little whore,” the new man said, thrusting into her. “You love being a slut, don’t you? Are you gonna cum for us, bitch?”

I almost forgot! Surely, the men would be impressed with Miranda’s ability to cum on command.

“Watch this,” I said as the stranger rammed her pussy while rubbing her clit. I knew she was probably overwhelmed with the need to climax as she felt her body used and soaked in cum. She was doing so well, it was time to reward her. “Cum, my pet. Now.”

“MMRFFUHFM,” Miranda’s cry was muffled by the cock in her throat, but it was clear from her sudden spasms that she was cumming. Her muscles visibly clenched, her pussy flooding the seat below her.

“That’s too hot,” someone announced, rushing forward to grab her hand and wrap it around their shaft. She automatically began to jerk it, and a moment later she was being showered in another load of jizz while the man in her pussy spasmed in ecstasy, her clenching slit milking him dry. The old man behind her was steadily raping her throat, being a little greedy in my opinion.

“Give someone else a go,” someone in the crowd spoke my exact thoughts. The old man sighed, looking down at my wife and increasing his pace. He dug his fingers into her flesh, pulling at her hair until she began to cry in earnest. I was about to push him off her when he grunted and jerked his hips, finally spilling his load into her throat. She swallowed almost every drop – and what little bit leaked down her chin was soon gathered on her tongue.

No sooner was her mouth free than it was occupied again, a younger man now hammering into her throat like the eager young buck he was. His balls slapped her chin again and again. Meanwhile, she never stopped jacking off the rest of the crowd, and someone new stepped between her legs, rubbing the shiny head of his cock between her dripping lips, teasing her clit before splitting her wide with a single thrust. I could only watch in satisfaction as man after man used my wife, countless loads of cum splattering across her luscious body.

Every few minutes, I demanded that she cum, and her body spasmed and clenched tight with pleasure. This made the men cheer, as each felt they had a hand in making the slut orgasm. Really, of course, it was all me. I had the power to control her pleasure – when she shuddered and bucked in ecstasy, it was only because I wanted her to.

As each man finish smearing his seed on my wife’s skin, he backed off and either went back to his seat or left the theater entirely. While the movie had continued, the real-life action had demanded most audience members’ full attention. Ropes of cum came at her from every direction, filling her belly, dripping down her tits. Her pussy was sloppy with jizz and her own juices. I was hard again by the time someone thought to flip her over. She bent forward over the back of the seat, her mouth filled with cock, while another man positioned himself at her asshole.

“Hold on,” I interrupted. The men paused respectfully to pay attention to me, her master. “I’d like to get in there before you gents get it as messy as her cunt.”

The man about to rip into her stepped aside and I took his place, spreading my wife’s ass cheeks wide. The words on her back made me smile, and I spat down on them while pushing myself into her rosebud. As always, it stretched for me, her muscles relaxing. I could watch her guzzling another helping of cum while I violated her ass. She needed no warm up – I started fucking her hard, right away, her warm hole wrapped tight around my throbbing shaft.

Spanking her while I drilled against her, I felt lust boiling in my balls. Let these men watch me take what was rightfully mine – that which I was gracious enough to share with them. She was my brainless slut. My obedient pet. She would forever be mine, at my beck and call, catering to my every need and whim. This was my mindless, hypnotized, nymphomaniac wife, and I was going to cum in her ass.

I groaned, feeling my body unclench as ropes of cum shot out of me and into her. She pressed back eagerly, knowing my cock from all the others and loving it. She groaned, mouth full of cum, while someone else shot their load into her hair, messing it up so bad it would take more than one shower to rinse it all out. She’d be leaking cum for days, and she’d be too full for dinner. Panting, I backed up, and offered up her ass to the next taker. Feeling exhausted, I sat down and watched from a distance, enjoying the sight of my wife’s ass taken by man after man.

Eventually, though, all good things must come to an end. After countless men had used my wife as a cum dumpster, there were none left – at least, none with a hard-on, or a will to stick it into one of her gaping, leaking holes. She seemed barely conscious, her normally-blank eyes totally fogged over and lidded. She panted, drooling on herself, cum painting her body in white patches. Her clothes were a sodden, dirty mess on the floor where she’d left them.

I felt a wave of empathy for her. Poor thing was exhausted. She needed a little help getting herself together, and as her husband and master it was my job to help her. I was proud to dress her, moving her weak, shaking limbs as she gurgled nonsense in my ear. I helped her up, draping one of her arms over my shoulder and wrapping my arm around her waist.

Some of the men remained in the audience, and they waved at us as I escorted – more like dragged – her up the aisle. We exited the shop, getting plenty of looks on the way, and I helped her into the car. My wife finally seemed to wake up a little as I started the engine.

“Do good?” she murmured. I was taken aback. She rarely, if ever, spoke without being spoken to.

“Yes, my pet,” I said. “You did very good. What did you think? Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, sir,” she sighed. “Love you, sir. So much.”

Touched, I felt my heart fill up. It had been so long since we told each other that we loved each other. Probably because for most of the marriage, we didn’t. I’d certainly lost most of my love for her within the first year. But ever since the hypnosis, things had been different, and I’d felt love for her creeping back into my heart. Slowly, but surely. Now, I reached out and touched her cheek, happy to know that she would never again turn into that woman who’d nearly destroyed our marriage.

“I love you, too, Miranda.”


Bonus Story: Ganged by the Groomsmen

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistake number one!

Stomping across the room, I flung the door open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The men chuckled. I felt sick.

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

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

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

What? Shared? Shared how?

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

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

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

What?!

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

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

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

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

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

I sniffled. They were waiting for my answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The guys all laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pleasure.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I was getting married in two hours.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped. He didn’t mean…?

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

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

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

Bonus Story: Bimbo Airlines

I hadn’t even worked at Skinz Inc for two years before becoming the highest-ranked salesman in our office. I don’t know how to explain it, except that I’ve always been good at getting people to like me. I’m a handsome guy, and charismatic. So I can’t say I was entirely surprised when I was awarded not only with a raise and my own office, but an invitation to the yearly corporate retreat in Cabo.

I’d be going with our office manager, Jeremy. I’d be the only other person from the office going. Jeremy beamed at me as he shook my hand and slipped the plane tickets and itinerary onto my desk.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, my friend,” he said with a wink. I was a bit taken aback. Jeremy, who was overweight but had a nice enough face, rarely did things like winking. He was very professional in the office, not joining in water cooler talk or having lunch with his employees in the break room. I wasn’t particularly enthused about the amount of time I would be spending with him during the retreat, but who was I to turn down a free, all-expense paid vacation?

My first hint that this wasn’t just any corporate retreat, besides Jeremy’s mysterious words and enigmatic wink, was the name of the airline printed on my ticket. I’d never heard of them before. We were flying out of a small, obscure airport that usually only hosted private planes. The company was called Bimbo Airlines.

At first, I didn’t make any connection, because it was so out there. I racked my brain trying to figure out what “Bimbo” could mean. Maybe someone’s name? Maybe there was some other, less-known definition of the word? My curiosity grew as I looked over the itinerary for the retreat. Suffice to say, the usual training seminars and sales presentations were only half the story. But more on that later.

The airline had me so puzzled that I quickly did an internet search. Alarm bells went off in my head when the site asked me if I was over 18 before letting me enter. Of course, I clicked yes – and was promptly rewarded with a photograph of a woman with her breasts spilling out from the top of a skimpy stewardess’ outfit! Her lips were pouty, her face heavily made up. The text above her photo read: Welcome to Bimbo Airlines, Where All Your Wishes Are Our Commands!

What was this? It looked like a flying strip club! As I explored the website, I realized it was much more than a flying strip club. While it didn’t explicitly state what you should expect, besides superb customer service and a smooth flight, there were very suggestive terms like “trained sex addicts” and “horny, barely legal sluts who love to be used and abused.”

Damn. I was getting hard just looking at the website in my office! I quickly exited, not wanting to exacerbate the situation. Surely, it was some kind of joke? There was no way corporate would actually pay for some kind of brothel airplane for the corporate retreat?

I decided to laugh it off and expect the worst – then, I could only be pleasantly surprised. I visualized a packed, cramped, economy flight filled with crying babies. That certainly took the stiffness out of my pants, and I could relax for the rest of the workday. We were scheduled to leave in two days, and by the time the morning of the flight came around, I was fully prepared to be miserable, stuck with Jeremy on a budget eight-hour flight.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

***

The airport was so tiny that the same person took our tickets, scanned us through security, and met us at the gate. Jeremy greeted me with an informal nod and a slight smirk. His eyes glinted with a look I’d never seen before.

“I assume you did your research?” Jeremy asked as we waited for the plane to pull up across the tarmac. It was a very small plane. But there was no one else in the airport, so I guessed it couldn’t be too crowded.

“Hm?” I asked, distracted by the novelty of watching the plane brake as the door opened and the staircase folded out. Looked fancy.

“On the airline,” Jeremy chuckled. “And the rest of the retreat.”

“Erm, a little,” I said, cocking my head. “But that website is a joke, right?”

“A joke?” Jeremy asked, grinning now, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. “No, son. It’s no joke.”

“What?” I asked, but just at that moment the door in front of us opened, and we were ushered across the tarmac towards the plane. Jeremy entered first, nearly leaping up the stairs. I followed a pace behind, bracing myself for whatever I would find inside the plane.

I couldn’t have expected the reality even if I studied that website religiously.

Inside the cabin were three cushy leather seats – two facing the cockpit, one facing the other way. The carpet was red velvet. Pornographic pictures decorated the interior, women of all types revealing themselves in every imaginable position.

Most importantly, though, were the stewardesses who greeted us.

They were each mind-numbingly beautiful. There was something for everyone, it seemed: a redhead, a blonde, and two brunettes: one black, one white. None of them looked to be a day over 18. They all wore identical dresses: basically lingerie, their breasts framed by thin straps that only hid their nipples, the skirts ending midway down their asses. They were shaved, made-up, and giggling like schoolgirls. I turned to Jeremy, mouth agape, amazed.

“Told you,” he said.

“Welcome to Bimbo Airlines,” the blonde chirped, bouncing towards us. I walked along in a stupor, trying to process it all. She took my hand, and Jeremy’s, and led us towards the seats. I flopped down in one, Jeremy took the other.

“Now, let me just buckle you up…”

The blonde leaned down over me, her breasts spilling out of the top of her dress as she did so. It didn’t seem to bother her. She reached for my buckle, which brought her hands dangerously close to my hardening cock. I gulped, immediately going into a sweat. This was crazy!

“Relax,” Jeremy advised as the black girl took care of his seatbelt. “That’s the point of this whole trip. Just relax.”

“Yes, please,” the blonde pouted, tightening my seatbelt and pushing her breasts into my thighs at the same time. “Relax, and let us take care of everything.”

“O-okay,” I said, finding it hard to relax as the stewardesses started to move around the cabin. I watched them perform the usual safety demonstration, their breasts invariably popping free as they moved around, only to be playfully returned to their rightful places inside the dresses. The girls teetered on impossibly high heels, touched each other at every chance, and seemed to be excited by the smallest details of their job. I noticed that their nipples were hard, their cheeks flushed, lips dewy. It was so distracting that I didn’t even really notice when we finally took off!

Once in the air, two of the girls excused themselves to the back of the plane, leaving the two brunettes in front. I kept wondering what the third chair was for, the one that was facing Jeremy and I. My curiosity was soon slaked.

“And now, we’d like to offer some in-flight entertainment,” the white girl said, linking arms with her black companion. I glanced over at Jeremy, who was beaming. When I looked back, the girls were kissing. Like porn stars. They had turned towards each other and were thrusting their tongues together, pressing their hips against each other, and moaning.

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. The farce that was their uniforms was quickly done away with, and soon I was witnessing two fully naked, nubile young women writhing together in apparent ecstasy. They fell sideways onto the chair, limbs tangled together. I turned to Jeremy, wide-eyed, a million questions running through my mind.

“Jessica and Lexie are the best,” Jeremy said with a wink, nodding towards the front. I remembered reading the nametags, but now their names came back to me – Jessica was the white girl, and Lexie was the black girl. As I turned back to the show, my cock hardening, I saw that they had moved on to stroking and licking each other’s perfect, bouncy, youthful breasts.

“Sir?” A voice from beside me made me jump in my seat. I dragged my eyes away from the girls entwined at the front of the plane to see the redhead standing beside me. “Can I offer you any refreshments?”

She was a double-D at least, her tits straining from her tiny bra. Her ass was plump, half-hanging from the bottom of her uniform. She blinked at me, smiling vapidly.

“Uh…”

“Refreshments isn’t limited to drinks and peanuts on this flight,” Jeremy advised, nudging me with his elbow. I looked over to realize that he had a blonde standing right beside him, also offering “refreshments.” I knew these girls were trained sex addicts, but exactly how far was I allowed to go with them?

“First time?” The attendant, whose nametag read Ginger, giggled. “Well, how about we start with a nice blowjob?”

Oh, man! All the blood in my body rushed straight for my cock. I looked up to see that Jessica was spread eagled on the chair, holding her knees up, her perfect tits on display as Lexie licked her pussy. Lexie’s ass was spread, her pussy dripping wet, leaking down her thighs. I was rock hard. I looked back up at Ginger.

“Yeah, that sounds okay,” I said. “Take your tits out first, though. Okay?”

“Oooh,” Ginger squealed, grabbing her bra and yanking. “Okay! That’s fun!”

Her perfect tits bounced out, her nipples hard already. She glanced over at the girls in the front and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples until they were as red as her hair.

“It’s so hot watching them,” she said. I glanced over and noticed that Jeremy and his blonde were making out. The blonde, who had smaller but perkier tits, was straddling him. He had his hands on her chest and was squeezing her breasts as she humped his lap and moaned into his mouth, one hand between her legs, the other undoing his belt.

My mouth was dry from all the excitement, and I was just considering asking Ginger to go get me an actual refreshment when I felt pressure on my knees. While I’d been looking away, she’d gotten down onto her knees and positioned herself between my legs. She pouted up at me, reaching for my belt.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I can’t wait to get this cock in my mouth. I hope you have lots of yummy cum for me to swallow.”

I was sure that I’d have plenty – as Ginger undid my belt and my cock popped free, already dripping pre-cum, I went back to watching the in-flight entertainment. Ginger’s hand closed over the base of my cock and she squeezed, moaning in pleasure as she licked the moisture from the tip of my cock. Jessica and Lexie had switched positions. Now, Lexie had her feet up on the arms of the seat, a dildo in her hands, as Jessica wiggled her tight little ass in the air.

Jessica’s tongue lapped at Lexie’s slit, making the black girl squirm and pant. Lexie began to suck on the dildo just as Ginger between my legs finally got the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, sinking down into my chair, as she began to work my cock with her tongue, bobbing her head up and down, taking me inch by inch. I couldn’t decide whether to watch her perfect tits bounce as she worked my cock, or watch the blonde on Jeremy’s lap fuck herself while stroking his dick, or watch the lesbian sex in front of me. It was a feast.

“Mmmm,” Ginger moaned. “You taste sooo good, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your dick. Can I put it all the way down my throat, please?”

“Yes, you may,” I grinned, grabbing her hair. I could tell she liked it rough, so I gave her just what she wanted. The blonde on Jeremy’s lap was making so much noise fucking herself that I almost got too distracted to fuck my personal whore’s mouth right, but soon enough I had Ginger gagging on my cock as I thrust deep into her throat.

I pushed until I felt her lips and nose against my balls and just rocked back and forth in her mouth, enjoying the warmth of her throat around the head of my cock. Looking up, I saw that Jessica was sitting on Lexie’s lap. Lexie held the dildo between her legs, and Jessica began to fuck it. The two girls kissed, Lexie’s hands on Jessica’s ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks so we could all get a good look at her dirty little cunt taking every inch of the sex toy. Ginger’s hands tightened on my thighs, and looking down I saw her eyes watery and her nostrils flaring as she choked on my cock. I didn’t want to push the poor girl too far, so I released my grip, letting her come up for air.

“Oooh, that was so good, sir,” Ginger cooed. “More, please! I want you to use my throat as your fucktoy, sir! Please let me swallow your cum!”

I groaned, thrusting my cock back into her slutty little mouth. I shoved my dick as far as I could and held her head in place, giving her just what she asked for. Looking over, I watched Jeremy bury his face in the blonde’s tits as he fucked her. I was getting really close, my balls churning as Ginger slobbered and choked on my dick. I looked front again, pleased to see that Jessica was on all fours and Lexie was fucking her hard with the dildo. The tiny brunette had her eyes rolling back into her head, one hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit as the black flight attendant fucked her.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted, feeling myself lose control. Ginger made an excited noise as I rammed into her mouth, her nose squishing against me as I finally unloaded into her stomach. She swallowed every drop, sucking me dry with her throat, even waiting until I was going limp to pull away. Jeremy had tossed the blonde off his lap and was jacking off in her face.

“Please, sir! Please give me your cum! I need it!” The blonde begged, and Jeremy shot his load across her lips, on her tongue, even getting some on her tits. She rocked back on her heels, licking her lips in ecstasy, collecting his cum from her tits and sucking it from her finger. I watched in awe as Ginger leaned over and grabbed the blonde, kissing her deeply. They moaned, their bodies coming together, writhing in pleasure. Ginger pulled away to lick some of Jeremy’s cum from the blonde’s neck. I was spent, my eyes lazy as they drifted towards the in-flight entertainment. Lexie was riding the dildo now, kissing Jessica at the same time. My cock soft, my balls empty, my body spent, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

***

“Sir?”

Not too long after I fell asleep, I felt myself jolted awake. I was a little confused at first – why was my cock out? Why was the stewardess naked? Why was Jeremy naked? Then I remembered, and smiled.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up into Lexie’s friendly eyes. I already felt hard again, as I usually do when I wake up. Inspired, I reached out, and shoved my hands between her legs, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I found her hot and dripping wet, and was pleasantly surprised to feel her spread her legs so I could thrust my fingers inside her. She got kind of a funny glazed-over look, but she kept talking to me anyway.

“We were just about to start our second round of refreshments,” she said, licking her lips. Suddenly, Jessica appeared at my other side. They were both still naked, of course, and I got a good look at Jessica’s impossibly huge tits. She was so petite, but her tits were the size of basketballs! Her hard nipples were just begging for attention, so I reached out with my other hand and began to squeeze and pinch them. She giggled, arching her back to give me better access.

“Ooh, thank you,” she moaned, thrusting one hand down between her legs, touching herself as I squeezed and pinched her breasts. Lexie was dripping over my fingers, panting hard as I fucked her. They were both in ecstasy, and it felt nice to be able to just touch them without asking for permission. I thought that all of life should be like that!

“So, refreshments?” I asked. Lexie giggled, so I looked up at her. She produced a blue pill.

“Well, this will help, but only if you want it,” she said. Hell yeah I wanted it! I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. She placed it on my tongue and I swallowed it, all the while never taking my hands off their luscious young bodies.

“Now, how can we help to refresh you?” Jessica asked, reaching down for my half-erect cock. It twitched to life under her palm, and I let my head rest against the seat as she began to jerk me off. I dropped my hands, content just to look up at the two young women as they pleasured me.

“Hmmm,” I said, glancing over at Jeremy. He was getting a blowjob from Ginger, so I knew he was having a good time. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

“Well, we could start by having Jessica ride you while I suck your balls,” Lexie suggested. That sounded good to me, so I nodded. A second later, Jessica was straddling me, her huge tits right in my face. I couldn’t help myself – I leaned forward and sucked one between my lips, flicking my tongue over it. Jessica shuddered, crying out in pleasure.

I could feel her warm heat hovering over my cock, her juices dripping onto the tip. I grabbed her breasts, holding them up as she began to sink down, so that I could keep licking and sucking her nipples as she impaled herself on my cock. Her pussy was tight and wet, it felt perfect sliding over my flesh. I groaned, biting down on her breast to show how good it felt. She put her hands on my shoulders to support herself. I closed my eyes, enjoying the simple ecstasy of burying my head in her massive tits while she slid up and down on my cock. And then it got better – I felt Lexie’s tongue on my balls, sucking and licking them, worshipping them, while Jessica rode me.

“Oh, sir, your cock is sooooo big!” Jessica moaned, her face contorted in pleasure as she filled her pussy with my meat. “I love the way it feels in me! Thank you for letting me ride you!”

“Mmm,” Lexie added. “And your balls are nice and heavy, they feel so good in my mouth, I could suck on them all day…”

“Go right ahead, girls,” I said, still squeezing Jessica’s tits as they bounced in my face. “Show me what good little sluts you are. This is what you’re paid for, right?”

“Yes, sir! Oh, yes, fuck, yes!” Jessica said, her toes curling and her mouth opening in an ‘o’ shape as she slammed down on my cock and gushed. She ground down on me for a minute, cumming on my cock, her tight little pussy clenching and releasing around me. I nearly came right then, with my balls in Lexie’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy dripping down my shaft. But I had a better idea. It wasn’t fair to the girls that only Jessica got to cum.

“Get off me,” I barked, pushing until the girl hopped off my dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Jeremy hold Ginger’s head in place as he fucked her throat. I grabbed Lexie’s hair, pulling her off my balls. “Jessica, lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck her.”

Spinning Lexie around, I pushed on her upper back until she was bent over, her plump ass perfect for squeezing. My cock was still soaked in Jessica’s juices when I plunged it into Lexie’s cunt and made her scream. Just as I told her, Jessica positioned herself under Lexie and started to lick her slit. I could feel her soft tongue lapping at my shaft each time I pulled out, then against my balls when I thrust in. Lexie was even tighter than Jessica!

“Yeah, you fucking slut, take daddy’s cock,” I heard Jeremy say beside me. Dude was into some kinky shit, but I kind of liked the sound of it. “Swallow every drop of my cum, you stupid bitch.”

Ginger moaned in ecstasy as Jeremy held her down and emptied his balls into her throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of Lexie taking my cock like a champ. Leaning forward, I grabbed her tits, squeezing and pinching them as I drilled her.

“You’re so good, sir,” Lexie panted. I could see that she had one hand on Jessica’s head, holding her friend’s face against her slit. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

“Do it,” I grunted.

When she started shuddering and gushing, I drove all the way into her and unloaded. I filled her sweet little pussy with my cum until it was dripping out of her and into Jessica’s mouth. When I pulled out, trailing cum all the way, Jessica started to lick my cum out of Lexie’s pussy, Lexie riding her tongue like they did this all the time. They probably did. These chicks were pure nymphos.

I barely had time to recover before I saw the blonde approaching from the cabin. She was wiping her mouth, cum dripping from her chin – she’d probably just blown the pilot and co-pilot at the same time. Which gave me an idea….

“Hey, Jeremy,” I said, nudging my friend. “What do you think about a little…”

I barely had to gesture and he knew what I was saying. He grinned.

“I’m down,” he said. “Which of these sluts do you think we should do?”

“Me! Me! Please! Pick me! I swear, I’ll be so good, sir!” Ginger pleaded, still on her knees before Jeremy.

“No, pick me! I’m a good girl, I promise, I deserve it!” The blonde said – I could remember her name now. Tanya. Pretty soon, all four stewardesses were fighting over who would get to fuck Jeremy and I. I laughed.

“I haven’t gotten to fuck Tanya yet,” I said, shrugging at my friend.

“She was a good lay,” Jeremy nodded. “But I want her ass this time.”

Tanya squealed in delight, hopping up and down so that her perky tits bounced along with her. The other girls groaned.

“Why don’t you three put on a show for us to enjoy while we fuck her?” I suggested. “Or is the in-flight entertainment over already?”

Ginger, Lexie, and Jessica all grinned, hopping up to the front of the plane. At that moment, we hit a patch of turbulence. They fell all over each other, tits bouncing, cum-soaked bodies grinding together. It was the perfect catalyst- soon, they were all grinding together on the floor, eating each other out and fucking themselves with their fingers.

Tanya, meanwhile, had landed in Jeremy’s lap. He laughed, standing up, holding her like she weighed nothing. Which she really didn’t. I stroked my dick, watching Jeremy grope her tits from behind, holding her around the waist. She moaned in pleasure and reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit as he abused her tits.

Laughing, he walked over and dropped her on my lap. She squealed in delight, her slick pussy sliding down my cock right away. I groaned – she was a slut, but she was tight as a virgin. And she only got tighter when Jeremy knelt down a little bit, positioning her in such a way that he could shove his cock up her ass at the same time I was balls-deep in her pussy.

My friend and I slammed into her as hard as we could, enjoying the way she took it like she couldn’t get enough. And as though that all wasn’t enough, the girls had gotten bored playing with each other and crawled over to us. I watched Lexie suck Jeremy’s heavy, swinging balls while riding a double-sided dildo with Ginger, who was eating out Jessica. Jessica’s mouth covered my balls, licking and sucking them while her big brown eyes gazed up at me in total adoration.

“Oh, you are so good to us,” Ginger moaned, slamming her pussy back against Lexie’s. “Thank you, sirs.”

“Yes,” Tanya gasped. We were both deep inside her, her ass stretched out to fit Jeremy’s cock while her pussy fit snug around mine. I leaned forward, biting at her chest, sucking her nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her hair with my hand, yanking until her head rolled back on her neck.

“You love it, don’t you?” Jeremy leaned forward to ask, speaking into her ear. “You love getting fucked by strangers? Getting paid to have your ass and pussy reamed at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” Tanya moaned, writhing as she came. My balls churned again, I reached down with my free hand and grabbed Jessica’s head, pulling her against my balls so that I could feel her lips all over them. With a groan, I jerked upward and came for the third time that flight. Pulsing inside of Jessica while Jeremy thrust into her ass was the tightest, hottest fuck of my life.

I filled her with my load, watching her shake and beg for more as Jeremy filled her ass. When we were done with her, she hopped off, reached between her legs, and pulled some of my cum up to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. She did it again, sharing with Ginger while Lexie crawled over and started to lick at Tanya’s pussy, eating my cum from it.

As you can imagine, the rest of the flight was a whirlwind of sex and cum, breasts and asses. By the time we landed in Cabo, I was exhausted – and had a whole new appreciation for the company I worked for, and my manager. Jeremy had held up the whole time despite being much less fit than me. In fact, he may even have gotten a few more loads in than I did! The girls buckled us in again before we landed, then collapsed together in a moaning, kissing pile. When the door of the plane slid open, they were lined up on their knees.

“Thank you,” they said in unison. “We hoped you enjoyed your ride on Bimbo Airlines! Please, come again!”

Not likely, I chuckled to myself, following Jeremy off the plane. Come again? I didn’t think I’d be able to get off for a month after that plane ride!

“So, what’d you think?” Jeremy asked, laughing as we emerged from the plane, the intense heat smacking me in the face.

“Amazing,” I said. “Truly unbelievable.”

“And that’s just the beginning, my boy,” he said, turning to me with a wink.  “Welcome to the corporate retreat!”

Just the beginning?!

I couldn’t wait to see what came next!


Bonus Story: Clearing Her Mind

I’ve always struggled with anxiety.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I nodded. “Very much so!”

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

“I suppose so,” I said, deflating.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dr. Rhett flashed me a charming smile.

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

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

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

He smiled. And for the first time since I could remember, I could smile back without being anxious about having something in my teeth or looking stupid.
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Dr. Rhett had me lay down on his couch. He set a metronome clicking. He began to talk in low, silky tones.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me, Brittany, how do you feel?”

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

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

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

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

“Heavy and warm, Master,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I deserved to be punished. Master said so.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master,” I panted, breathless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master! Yes, oh, please!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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