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Nuns Turned Nympho

As soon as I turned 18, I entered the convent.

It only made sense. After all, I was raised by the church, in an orphanage. I never had much exposure to the outside world, and I enjoyed my life that way. I wanted to serve God, and help provide for others, the way I had been provided for.

Besides that, the convent was run by the same men I knew from the orphanage. Fathers Lawrence, William, Thomas, and Samuel. They were very kind, very holy men. They were the best men I ever knew, really. I loved them as fathers, not just as…well…Fathers. So by joining the convent and taking up the habit, I was allowed to remain in their presence.

About a year into my training, I began to experience some very troubling dreams. They were vague, but they were sexual in nature. I would wake up with dampness between my legs. This had never happened to me before. I was a virgin, of course. I had never even experimented with a man. I was under the impression that sex was a distraction, worthless and sinful.

So it was very distressing for me, to have sexual dreams and wake up with these urges. I confided in my best friend, Sister Lisa, and she advised me to tell Father Lawrence. He had helped her with a similar issue. I was terribly embarrassed to come to Father Lawrence with my problem, but Sister Lisa insisted that he had the solution.

I knew when Father Lawrence conducted confession, and I waited for that time to speak with him. The partition did little to hide my identity, as he knew my voice well. But it was more anonymous than talking to him in his office.

“Father, I have a shameful confession today,” I said after the usual mantra.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Lawrence said. His voice already felt soothing to me, and I relaxed a little bit.

“Well, I have recently begun to have…dreams. Of an unholy nature.”

“We cannot control what happens in our dreams, my child,” he said. “What makes them unholy?”

“Well, they are…” I dropped my voice to a whisper, glad he couldn’t see the bright red on my cheeks. “…sexual.”

“Hmm,” Father Lawrence said. “Go on.”

“Well, I don’t remember them well, but I do know that they are about men, entering me. I have never engaged in sexual activity, Father. But when I wake up from these dreams, I am…wet. Between my legs. And I have urges. Carnal…urges.”

“Aha,” Father Lawrence said, knowingly. “I see, my child. You need not worry.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling hopeful. “Because it feels wrong.”

“Not at all,” Father Lawrence said. “In fact, it’s completely natural. All humans have such urges. Even priests. When a woman like you, young and beautiful, enters our lives, we have urges much like the ones you describe.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a little weird about what he just said. “I see.”

“Sister Megan,” he said, daring to use my name. “Have you ever heard of the Panama Scrolls?”

“No,” I said curiously. “What are they?”

“They are an ancient, secret, forgotten scripture. They define certain things that we in the church do not feel comfortable sharing with the public.”

I was intrigued.

“Among those things is the role of the holy, or sacred, vessel.”

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering what all of this had to do with my dreams.

“It’s a way for men of the order, like myself, to be brought closer to God through sexual contact with a young woman of the order, such as yourself.”

What? That was very confusing. What did he mean?

“Sister Megan, I believe your dreams may be a sign,” Father Lawrence said. “That you are one of a rare but extremely important type of woman. You may just be a holy vessel. To be a holy vessel is the highest honor that can be bestowed upon a woman.”

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “But there is a very intense initiation process. I’m not sure you’re up for it.”

“I am!” I said. I was very devout, and had gone through long periods of fasting, meditation, all sorts of trials to test and deepen my faith. I was sure that I could endure this initiation process.

“If you would like to be anointed, be in the church this evening, just after dark. We will test your body and your faith. And if you pass, you will know that you are among the chosen.”

Wow! Me, “chosen”! All because I had some naughty dreams! God does work in mysterious ways.

“Thank you, Father Lawrence!” I said. “Thank you so much!”

“Of course, my child,” he said. “I’ll see you this evening.”

“Yes, Father, you will,” I chirped, leaving the confessional with a spring in my step and big hopes for the future.
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That night, as Father Lawrence directed me, I came into the church after sundown. I was met by some familiar faces, which automatically put me at ease. To be honest, I had been a bit nervous. What if I failed the initiation? What if I couldn’t be anointed? Maybe I wasn’t good enough to be a holy vessel.

But, I had to try.

I walked down the long center aisle. I saw Father Lawrence, Father William, Father Samuel and Father Thomas. As I got closer, I also saw Sister Lisa. I was a little confused by that. She wore a long robe instead of her habit. She was smiling very wide.

“Sister Megan,” Father Lawrence said. “We are very glad you had the courage to come tonight. Please, step forward.”

I did, stepping in front of the altar. The men gazed at me, strange looks in their eyes.

“Do you understand what I told you earlier, Sister Megan?” Father Lawrence asked.

“Um…kind of,” I said sheepishly. The priests smiled, making me feel more comfortable.

“We are here tonight to test your body, and see if you are worthy of being a sacred vessel,” Father Lawrence said.

“Sister Lisa here has gone through the test, and been chosen,” Father William said. They stood on either side of Sister Lisa, who gave me a bright grin. I returned it, feeling butterflies.

“A sacred vessel must be available at all times, all hours, to relieve a holy man,” Father Samuel explained.

“As priests, our seed connects us directly to God. And only when we release that seed into a holy vessel can we experience God in all his glory. It is of utmost importance that you understand what we are saying.”

I nodded, thinking that I understood.

But then Sister Lisa dropped her robe. She was naked! This wasn’t what I imagined at all. I don’t know what I imagined, but I suddenly felt very sick and unsure of everything the priests were saying.

I was utterly shocked. Sister Lisa was one of my best friends, and here she was, naked, smiling as the priests stared at her and reached for her nude body. As I watched, Father Lawrence cupped her breast, and she turned her head to kiss him. A long, deep tongue kiss. Meanwhile, Father William reached down and parted the lips of her pussy. She was even shaved down there! She turned her head, kissing Father William now as he played with her sex.

I didn’t want to admit it, but watching my fellow Sister being used as a plaything by the older men was very interesting to me. It gave me the kinds of feelings I tried so hard to ignore at night. I squirmed, blushing bright red.

“Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, eyes lidded as she let the priests play with her breasts and pussy. “I’m soooo glad you’ve turned this corner. Being a sacred vessel is the most beautiful thing that has ever happened to me. I’m overjoyed to share the experience with you.”

“Ummm….” I said, not sure what corner she was talking about. I certainly wasn’t going to let anyone touch me like that!

“Come,” Father Samuel said, taking my arm gently. I followed him, more out of shock than anything else. He led me to the altar, and before I knew it I was being lifted up, sitting on the altar.

“Wait,” I said quickly as Father Thomas came to my side and began to tug and pull on my habit. “What are you doing?”

“Trust us,” Father Samuel said, taking my chin between his fingers and pulling my gaze towards him. “We know what’s best for you, Sister. Don’t you trust your superiors?”

Well, of course I did! But this suddenly seemed so dirty and wrong. Sister Lisa was moaning, bending over so that Father William could thrust his fingers inside her pussy.

“You must trust in us,” Father Thomas insisted. “This is a test of your faith, Sister. God’s will is for women like you to be available to us, so that we can remain pure. Only a woman of the faith, like yourself, can provide us holy men with the immaculate release we need.”

“Well, why haven’t I ever heard of such a thing before?” I asked.

“It’s a secret,” Father Samuel explained. “We can’t have every woman running around, joining the church just so she can be a holy vessel. You’ve earned it through your piousness and modesty.”

All the while as they spoke to me, they stroked my body. Even through my habit, their strong hands felt good on me. And when I looked into their eyes, the eyes that I’d always trusted, I knew they wouldn’t lie to me. These men had practically raised me. It made sense that they wouldn’t want any harlot off the street to come in and wear the habit, just so she could make love to the priests.

“Well,” I said softly. “I guess…”

I didn’t struggle as they undressed me, but I did cover my body once I was naked. I had never been naked in front of a man before, never mind four of them and my best friend. Even as I watched, Sister Lisa was crying out in pleasure, her body shaking in ecstasy. Father William pulled his fingers from her sex and pushed them into her lips, and she sucked them clean with a happy moan.

“Don’t cover yourself,” Father Lawrence snapped from where he stood watching me. “God wants you to be on display for us. How else will we rouse the desire to fill you with our seed?”

“Sorry, Father,” I muttered, reluctantly pulling my arms away to reveal my large, heavy breasts. The church was cold, and my nipples were hard. Sister Lisa, recovering from her pleasure, gave Father William a long kiss before walking towards me. I couldn’t help but stare at her body, all tight and young. Arousal stirred inside me.

“Shall I make her comfortable?” Sister Lisa asked the priests, although she was only looking at me. I glanced up at Father Thomas. What did she mean? I soon found out.

“Yes, little Lisa,” Father Lawrence said with a grin. “I think we’d all like to see that.”

“Hold still, Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, stepping up between my legs. “I was worried my first time, too. But it really is beautiful to be a vessel. There is such pleasure in doing the Lord’s work.”

Each word she spoke, she drew a little closer to me, standing on her tiptoes before the altar. I was still very confused, but when she put her hands on my thighs, I gasped. She felt so warm. Her breasts brushed my chest as she leaned in…and kissed me!

I was so surprised that I didn’t even try to pull away. Her kiss was soft and gentle at first, but a second later I could feel her kiss me harder, swirling her tongue against my lips. I pulled back, but she grabbed my neck, forcing me against her. I felt her fingers travel up my bare thigh and between my lips. I was ashamed at the moisture between them, but it seemed to please Sister Lisa. She pulled away, batting her eyes.

“You’re nice and wet, Sister Megan,” she said. “You’re destined for this work.”

“Sister Lisa, what are you going to…”

My heart was pounding hard, my skin very flushed. Before I could finish my sentence, she bent over between my legs, stuck out her tongue, and started to lick my pussy! The second her warm, wet tongue made contact with my clit, I moaned in pleasure and bucked my hips. Sister Lisa massaged my thighs as she lapped at my pussy, sucking my clit between her lips.

Overwhelmed, confused, and overcome with sensation, I barely registered what was happening as Father Thomas and Father Samuel grabbed my breasts. Slowly, I felt myself pushed backwards, until I was lying out on the altar. The two priests towered over me, massaging and pinching my breasts as Sister Lisa drew her tongue over and around my clit, again and again. My desire rose with each lick, until I was clenching my thighs around her head and running my fingers through her hair, pulling her tighter against me.

“See?” Father Lawrence said, standing behind Sister Lisa. “This is what you’re meant for, Sister Megan. You’re already asking for more, even if you’re not using your words.”

“Mmmrrrm,” I groaned, unable to respond. Suddenly, I felt Sister Lisa pulling away, and I squealed desperately, feeling dirty and naughty and wrong but needing it all the same. But as soon as Sister Lisa stepped back, Father Lawrence took her place, kneeling between my legs.

His hands were rougher, larger, as he spread me wide and leaned in to suck at my clit. My hard nipples shot jolts of pleasure to my pussy each time the priests pinched them. I was vaguely aware, out of the corner of my eye, of Sister Lisa straddling Father William on a pew, her voice filling the chamber as she cried out in pleasure.

Father Lawrence licked me harder and faster than Sister Lisa, driving me into a frenzy with his pace. I felt something long and stiff, but thin, press against my virgin slit. Shock and fear pulsed through me. I wasn’t ready to give up my virginity, even if it was the right thing to do. Even if the priests demanded it. I knew that I couldn’t fight God’s will, but I was still afraid of what might happen to me once my innocence was lost.

Even so, when Father Lawrence slipped his finger inside me, I felt a warmth like I’d never known. A deep pressure ballooned in my stomach, and as he pulled my swollen clit into his mouth and curled his finger, I felt that pressure explode. I cried out as pleasure swept through me in waves, my body jerking as the three priests touched and teased me into a blind, forceful orgasm. My first.

But I immediately wanted more.

Even as Father Lawrence straightened up, rising between my legs, I knew I wanted more. Father Thomas and Father Samuel removed their hands from my breasts, and my body protested violently.

“Please,” I moaned, watching Father Lawrence move his cloak. “I need more…”

“Don’t worry, little one,” Father Samuel said, smiling down on me. “There will be plenty more. You’re our holy slut. You’ll be at our beck and call, whenever we need release.”

I panted, my chest heaving. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Father Lawrence, even when Sister Lisa’s cries of pleasure grew piercing. Father Lawrence was undressing, revealing himself to me. Of course, I knew what a cock was, and what it looked like. But Father Lawrence was intimidating; thick as my arm, and long as a cucumber. As much as my body craved another release, fear nipped at my nerves. I found my eyes watering as I looked up at him.

“Will it hurt?” I asked, whispering.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “It will. But pain is a part of the initiation. God wants you to be in pain before you can experience pleasure.”

Gulping, I nodded. A tear spilled down my cheek. Deep down, I knew this was all wrong. It didn’t feel holy. It felt dirty and lustful. But as Father Samuel came to stand at my head, reaching for my breasts again, I could only groan and throw my head back in pleasure. My head hung off the side of the altar. To my confusion, Father Samuel fiddled with his pants until he, too, was exposed. He seemed smaller than Father Lawrence, whose hands kneaded my thighs.

“If you suck this, little one, you might find yourself adequately distracted,” he said, and his lewd grin wasn’t lost on me. But I had little choice as he thrust forward, past my lips, moving against my tongue. He tasted musky and salty, a drip of something warm moving down my throat as he slid between my lips. Between my legs, I could feel Father Lawrence pressing his cock against my slit. It hurt, spreading me wide. I tensed, preparing myself for the pain. I tried, as Father Samuel said, to focus on the sensation of his cock in my mouth.

“Suck it, Sister Megan,” Father Samuel ordered. “You must learn to please us with your whole body.”

I was crying hard now as Father Lawrence eased his way into my untouched slit. Still, I tried to obey Father Samuel’s command, sucking his cock into my throat even as he jerked his hips against my mouth. His scrotum dragged against my nose, his cock driving deeper and deeper into my throat with each stroke. He still fondled my breasts, and I could feel my pussy dripping even as fear made my stomach clench and my eyes water.

“This is it,” Father Lawrence said, his cock nestled against my barrier. “Prepare yourself.”

I tried, but there was no way to prepare myself for the pain of Father Lawrence ripping into my virginity and tearing it apart. Father Samuel’s cock slid from my mouth and I screamed, the pain greater than I ever expected. Father Lawrence grunted as he drove his cock all the way to my womb, burying himself to the hilt. I felt his thumb rub my clit, and I felt pleasure, but it was overwhelmed by the pain of his entrance.

“The pain is God’s will,” Father Lawrence reminded me. “Hold still, or you will be punished.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks liberally, but I nodded, lying my head back. Immediately, Father Samuel was in my mouth again, using my throat as Father Lawrence used my pussy. I felt myself pinned between them. And the more they used me, the more natural it felt. I even began to enjoy it. Father Lawrence rubbed my clit steadily as he stroked his massive cock in and out of me. That same pressure began to build in my stomach.

“Oh, yes,” Father Samuel groaned, squeezing my breasts hard as his hips jerked and his cock swelled. He stabbed it deep into my throat, and I gave a muffled cry of surprise as I felt some warm and salty pumping into my mouth. Thick ropes of cum slid down my throat, making me gag.

He tasted sinful, but as I swallowed, filling my belly with his seed, I felt Father Lawrence drive himself against my womb one last time. The sense of being filled by the two priests at the same time drove me over the edge, and my climax hit suddenly, rolling over me, my pussy clenching to milk Father Lawrence’s spewing cock. His sperm filled my virgin womb, splashing against my walls, violating my very core.

“Yes, yes, Father, please,” I cried as soon as Father Samuel pulled himself out of my mouth. My thighs were clenched, calves pulling Father Lawrence deeper inside me. He ripped himself away, spreading my thighs wide again.

“Thank me for your pleasure,” he ordered. “It is only because I have made you so holy that you can enjoy this.”

“Thank you,” I panted. “Thank you, Father Lawrence…”

“She’s all yours, Father Thomas,” Father Lawrence said, stepping back. I leaned up on my elbows. Sister Lisa was laid out on the pew, Father William’s face buried between her legs. She moaned and bucked, grabbing her breasts and playing with her nipples. The sight had my heart pounding, but before I knew it Father Thomas had stepped between my legs, distracting me.

“Sister Lisa is making sure that we are properly aroused to fuck you, even once we have used you once,” he explained. I glanced over, watching Father Lawrence stand at Sister Lisa’s side. She took his limp cock in her mouth, muffled moans escaping her throat as she began to suck him, fondling his balls with her hand.

“Are you going to fuck me now, too, Father Thomas?”

“Yes, of course,” he said. “But I’ll need you on your stomach for the way I mean to use you.”

“What?” I asked. But my question was only answered by an action, as Father Samuel aided Father Thomas in flipping me over onto my back. Bent over the altar, I felt Father Thomas’ hard cock pressed between my cheeks. He unzippered himself, so that his flesh slid against my flesh. I moaned, pressing back against him instinctively.

“We need to make sure every part of you is anointed tonight,” Father Thomas said. I felt his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Confused, I tried to look over my shoulder, but Father Samuel held my head down.

“Better not to look,” he said with a chuckle. “Keep sucking me, so that I’m ready to penetrate you next.”

His cock was limp, but he guided it between my lips. Behind me, I felt something moist against my rosebud. I had no idea what was going on, until I felt something big press against my hole. Clenching, I reared back in surprised protest. Surely, this wasn’t God’s will!

“Be still,” Father Thomas barked, no longer sounding like the fatherly man I loved so much. “Stop struggling. This is who you are meant to be, and what you are meant to do. Obey us.”

As he spoke, he eased his cock into my asshole, my tears flowing again. I lapped and licked at Father Samuel’s cock, having little other choice, my head firmly held between his hands. Father Thomas groaned as he eased himself all the way into my tender rosebud. The pain was intense, but the longer he held himself inside me, the more it seemed to feel like pleasure.

I was sure I was just confused, but as he began to thrust into me, I felt my hips moving upward to meet each stroke. He reached underneath me, finding my clit as he steadily pumped into my ass. Father Samuel’s cock was beginning to twitch to life again in my mouth, and I groaned around it, feeling my saliva drip down my chin.

Suddenly, Father Thomas grabbed my hips and yanked, pulling me against his cock with a groan. He ravaged me then, his cock drilling into my ass like a stallion. Using me like an animal, he growled down at me, possessive and violent. When he came, filling me with his seed, he slapped my ass and grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck. I looked up at Father Samuel, pleading with my eyes for him to stop this. But he just smiled and patted my cheek as Father Thomas came hard enough to send his cum up against my guts.

He pulled out, slapping my ass again. Father Samuel stepped to the side, and someone else moved between my weak, shaking legs. Father Thomas grabbed my hair again and shoved his cock into my mouth.

“Clean me, Sister Megan,” he said. “You must care for our every need.”

Disgusted but obedient, I licked his cock clean.

“You’re doing so well so far,” I heard Father William speaking to me as he stood between my legs. “I hope you’re enjoying your anointment.”

I could only gurgle in response, my mouth full of Father Thomas’ cock. Father William slipped inside my pussy, his cock even bigger than Father Lawrence. I was so surprised that I spat Father William’s cock out and screamed. Father William’s fingers dug into my flesh as he spread me wide and laid into me recklessly. His strokes were long and hard.

“You are learning to love this, aren’t you?” Father Thomas said, pulling my face up by my chin once more. “Say it. Scream it, Sister Megan. Admit that you’re embracing your purpose. You are our vessel, to take our seed however we demand it.”

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling another climax build inside me. “Yes, Father. I’m a vessel…”

“What is it you want, Sister Megan?” Father William asked behind me, bucking inside me, pressing his cock to my womb and teasing me into prolonged pleasure.

“Please…I want…” I didn’t know how to say it without using vulgarity.

“You can say the word,” Father William laughed. “I want you to. Say it.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned, crying at how low I’d fallen even as the dirty word drove me higher than ever. “Fuck me, please, Father, I want you to fuck me! I need your cum!”

My words inspired him, and he rammed inside me harder than ever, shaking me to my core as he unleashed his seed into my womb.

“Thank you, oh, thank you, Father, I’m…I’m cummming…” Filling me pump by pump, he rode me into a climax that milked him dry.

He pulled out with a  wet plop, trailing cum down my thigh as he did. I moaned, sore all over from losing my virginity and from the multiple orgasms. I leaned up on my elbows. I thought that it was over, since I’d made all the priests cum once. But Father Samuel stepped between my legs, ripping my thighs open again.

“You didn’t think I was going to be satisfied with your mouth alone, did you?” He smiled, lining his cock up with my dripping pussy. He grabbed my shins and pushed my knees up against my chest. Groaning, he pushed into my slit, stretching me for the third time that night. I threw my head back, crying out as my sore body took even more abuse.

“Oh, Father Samuel,” I moaned. “Please…don’t go fast…”

I uttered a sharp cry as Father William grabbed my hair, pulled my head back, and slapped me across the face.

“You are never to tell one of us how we should use you,” he said, spitting down into my open mouth. “You are God’s property, and that makes you our property. Accept your new lot in life with a smile. You must only beg us for more, never less. Understand?”

Sobbing, I nodded, feeling Father Samuel thrust into me, hard and fast, as though he was punishing me.

“Oooh,” I heard Sister Lisa’s voice nearby and looked for her, wanting to find some relief in my friend. I soon learned to be careful what I wished for. “Can I join?”

“Of course, little Sister,” Father Lawrence said. “You can teach your fellow Sister a little something about bending to God’s will.”

Sister Lisa giggled; I looked up and saw her healthy breasts hovering above me, her blue eyes sparkling. Then she gave a playful squeal, and I found myself underneath her. She was on all fours, her head between my legs. Father Samuel stopped pumping for a moment, during which Sister Lisa lowered herself onto my shocked face and began to lick my pussy again.

I cried out at the pleasure of her soft tongue lapping at my tender sex, and heard her moan in pleasure when my tongue met her clit. I sensed what I was supposed to do, and licked at her slit, tasting the cum that the priests had left inside her. Her juices flowed down my throat, somewhat intoxicating. Her tongue, meanwhile, soothed the pain of Father Lawrence pummeling my slit; her tongue stroked from my clit downward, lapping at his cock each time he pulled it out.

“Oooh,” I heard her moan, her hips wiggling. “Can someone fuck me, please?”

I obviously couldn’t see who it was, but I became aware of a cock entering Sister Lisa from behind while I licked her pussy. This brought my tongue in line with the shaft as it pumped, and I even found myself licking and sucking the balls as they swung steadily, pounding against me.

My body was clenching again, the constant stimulation of Sister Lisa’s tongue on my clit and Father Samuel’s cock pounding against my womb. I felt the now-familiar pressure building in my stomach as my climax built. Moaning and writhing, I felt that I was drowning underneath Sister Lisa, trying to pleasure her while controlling my own orgasm. The man thrusting into her sped up, slamming faster, and soon I was shaking uncontrollably.

“That’s right,” someone said. “Give in to the pleasure. It’s your duty.”

Crying out, my voice muffled by the flesh in my mouth, I came again, spilling my juices down Father Samuel’s shaft and balls; he groaned, thrusting forward, spewing his cum into me, adding to the cum that dripped from me already. Burst after burst of hot cum filled me, making me feel full and sopping wet. I could sense the man above me coming to climax as well, and soon I tasted fresh cum dripping into my mouth from where it leaked from Sister Lisa’s pussy.

If I thought it was over then, I was wrong.

The anointing lasted all night, into the dawn. I was taken over and over again, in every hole, by every one of my beloved Fathers. When they finally let me rest, I was so coated and filled with cum that I could barely move. It sloshed in my stomach, leaked from my rosebud, and coated my pussy.

“You have been properly initiated into our sacred order,” Father Lawrence said, standing over me. “From now on, you are a holy vessel to be used at will. Do you accept this path, little Sister?”

“Yes, Father,” I panted. “I am honored to be your vessel.”

And I was. It was my calling, after all. I just hadn’t realized it.

Before I fell asleep, Father Lawrence told me one more thing. He told me that it was up to Sister Lisa and I to help recruit more sacred vessels for the priests. With all the beautiful, fresh young nuns coming into the convent, we would soon have an army of holy sluts to serve our Masters. I nodded, slipping off into dreams. I already couldn’t wait to wake up and begin my new life.


Taken and Filled

I sighed, closing the leather diary and putting it beside me on the couch. My pussy was soaked. I reached down and began to finger myself, thinking of the words I’d just written.

I’m naked in bed. Three men come in through the window. They hold me down and start fucking me without a condom. I scream, but I really love it. When they force me to suck their cocks, I suck until they cum in my mouth and I swallow every drop. They make me ride one man while the other two pull my hair and rape my mouth.

They coat me head-to-toe in cum, tie me up and drag me into their van. For the rest of my life, I exist only to be their fuck slave. I’m tied to a bed and the only thing they feed me is cum. They fuck me over and over again, raping me until all I can think about is sex, and I crave it like a drug. I beg them to keep raping my pussy…

Groaning, I slipped a finger inside myself, my other hand busy rubbing my clit. I came almost instantly, as usual. Those fantasies got my motor running in a way nothing else did. I cried out into my empty house…and then went dead silent.

Someone was knocking on the door.

And there I was, half naked and touching myself on the couch!

Oh, shit, I thought. The bathroom people!

How could I have forgotten? I’d scheduled some guys to come re-tile my bathroom that day. Because it was my only day off that week. I’d hoped to spend it laying around, writing in my fantasy diary and masturbating, and been pissed that I had to actually do some adult things. Scowling, I leapt up – the knocking was becoming insistent.

“Hold on!” I yelled. “Just a minute!”

My camisole barely concealed my D-cup tits, but all I had time to do was jump into a pleated skirt that was already lying on the floor. I hopped to the door, pulling my panties on one leg at a time. When I finally managed to open the door, I was embarrassed as all hell. I thought they’d be fat old dudes or something.

They weren’t.

They were buff as hell, and probably in their 30’s, only a little older than me. Two were blonde with blue eyes, one had black hair and green eyes, and the last had brown hair and matching eyes. He was the one who stepped forward, smirking at my outfit. They were all ogling me, but he was the first one to talk.

“Ms. Sincere?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling more than a little shaken up. I’d just been fingering myself, I was still wet…they couldn’t possibly smell that, right? That look in their eyes was just because my body was basically exposed in front of them?

“We’re Mitchell Bathroom Repair,” the brunette said. “Here to do your tiles.”

“Right,” I said, stepping aside to let them in. “I figured. Well, the bathroom is this way…”

I led them through my small condo, showing them the room I needed worked on. It was too small for all of them to fit inside, though. Why had they come with so many dudes for such a simple project? Whatever. I wasn’t paying per guy. And having four hunks in my house wasn’t so bad. I was getting a little horny again just looking at them…smelling them…

One by one, they introduced themselves. Scott and Rob were the blondes, Mike was the black-haired one, and Tom was their leader – boss, or whatever.

“You can call me Kitty,” I said with a wave. ‘And I’ll be around if you need anything. Help yourself to lemonade or water or whatever in the kitchen.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tom said with a wink. Weird, but sexy. I blushed through a smile and went into my room, closing the door. Forget “a little horny” – that wink had me all the way to raging hot. I’d just cum, but I needed more. Luckily, I had a device beside my bed that was perfect for that. I could hear them working, their low masculine voices coming through the wall. It became the soundtrack as I thrust my huge dildo in and out of my aching pussy, rubbing my clit desperately as I imagined them raping me, one by one, forcing me to take their cum in every hole…

At some point, I’d fucked myself into unconsciousness. Which was pretty embarrassing as it was, without adding yet another intrusive knock on the door to the mix. This time, at least, the short nap had left me dry between the legs. I quickly stashed my dildo and went to open my bedroom door, figuring that they were done and wanted to be paid.

Boy, was I wrong.

“Hello, Kitty,” Tom said with a smirk.

“Uh, hi, Tom,” I said, noting the way their looks had changed. Subtly, but enough for me to notice. They weren’t just ogling anymore…they were owning. I shivered.

“So, we’ve finished up in the bathroom,” he said.

“Great,” I said. “I’ve got a check for you….”

“No,” Tom shook his head, chuckling. “You won’t be paying us that way.”

All of a sudden, they were grabbing me. All four of them. I cried out, kicking, but they had my legs, they had my arms, they had my head and my stomach. My heart went cold with fear – and my pussy went hot with arousal. What the fuck! I always dreamed of something like this but now that it was actually happening…

“Now, listen up,” Tom said as the men lay me out on the bed, holding me to the mattress while I stared up in dumb horror. “We found your little diary.”

Oh no! Not that! All my darkest desires…the little stories I wrote so I could touch myself later…dreaming of huge men raping my tight young body, filling me with their cum…

“We like it when women struggle,” Scott said, grinning down at me. I could barely breathe, my lungs constricting even as my pussy dripped. Rob reached out and grabbed my tits, making me squirm and arch my back and cry out again – this time, in pleasure. I couldn’t deal with this! There was no way I was going to let these men take advantage of me! Even if my body was heating up with desire at the very thought of it, even if I was moaning as Rob kneaded and pinched my nipples.

“We’re gonna make all those dirty dreams of yours come true,” Tom said, tossing my leather diary onto the bed beside me. “You won’t need that once we’re done with you. You’ll have my number on speed dial, and you’ll be begging for us to come back and rape your dirty little snatch again.”

My legs were spread wide, and Mike’s fingers darted up my leg, under my skirt, to my pussy.

“Ha! She’s drenched!”

The men laughed at me, Rob still torturing my chest with his huge, powerful hands. Their bodies showed signs of their day’s labor, dirt and sweat making them reek of manly force. Tom came to stand at the foot of my bed, looking down at me.

“Now, if you really want us to stop…”

Suddenly, Rob grabbed my shirt and ripped; his massive muscles tore the fabric easily, until I was bare from the waist up. If only I’d worn a bra! But I’d thought I was safe in the comfort of my own home…

“…you’ll have to say so. Now or never, baby.”

I opened my mouth to tell him to stop – like I even believed he would – but just then Rob and Scott both grabbed my bare breasts, their warm, rough hands drawing me into a heated frenzy. Between my legs, Mike’s fingers pushed my panties to the side and thrust into my slit. Bucking, I moaned in pleasure at the way they treated me like a toy, an object for their pleasure.

“You’re not gonna tell us to stop, are you?” Tom teased, grabbing my ankles. “Because you like it. You like the idea of letting four burly men fuck every single one of your holes. I bet you’re not even on the pill, but you’re gonna let us cum in you. You’re gonna be the perfect little broodmare, aren’t you?”

“W-wait…” I moaned, but my hips were jerking against Mike’s hand, fucking myself on his fingers. “P-please…”

“Please what?” Tom chided. To my shock, a dick appeared over my face. Scott must have unzipped himself while I was busy, and now his huge, throbbing member dangled right above me. A pearly drop of pre-cum swelled at the tip, then dripped down into my mouth. I groaned at the taste.

“Please what?” Tom barked. Mike fucked me harder, his fingers digging deep into my cunt and forcing me to feel pleasure like I’d never known before. “Say stop right now, or…”

“I’m g-g-gonna cum….” I moaned, my body shaking as my muscles tensed. Scott released my breast and 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 Mike’s hand as my lips latched onto Scott’s cock and sucked deeply, the sensation so satisfying that my eyes rolled back into my head.

“I think we’ve got a winner, boys,” Tom chuckled. And he was right. I was going to let these men fuck me until I went blind. They were going to fill my pussy with so much cum that I’d drip for days.

Someone grabbed my skirt and ripped it down, taking my panties with it. The hands holding me down loosened, but I didn’t struggle anymore. Instead, I sucked Tom’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.

Rob lifted me until he could fondle both my tits from behind as I sucked his friend’s dick, pinching my nipples and rubbing my tits in hard circles. Mike grabbed my hips, pulling me into place so that I was on my knees in the middle of the four men, who began to strip. Their bodies were cut like marble, all hard abs and hard cocks. They were all huge, too, and my pussy dripped again as I admired their size.

“We’re gonna breed the shit out of you,” Tom laughed, slapping my ass. I went pink, gasping as Scott pulled back, trailing saliva from the tip of his dick to my lips. “You go ahead and pretend you don’t want it. Pretend all you like. We know that a little slut like you only lives to be bred.”

I groaned as their hands returned to my now-naked body, grabbing and pinching everywhere. They blocked out the light, throwing me into an ecstatic and tortured darkness. This was really happening. I was really about to be gangraped and impregnated by these huge men. Juice dribbled down my thighs at the thought. Their cocks rubbed against my body, the plushy heads and hard shafts hot against my flesh. Pre-cum dripped from their dicks, sliding across my skin, turning me into a living slip-and-slide for their enjoyment.

“I need that mouth again,” I heard Scott say, and suddenly my lips were around his cock once more. Instinctively, I sucked him deep while the rest of the men kept playing with my vulnerable body. Scott grabbed me by the back of my head, thrusting into my throat as my spit dripped down my throat and lathed his shaft. I gagged, and tears spilled from my eyes as he raped my throat.

“Slut hog,” Tom laughed, and suddenly I felt myself ripped from Scott’s cock. Tom’s dick filled my mouth next, taking advantage of how sloppy my face had become, sliding right into my throat with a groan. He was bigger, and had a more distinct taste. Someone grabbed one of my wrists and I felt a cock slide into my palm; soon, I was on my knees, jerking Mike and Rob off while I alternated sucking Tom and Scott’s cocks. They held my thighs so I could keep my balance, and never once let 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 Scott off. The men used me like that, passing me back and forth like a bag of chips, each taking as much as they could before another demanded their turn. By the time Mike’s cock began to twitch and swell in my mouth, I wasn’t even sure whose cock I was sucking.

I groaned as he thrust my face into his pubes, forcing himself deep into my throat and unleashing a wave of cum. Burst after burst choked me, spilling from my lips as I desperately tried to swallow it instead of choke on it. His cum dripped down my chin and onto my tits; I felt something burst in my hand as someone else came on me; Tom grabbed my head and forced it up, jerking his own cock against my tongue while I looked up at him. He burst into my mouth, grinning as he watched me swallow every drop of his salty, hot seed.

I still had some of his cum left to swallow when Scott grabbed my head, thrust into my mouth, and added his load to the collection in my aching stomach. One by one, they dropped away, cocks half-limp, watching me try to recover. I was a mess, panting and covered in cum and spit. There was no way they’d want to fuck me now, right? And how could they, when they’d all just cum? I was off the hook – which was good, since that took everything I had. It was so much harder in real life than in my fantasies…

“Not bad for a start,” Tom grinned, holding his cock again and jerking it slowly. Someone grabbed me from behind, and I yelped as I felt a hard cock sliding between my legs. How?! The shaft slid between my lips, not entering me but rubbing my clit, my juices covering it as the men watched, each jerking himself back to an erection.

“All night,” Scott promised from behind. He was the one holding me and teasing my cunt with his huge cock. “We’re gonna fuck you all night, girl. Been a long time since we met a willing breedslut.”

“Wh..what does that…m-mean?” I gasped, melting in his strong grip as he tortured my aching slit.

“What do you think it means?” Mike laughed. “We’re gonna knock you up. And when you’re all nice and pregnant, we’re gonna keep fucking you. Your tits will be huge by then. You’re gonna be our own little fuck princess, alright? We’re gonna keep you pregnant for the rest of your slutty little life, got it?”

I quaked, nearly collapsing as his words drove me towards a climax I didn’t want. I couldn’t let that happen. I had a future ahead of me! I wasn’t going to let these men rape me and knock me up and ruin my future!

“No use fighting it,” Scott whispered in my ear. He shifted until I felt his cock finally land against my slit. I moaned as he moved forward an inch, spreading me wide. “We know you want it.”

With that, he suddenly drove forward, filling me with one thrust until I screamed and came. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure. The men laughed at the sight of me giving in to my pleasure, and before I knew it I was on my back on the bed again. Scott was still between my legs, and now he grabbed my thighs, thrusting them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

Rob straddled my stomach, his cock hard again. I was so distracted by the pleasure in my pussy I barely noticed as he started fucking my tits, holding them tightly together while he slid his cock in and out. His fingers pinched my nipples, and as Scott pulsed inside me, another wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Fuck, yeah, nice and tight when she cums,” I heard him groan, and gasped as a burst of warm cum splashed against my womb. He jerked inside me, thrusting again and again, filling me deeper and deeper. He wasn’t wearing a condom! These guys really meant to get me pregnant! Oh no!

“Shit,” Scott groaned, pulling out. “Gotta feel that, boys…”

Rob shifted down my body, covering it with his hard muscle, his cock finding purchase in my dripping slit.

“W-wait, please, wait,” I moaned, needing to think, needing to stop for just a second and…

No such luck. He drove in; and then he flipped over. I screamed as my body slid down his cock. I was on top now, straddling him, his cock lodged against my cervix. His strong hands on my hips started moving my body up and down, using me like a fuck toy. Someone came up behind me, pushed me forward onto my hands, and started sliding his cock between my ass cheeks. I groaned as they used my body; the man behind me grabbed my tits and kneaded them, using them almost like reins to force my body against his. I felt something hard pressing against my asshole.

“N-no, wait, not there, please…”

“Too late,” Tom’s voice came from behind me; he shoved, and my ass split wide with his cock. I screamed again, but the sensation was so amazing that I started cumming immediately. I was being fucked in both holes at once, and it was so good. I loved it and starting shifting my hips to feel it deeper. Scott grabbed my head, forcing his now-limp cock into my mouth.

“Need some help here, darling,” he said. I started sucking him, letting the men fill every hole, raping me until I came again and again. Rob came first, exploding into my unprotected cunt; the sensation drove me to climax as Scott’s cock swelled in my throat. Mike sat on the bed, then switched places with Rob, my body shivering as he impaled me on his cock. Scott grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled his cock out, slapping it against my cheek as he forced me to look up at him. Tom fucked my ass harder with each stroke, while Mike slammed into me from below.

“Shit!” Tom barked as he rammed into my ass and unleashed his cum, filling my virgin asshole for the first time. Cum was dripping from every hole by then, and by the time Mike burst into my womb I was sure that they must be done. They all pulled away, leaving me shuddering and dripping on the bed. Scott’s cock was hard again, and he jerked it slowly over my body.

“N-no more…” I moaned, panting, body buzzing.

“Aw,” Tom said. “But we’re not done. See, we took these special pills…and well, see for yourself.”

I managed to lift my head enough to see that all the men were getting hard again. No way! Even so, I couldn’t take any more. I would get pregnant for sure, and I didn’t want that.

Right?

“Don’t you want to be taken care of?” Scott said, grabbing my aching body in his hands and flipping me over with a yelp. A second later and he was ripping my thighs apart and plunging into me from behind. “You think we’d get you pregnant and just leave you to yourself?”
 

“No, beautiful,” Mike said, stepping forward to claim my mouth. I looked up at him, groggy and dizzy and about to cum again from the way Scott pounded my pussy. “We’ll take good care of you. You’ll never have to work again. Isn’t that nice?”

My denial was muffled by his cock sliding into my throat and pulsing. Scott leaned forward, taking my tits in his hands once more.

They’re going to breed me like a farm animal, I realized. They’re going to keep me as their little pet…a show dog to produce little babies…

I moaned, eyes rolling back, as the thought triggered yet another climax. Yes. Oh god, yes. I wanted to be their little fucktoy. Their broodmare. I wanted to spend the rest of my life feeling their hard cocks jackhammering in my pussy, raping my throat…

“She’s coming around,” Tom said. My hips bucked up against Scott, driving him deeper into my pussy. His cock rammed against my cervix and burst, his cum slamming right up into my womb. Rob pushed Scott to the side almost before he was done, eager for his turn. My eyes rolled up to meet Mike’s, and he grinned as he came again, letting me swallow yet another huge, hot salty load of cum. One by one they mounted me, like stallions or dogs in heat, each taking their turn to pump their seed into my fertile womb.

My face, pressed into the sheets, was numb with pleasure as each insemination made me cum harder than the last. I don’t know how long it lasted, or how many times they came inside me. All I know is that Tom was the last. The rest of the men fell away and he flipped me over, looking down with satisfaction. I was covered head to toe in spit and cum. My stomach sloshed with seed, my pussy leaked down my thighs.

“Not bad,” he said. “For a first breeding.”

His hard cock dangled over my body, casting a shadow on my stomach. I moaned, grinding my ass against the sheets, desperate for more. I was an addict. I just wanted to be fucked again, to have more cum pumped into my pussy.

“Beg me,” he grinned, enjoying how I’d turned into a wanton slut so easily for them.

“Please, Tom,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me.”

“You’re gonna be a good girl for us?” He asked, jerking himself, a drop of pre-cum sliding down to my belly, making my mouth water. I nodded.

“Whenever we want to rape your pussy, you’re gonna let us, right? Or your throat, or your ass?”

“Yes, Tom, please,” I groaned, reaching up for his cock so I could jerk it for him. He let me, watching my desperate eyes focus on the tip of his cock.

“Well, alright,” he said. “If you insist.”

He moved between my legs, grabbing my shins and forcing my knees up against my chest. I sighed in satisfaction as he pressed his cock against my dripping slit. He plowed forward, driving himself to the hilt inside me. I cried out, my pussy stretching to fit his girth and the ferocity of his thrusts.

“You’re ours,” he growled, jackhammering between my legs. “Just another bitch in the stable. Right?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I cried, thrusting my hips up to meet his pumps. He leaned down and bit at my breasts, suckling my flesh as he forced himself against my womb and exploded. My vision went black and I clenched all over, my calves closing around his waist to pull him even deeper. I wanted to give him whatever he wanted. I’d be barefoot and pregnant if it meant I got to experience these men again. Pounding, hot, violent cum splashed against my pussy walls until he was empty. Pulling out, my pussy and thighs were coated in white.

“I think she’s about done for the night,” Scott said. I groaned, limp and lifeless on the bed. My breasts heaved with each panting breath.

“Looks like it,” Tom said. I looked over at the men as they started to get dressed.

“What…what happens…now?” I asked. “Are you coming back?”

Mike threw me a grin.

“Oh, yeah, princess,” he said. “Every day until  you’re too big to fuck.”

“You got a job, right?”

I nodded.

“Not anymore. Quit. You work for us now. All you gotta do is make yourself available whenever we feel like taking our frustrations out on you.”

Moaning, I rolled over, grinding my mound against the sheets, loving the feel of their cum sloshing inside.

“Damn,” Rob licked his lips as he watched me. “Maybe her ass…”

“Nah,” Tom said. “We got places to be, remember?”

“Get some sleep,” Mike advised. “We’ll be back bright and early to make sure you get another dose of fucking.”

He slapped my ass before walking out of the room. One by one, they left, until I was alone. Drenched in sweat and spit and cum. All I meant to do was get new tiles put in, but now I was a pussy-for-hire. A breeding toy. A cum dumpster whose only responsibility was sucking and fucking as much dick as I could. I groaned into my pillow, biting down on it as I brought my hands between my legs, feeling how wet they’d left me.

I couldn’t wait ‘til morning.

Six Months Later

“Fucking nice,” Mike growled, reaching down to grab my swollen tits as he hammered into my pussy. My round belly posed no obstacle for him, and I sucked Rob’s swollen cock while Mike ravaged me from behind. Rob had my hair in his fist, thrusting his hips against my face and sliding his fat dick down my throat. I’d gotten really good at deepthroating ever since my training began. Tom and Scott stood on either side of me, their cocks in my hand as I pumped them steadily. Not enough to cum, just for them to stay hard until it was time for them to fuck me, too.

“Shit,” Mike barked. “I wanna cum in her ass.”

I moaned in pleasure as his cock moved from my pussy to my ass, slamming through my rosebud and immediately erupting when I clenched around his shaft. His balls slapped against my dripping slit as he jerked and came, filling me with his seed. The look of ecstasy on my face has Rob groaning and spilling into my throat, giving me shot after shot of hot cum to swallow.

“Mmm,” I said, licking my lips. “Thank you, baby.”

“More where that came from,” Scott laughed, grabbing me and forcing my lips around his cock while Tom moved around to fuck me.

“Won’t be able to do this for much longer,” Tom lamented. “At least not until after.”

“You can still fuck my ass though, right?” I whined, aghast at the thought of going even a single day without a cock inside me.

“Maybe,” Tom said. “Or maybe we’ll just have to get a new girl to fill your place.”

“We might hire you out after,” Scott said, his cock making it impossible to reply. “You know how much some men will pay to suck a new mom’s titties? Make us a fortune. You’d like that, right baby? It would make us happy.”

I nodded and murmured as best I could while still sucking his cock into my throat. Whatever they wanted.

“Good girl,” Scott said. Tom slammed into my pussy and I groaned, eyes rolling back as my body jerked in pleasure. “All ours, right?”

“Mmmrgfff,” I groaned, drooling onto Scott’s balls, nose pressed into his pubes as they pinned my swollen body between them. It was my favorite place to be. I loved the way my tits grew over the past few months, and knowing that one of them was the father of my baby. I couldn’t wait to do it all over again, as soon as possible. Being a breeding toy was the best thing that ever happened to me. And to think, I wasn’t even sure I wanted it at first!


Tied Up and Teamed

I just wanted to be cool. 


I wasn’t cool in high school. I was a nerd. Glasses, no fashion sense, always with my nose in a book. The full stereotype. Never even had a boyfriend. Which was crazy, considering I have C-cup breasts and a tiny waist, long red hair and blue eyes. I just got so scared to talk to boys that I wound up running away, or turning them off. 

But when I got to college, I decided it was time for a change. I figured I could re-invent myself. Why not? No one knew me. They didn’t know I stayed in every weekend to watch Star Trek with my Daddy. I could be whoever I wanted to be!

And I wanted to be a cheerleader.

Well, not exactly a cheerleader, but like a cheerleader. You can’t really be a cheerleader in college if you weren’t one in high school. It’s pretty competitive. But I didn’t care about the pom-poms or the school spirit. I just wanted the popularity. I wanted to be invited to parties, and have people to eat lunch with, and all the stuff I missed out on in high school.

Luckily, my roommate was really cool. She was a year older than me. I was 18, she was 19. She took a year off between high school and college. She was a cheerleader. I was so lucky to be assigned to her room, I literally jumped for joy after meeting her.

Tammy told me it was all about attitude.

And, of course, a healthy dose of looks.

Things were going okay in my first month, but I really didn’t feel popular yet. I only came to parties because Tammy was invited, and I never made any friends at them. I didn’t like to drink, which was a big problem. I also didn’t know how to talk to boys, which was another. Tammy could only give me so much help before she had to have her own fun.

One night, we were invited to the football team’s house party. Tammy told me, in no uncertain terms, that this was my best chance at being popular. If I got in good with the football team, I’d be a real campus queen bee in no time.

So, since I wasn’t into drinking, I decided that I’d make a splash at the party by flirting. I got all dolled up in a tiny, black strapless shirt and pink miniskirt and giant “fuck-me” heels. Tammy approved, and so did I when I looked in the mirror. I hoped the football players would approve, too.

And boy, did they ever!

I never got so many looks in my life! I guess I dressed pretty conservatively most of the time, even when I thought I was revealing too much skin. Because as soon as we walked into the party, all eyes were on us. Even better, all eyes were on me.

Unfortunately, all hands were on me, too.

I was getting a lot of unwanted butt slaps as we walked through the party, meeting people on our way to the keg. Of course, I didn’t make a big deal about it. I couldn’t make a scene at the football party! So I just smiled and giggled like Tammy did, batting my eyelashes all flirty, taking her lead.

Eventually, we wound up talking to a couple of guys who seemed really cool. Josh was a quarterback and Kurt was a linebacker. Josh was really cute, and he was definitely interested in me. I could feel my old instincts kicking in, telling me to act weird or run away, but I fought them down. I was going to be cool, dammit! And maybe Josh would want to be my boyfriend. How cool would I be with a guy like him on my arm?

Which is why, when he asked if I wanted to go someplace more private, I said yes. I knew that was probably code for a room to make out in. Well, I’d never been kissed, but I could certainly pretend! Kissing wasn’t a big deal. If it got me Josh’s attention, I’d even kiss with tongue.

Josh brought me into a big room on the first floor, right near the dance floor. It was a nice room but it was pretty bare. Just a bed, really. As soon as the door was closed, he came to me, wrapping his arms around my waist and diving in for a kiss. I prepared myself, closed my eyes, and felt him touch down. To my surprise, I didn’t really feel any butterflies or anything, just a nice warm sensation. I pretended like I knew what I was doing, kissing him back.

But it seemed like we only kissed for a second before he was pushing his tongue against my lips, forcing his way into my mouth, jamming his whole tongue in my throat! I opened my eyes, surprised at how fast we were moving. He began to walk me backwards until I hit the bed and sat down with a plop. At least that ended the kissing.

Little did I know, it was just beginning.

Josh leaned over me, kissing my neck and all the flesh he could reach above my shirt. I moaned, kind of liking it now that he wasn’t trying to jam his tongue down my throat. I even let him play with my shirt a little bit. I could feel my body responding to his kisses. It was really interesting, feeling the heat rush through my body. I let my mind go blank and tried to enjoy it.

Before I knew it, my shirt was off. He lunged at my breasts, sucking my nipples between his lips before I could protest. I thought we might kiss some more or something but…he was so popular, how could I stop him? Besides, it kind of felt good. My nipples were getting all hard in his mouth, his hands cupped them from below and from the sides, squishing them around in circles as he covered them in wet kisses.

“These are nice,” he growled, pushing me back onto the bed with a bounce. “Let’s see what else you’ve got.”

“What else…?” I asked, not following him at all. He rolled his eyes, towering over me in his uniform.

“Take off your skirt,” he said. “Get naked for me. I want to see you all spread out on that bed.”

Oh, boy. That was moving really fast! I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. No one had ever seen me naked before, or even touched me between my legs. I bit my lip, looking up at him.

“Can’t we just kiss for a while?” I asked. “Maybe I could touch your…”

I looked at the bulge in his pants, but couldn’t bring myself to say any of the dirty words I knew he’d want to hear.

“My cock?” he supplied for me, grinning wickedly. “No, bitch. There’s time for that later. Right now, I want to lick that pussy of yours.”

Lick it?! Why on earth would he want to do that?

“Don’t tell me you’ve never had a guy go down on you before,” Josh laughed, stepping forward. I didn’t think to stop him as he grabbed my skirt, taking it off for me since I wasn’t doing it myself.

“N-no,” I said. “I haven’t?”

He was working on my panties, but he looked up at me, one eyebrow raised.

“That a question, princess? Shit, you’re really innocent, aren’t you? Have you ever even had sex before?”

Blinking, I shook my head no. Was that weird? Or bad? I didn’t know…

He grinned so wide I knew it was the right answer. But then he ripped my panties off so hard and fast that I gasped. This was it! I was naked! Josh grabbed my knees and ripped them apart.

“Hey,” he said. “Are you gonna squirm and fight a lot? Cause that’s no fun. Here…”

He stepped back and opened a drawer next to the bed. He pulled out some weird, short ropes and waved them in my face.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed, alright? Say okay, or I won’t do it. But I have to tell you, I really don’t like it when a girl doesn’t know what she’s doing and moves all around…”

“Yes! Okay!” I said. I really needed this to happen so Josh would like me and I could become popular. “Tie me up.”

He grinned again. Soon, I was spread eagled on the bed, all my limbs tied to a bed post. My stomach flipped as he stood back to admire his handiwork.

“Do I look okay?” I asked, my voice squeaking. He laughed.

“You look perfect,” he said. The next thing I knew, he was diving between my spread legs. I could feel him breathing on my pussy. It felt…good. Like I wanted something more than just his breath. I closed my eyes and tried to relax.

But then I felt his tongue slip inside me, and I cried out. Relaxing was the last thing I could do as he began to lick me up and down, sticking his tongue inside my virgin slit and then up to my clit. Automatically, I felt hot all over, and really wet down there – not just from his mouth, either. Josh’s tongue circled my clit, my limbs straining in their ties. I felt something else press against my slit; not his tongue, his finger!

Nothing had ever been inside me, and I moaned as he pushed through all my tightness. My thighs ached to clench around his head, my hips jerking upward to try and get more of the sensation he was giving me. He laughed into my pussy.

“Desperate little slut,” he murmured, then began to lick me faster, sucking it between his lips as his finger curled and pumped inside me. He couldn’t force them past my innocence, but every place he touched inside me felt like it was lit up like Christmas lights.

He growled, closing his teeth over my clit, just very gently. I cried out as the feeling hit me. I felt a deep pressure inside my tummy, something I’d never felt before. Panting, I was short of breath and dizzy. My cheeks were on fire. He kept sucking my clit, hard and fast, flicking it with his tongue. His fingers stabbed into me, pressing against my walls.

“Oh, my God,” I moaned. “Oh,  Josh, that feels really good…please, I…I need…oh, God,” I could barely speak as the pressure exploded and the whole world fell down around me. It was like I wasn’t even tied to the bed anymore, my body floating somewhere above it, tingling all over as I came for the first time ever. I got his fingers all wet, and as he pulled away he wiped at his lips.

“Virgins taste good,” he observed. “All nice and pure.”

“Josh,” I moaned, coming down from my peak. “That was a…an orgasm?”

He laughed at me again, and I looked up. He knelt between my legs. As I watched, he fiddled with his jeans; a second later, and he was holding his cock in his hand, stroking it. I must have looked crazy, my eyes bugging out of my head. It was huge! As thick as my arm and long!

“Yeah, that was an orgasm,” he said. “Now, it’s my turn.”

Sliding down, he slid the head of his cock between my wet lips. I moaned as he rubbed it against my clit.

“Ready?” Josh said through a grin. I gulped. I wasn’t really ready at all. I was really scared. Even though he’d already made me feel so good with his tongue, I didn’t think it would feel good to have that big, throbbing cock stabbing into my virgin slit.

“I..guess so…” I said. “Yeah. Just do it, please.”

He was stroking his cock, getting it wet with my juices, looking down at me, seeming a little frustrated.

“Doesn’t sound like you really want it,” he chided. Something shiny and wet dripped from his cock onto my tummy. “Maybe I should find someone who’ll ask for it like a proper slut…”

“No!” I said. “I really want it, Josh. Please, I don’t want to be a virgin anymore. Will you fuck me, please? I need it. I’m begging you!”

“When you put it that way,” he laughed, and then dropped down to hover over me. I could feel the big head of his cock against my entrance. I hoped he would go nice and slow, take his time fucking me for the first time. I grit my teeth in anticipation. When he stabbed into me, he did it ruthlessly, making me scream my pain into the room. My whole body shuddered in agony as he ripped my hymen apart and buried his nine-inch cock into  my virgin pussy. He drove it in, struggling to push it through my tightness, until he was balls-deep.

Almost immediately, he began to thrust. Hard, and fast. My arms ached from being stretched to the bedposts, but not as much as my pussy ached from the sudden and painful experience of losing my virginity. Josh reached down, grabbing my tits to keep them from bouncing as he drilled into me.

“This pussy is so tight,” he said. “God, I love the way it feels.”

“Thanks, Josh,” I moaned, so pleased that he was enjoying my body even if I wasn’t. I watched his face get redder and redder as he pounded me, his mouth sneering down. His hands squeezed and rubbed my breasts, and then he threw his head back and pulled himself all the way out of me.

Grabbing his cock, he pumped it over my body. Suddenly, jets of hot, sticky cum sprayed from his cock onto my prone body. It covered my tits and my stomach, even getting onto my face a little bit. He seemed to have an endless supply of it, it just kept coming, until I was coated in it. He groaned, panting as he let go of his cock.

“That was pretty good,” he said with a grin. “Did you like it?”

“Uh,” I said, trying to figure out what the best response would be. “Yeah, I loved it! It was great. I wish we could do it again…”

Maybe that was the wrong thing to say. Because Josh got this look in his eyes that I didn’t really know if I liked. Suddenly, he was jumping off the bed and going to the door. He opened it, the sounds of the party entering the room. He was buck naked, but he didn’t seem to care. Even worse, he didn’t care that anyone could see me, spread out and covered in jizz!

“Hey guys!” he roared into the crowd. “Get in here!”

What?! Who was he inviting in here? And why? Was he going to untie me, let me get dressed, or at least cover me up?

Nope. I watched in growing fear as the door opened wider and guys began to enter. At least five of them, thought it was hard to keep track. I was too busy trying to avoid their lecherous gazes.

“I like the looks of this!” One of them, Cody from the football team, said. He was a huge black guy, a linebacker. I recognized the others, too. There was James and Tyler and Kurt and Brock. Cody and James were black, the rest of the guys were white. I didn’t recognize the other guys in the room, but they all looked alike: huge, beefy, and smiling down at me.

“Alice here was just initiated into the world of sex,” Josh laughed. “She liked it so much, she said she wanted more! Right, Alice?”

No way! This was too much! Was I supposed to take all of these guys? At once? That was impossible! But I did already lie about what I wanted, and I didn’t want to embarrass myself any more than I already was…

“Y-yes,” I squeaked.

“Well, I for one don’t want to fuck her until she’s cleaned up,” Kurt said, gesturing to my cum-covered body. He looked out the door into the party, reached out and grabbed something – or someone. A high-pitched laugh filled the air, and I watched in amazement as a bikini-clad girl was dragged into the room.

“Hey, Audrey,” the guys said. “Wanna have some fun?”

She was blonde, with huge tits that were barely covered by the string bikini.

“Uh-huh!” she nodded enthusiastically, and before I could blink she was half-naked. Her top disappeared, and her bottoms quickly followed. Turning around to face the guys, she offered her body up to them like a buffet. “Who’s first?”

“Actually,” Cody said, spinning her around. “She is.”

“Oooh,” Audrey squealed. “Fun! Looks yummy. Who’s cum is that?”

“Mine,” Josh said proudly.

“Mmm,” Audrey hummed, approaching me. “You had a lot. Hi, honey.”

She barely looked at me, but she leaned down and I felt her tongue slide across my stomach, licking up the cum that coated me. I cried out in surprise as she knelt between my legs and began to kiss and lick me all over.

This was better than anything Josh did to me. I started panting, her tongue was so warm and soft as it licked all over my tummy, lapping up the cum as she worked her way towards my breasts. The guys watched, laughing and pointing at Audrey’s lewd display. When she got to my breasts, I groaned, throwing my head back in pleasure. She sucked my nipples, cleaning me from top to bottom, swallowing all Josh’s cum into her throat.

I wanted her to keep licking and sucking my breasts forever. I could feel myself dripping between my legs, that same crazy sensation making my hips jerk. But she kept moving up, until her lips were on mine, kissing me deeply. I could feel her pussy grinding against mine, wet and hot.

“Alright, this is way too hot,” James said, and suddenly he was approaching the bed, yanking Audrey off me and pushing her up against the wall. I watched in blind stupor as he ripped his huge cock free and spread her legs, slamming himself inside her.

“Ooooh, yes,” Audrey cried as the huge black football player fucked her bare pussy. My eyes widened. It didn’t feel that good when Josh fucked me! James reached around and grabbed Audrey’s breasts, squeezing them tight as he rammed into her. I was so absorbed in watching Audrey moan and writhe as James split her open that I barely noticed when the ties around my arms and ankles were suddenly removed.

“What…?” I asked, realizing for the first time that while Audrey and James were fucking, the rest of the crowd had taken their clothes off and was surrounding me. Now that I was untied, my body was free to move around – or be moved around. I didn’t try to fight them, knowing I never could and unwilling to ask them to stop. I thought that would be way more embarrassing than just getting through it. And besides, maybe I could learn to like it, the way Audrey did?

Two of the guys grabbed me up by my arms, and yanked me up onto my knees. My back bent as they pulled me towards them, my breasts thrust upward as my back arched. Cody and Kurt stood in front of me, grinning as my body was put on full display. My fear built under their lewd gazes, until Cody reached forward and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned in pleasure at his rough hold, and when Kurt grabbed my other breast I squirmed.

They leaned in, closing their mouths over my nipples, crouching next to me on the bed. Fondling my tits from below while their friends held me in place, they sucked and bit at my flesh, making my body go warm all over. I could still hear the smacking sounds of James ripping into Audrey, and her moans of pleasure. They made me feel even warmer, and I knew my wet pussy was starting to drip down my thighs. I closed my eyes and focused on how good it felt to have both breasts sucked and played with at once. 


When I opened my eyes, I nearly cried out in surprise. Tyler was standing on the bed, his hard cock inches from my face. Just as he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head forward, someone grabbed my wet slit and dug their fingers inside me. I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came out because Tyler was filling my mouth with his cock. Just the head, but enough that my surprise had my head jerking back. 

I’d never had a dick in my mouth before, and I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of it! But I found that I couldn’t move my head. Just like my arms, someone was holding my head in place. At the same time, those fingers inside me were thrusting, making me feel something I’d never felt before. Slower and smaller than Josh, I finally had the chance to enjoy the sensation of something inside me. And I was really enjoying it. Especially with James and Kurt sucking my tits. They were making me feel so good, I decided the least I could do was be a good little slut and suck Tyler’s cock.

I looked up at him and relaxed my jaw, letting him slide forward. He thrust slowly in and out of my mouth while my tongue lapped at it. My nostrils flared in a struggle to get enough breath as he went deeper, and spit dripped down my chin. My tongue seemed to know what to do even if I didn’t, rolling around the head and shaft whenever Tyler pulled out and thrust forward again. He fucked my mouth almost as hard as Josh had fucked my pussy.

But all the while, the fingers between my legs thrust and curled inside me, making my hips jerk. When I felt another finger dip down between my lips and flick my clit, my eyes popped wide open. Letting the boys finger-fuck me while Tyler raped my throat was so sexy that I was shuddering, and the more those fingers flicked and circled and teased my swollen clit, the more I felt like I was going to explode.

Tyler groaned, one hand on the top of my head now, supporting himself as he buried his cock deep into my throat and burst. Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted into my mouth. The fingers inside me jabbed upward and curled, and the sensations pushed me over the edge. I came, my head rolling back, Tyler’s dick still spurting cum onto my lips and face as I moaned and shook in pleasure. The hands holding my head relaxed, but Tyler fisted a handful of my hair as he came on my face, pumping himself dry as I desperately licked and swallowed every drop I could reach.

I was barely recovered when they moved me, pushing me down onto all fours, and then even harder, so that my face and breasts were squished into the mattress, my ass in the air. Moaning, I felt a hot, hard cock against my dripping slit. Still spasming from my climax, the penetration had me groaning, hips pushing back to drive him deeper.

I was still so tight that taking it all the way inside me was hard, my pussy clenching in protest as it stabbed forward. But finally I felt it fill me all the way, balls smacking against my thighs. I managed to look behind me and saw Cody behind me, his big black chest heaving as he pushed his cock into my tight slit. He grinned, watching me watch him, and slapped my ass.

“Like this big black dick, don’t you?”

“Uh…” I moaned, unable to respond as he withdrew and thrust forward, long, slow strokes that made my head buzz. My hips thrust backwards, pump for pump. When I felt his hand move around my waist and find my clit, I screamed into the mattress.

I came again before I even knew what was happening, my pussy clenching around him and sucking his cock against my womb. Someone grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled, my body curving backwards as my face lifted off the mattress and I found myself with a mouthful of cock. I grabbed at the sheets for traction as I was filled at both ends, two cocks pumping in and out of me as fast as they wanted, using my body as a toy for their pleasure.

I could hear Audrey crying out over and over as the guys fucked her. I could see why she liked it so much now. When Cody groaned and burst inside me, filling my pussy with cum, I shuddered at the warmth of it. He held my ass in both hands, holding me still as he pumped against my womb. I realized, all too late, that I wasn’t on birth control. I never needed it! Now, I was letting every guy in this room take my pussy bareback, filling me with their cum!

I couldn’t worry about that now, though. It was too late anyway. My throat was raw as someone – Kurt – fucked it deep and hard with his huge cock. My pussy milked the cum from Cody’s black cock, and as soon as he pulled out another cock took its place, slamming hard into me, taking me fast right from the start. The bed suddenly shook, and when I pulled my eyes to the side I saw Audrey laid out on the bed, on her back, one cock filled her throat, the other between her legs.

She caught my eye, winked, and reached over to grab my tits, her other hand rubbing her own clit. Squeezing my breast from below, she forced me to cum again, just as Kurt spilled his cum into my belly. I swallowed every drop, loving the dirty, musky taste. I could hear the guy behind me, his balls smacking into my thighs, his grunting as he used my body for his pleasure. Finally, he yanked me towards him, forcing Kurt out of my mouth, and came inside me, adding to the cum that was already dripping from my cunt.

I watched as the guy fucking Audrey’s mouth sprayed her face with his seed, her tongue eagerly lapping at the head while he coated her nose and eyes. She moaned, shuddering, cumming as she swallowed his load. Impulsively, I leaned over her, kissing her, tasting the cum on her tongue and then licking it from her face, just like she’d done for me. Soon, we were tangled together, both moaning as we kissed and sucked each other, grinding our pussies together. I heard a chant starting up, and recognized the numbers but not their meaning.

“69! 69! 69!”

Was that a football player’s number? Or…

My question was answered as someone grabbed me, and lifted me, spinning me around so that I was face-down in Audrey’s slit. Even as I tried to make sense of what I was supposed to do, I felt Audrey lean up and suck my clit between her lips. Bucking in pleasure, I moaned into her folds and darted my tongue over her slick pussy.

She tasted like cum and sex, and I liked that taste. Lapping and sucking at her just as she did for me, I could feel her heat and her body squirming. I was lost in the sensation of having my pussy licked from below, and absorbed in trying to make Audrey feel good. Which explained why I didn’t notice when the next cock to enter me didn’t go for my pussy – it pressed against my ass.

“Wait!” I exclaimed when I realized, looking over my shoulder. James’ big, dark hands lay on my ass, spreading my cheeks wide, his cock nestled against my rosebud. “Please!”
 

“Please? If you say so,” he chuckled, misunderstanding me. I groaned in pain as he slipped down, spreading me wide as he penetrated my ass for the first time. Someone grabbed my head and pushed it down again, mashing it into Audrey’s pussy. She kept licking and sucking me, slipping her tongue into my slit and suckling my clit into her mouth.

The sensation was beautiful, but pain roared through me from James’ black cock splitting my virgin asshole in two. I focused on licking the cum from Audrey’s pussy instead of the pain. Audrey reached up, and I felt her forcing two fingers  into my tight pussy. Combined with James’ cock, I felt so stuffed full that I couldn’t breathe.

My body shook in protest while a fire burned in my stomach, pressure building as Audrey kept licking me expertly. She fucked my pussy with her fingers, James ramming into my ass. Suddenly, someone grabbed my head, and ripped it up. My open mouth spread wide as someone forced a cock inside it. I was being filled in all three holes, my clit throbbing as Audrey licked it.

I couldn’t stop the orgasm that ripped through me, James’ hot cum filling my ass at the same time that I shuddered and spasmed in dirty pleasure. Audrey lapped at my juices, the guy in my throat fucking me deep and hard. James slapped my ass as he pulled out, spraying a last rope of cum across my ass. Tears ran down my cheeks, spit running down my chin.

I closed my eyes and swallowed as yet another sticky, salty load of cum exploded into my throat. Audrey’s tongue moved up to my ass, licking James’ cum from my rosebud and cheeks. Shuddering, I felt one last orgasm rocket through me, my body aching from pleasure and worn out. The guy in front of me pushed back, and I rolled over, weak and limp, gasping for air.

I was done.

But they weren’t done with me.

It seemed like the whole party had gotten interested now. I didn’t even recognize any of the guys who came into the room to use me. Over and over again, I had every hole stuffed and filled. Audrey and I filled our stomachs with cum, licking each other clean and bringing each other to orgasm whenever the boys wanted to watch us.

It was morning before they finished with us. When I guzzled that last hot rope of cum into my aching stomach and fell back onto my side, panting, the sun was rising. Audrey was already asleep, her body sticky and coated in white. Mine didn’t look much better. Exhausted, I rolled beside her and closed my eyes.

I was asleep within seconds.

“Hey,” a voice interrupted my dreams. Blinking, confused, I woke with a jolt. “Have fun last night?”

Looking up, I recognized Josh. I smiled wide and nodded.

“Good, you were a real hit,” he said. “You’re gonna be the most popular girl on campus if you keep that up.”

“Really?” I blinked. “That’s all I wanted!”

“Goal accomplished,” Josh laughed. He reached for his jeans, quickly undoing them. “Now, how are you gonna thank me for making it happen for you?”

I knew just the thing…


Office Toy Auction

I feel like the waiting is taking forever. Daddy told me it wouldn’t be long, but it has been. Sitting here in the back, with my leash attached to a notch in the table, sitting upright on my knees and never losing the rigidity in my back, I fight the desire to squirm. Squirming isn’t good. I look up at Uncle. Not my real Uncle, any more than Daddy is my real Daddy. But they are my family, all the same. Or have been. Until now.

Now, at 19, I’m ready for my sale. Daddy adopted me a long time ago, and I’ve always known this was my fate. That doesn’t stop me from being nervous. Who will bid on me? What if no one bid on me? Would that be so bad? I could stay here, with Daddy and Uncle. I’ve only had a year to train myself in the skills I needed. Uncle, noting my anxiety, smiles down at me and pats my head.

“It’ll be alright, love,” he said. I purr, leaning in to his heavy hand. I glance furtively at the crotch of his pants. It always did calm me down, having something to occupy my mouth…

My sex responds to the thought. Will I never see Uncle again? Will this be my last time feeling the comfort of his presence?

It may seem that I am an unwilling participant in all this, but it’s not true. At 18, I was given the choice to be trained or to enter the world. I was not afraid to go to college, having been a brilliant student all through high school. But I wanted to be a toy. I wanted to have my future decided, my life given over to another’s control. I suppose I’ve always known that I wanted this. Nothing makes my mouth water or my pussy drip quite like the word Master.

While I’m thinking this, I don’t notice that Daddy has returned. When I see him, I rise to greet him, presenting a full view of my long, sloping, teenage body. My breasts, heavy and exposed, react immediately to his sight. My nipples harden. My shaved delta quivers, drips. I’ve yet to know the pleasure of Daddy’s cock entering me, and I know I may never know it. The buyers like virgins. But that doesn’t stop me from wanting it.

Daddy smiles at my eager greeting. He speaks to Uncle in low tones, and then unclips my leash.

“It’s time, love,” he says, and tugs gently on my leash. Dropping to all fours, my stomach in knots, I follow him. To the stage. Where bright lights blind me, and a crowd of strangers hoot in appreciation of my appearance. I blush and cringe, but I follow Daddy all the way to the center of the stage. Slowly, the men out there in the crowd begin to settle down. Daddy clicks his tongue and I assume my position, kneeling reverently at his feet.

“Next up we have Violet, a 19-year-old toy with lovely C-cup breasts, pink nipples with light areolas, and an impressive rear. Turn around, Violet.”

I obey, turning on my knees and dropping to all fours to show off my ass. Daddy reaches down to slap me, and I thrill in it.

“Violet is a virgin, but she has a particular fondness for sucking cock, and she very much enjoys spanking. Up, now.”

I rise and turn again so that Daddy can grab and slap at my breasts, making them jiggle and redden for the appreciating crowd. Daddy beckons to the wings of the stage. To my relief and joy, Uncle enters, holding a familiar chain.

“Violet also enjoys nipple clamps…”

My back arches as Uncle Barry applies the clamps, the pain shooting pleasure into my clit.

“And bondage, of course.”

Uncle produces handcuffs, and my hands are bound behind my back.

“Now, before we begin the bidding, a demonstration…”

Uncle grabs my head in his hands, huge fistfuls of hair. He unzips his pants. My heart leaps. His cock is soft, but that just makes it easier for me to fit it into my mouth and suck. Groaning, I let the taste of him fill my throat. With my hands bound behind me, I’m limited in my movement, and as Uncle’s cock grows in my mouth I struggle to find an angle that will be comfortable.

Meanwhile, I can feel Daddy moving about. I catch a glance of a leather crop in his hands. Uncle yanks on my hair, pulling all my attention back to his rapidly swelling dick. I slurp myself up and down on the shaft, lapping at every inch my tongue can reach.

I feel the sweet sensation of leather trailing along my creamy white flesh. And then the sharp sting as Daddy flicks it on my ass. My body jumps, but my mouth never leaves Uncle’s cock. How can it, when he holds me in place so tightly? I’m dripping wet, and I wonder if the bright stage lights show it off to the crowd. Daddy lashes me again, my pussy quivering. My nipples are aching and puffy from the clamps, and now Daddy reaches for the chain and yanks it, my cry muffled as Uncle slides his cock into my willing throat.

He pushes until my nose is pressed against his pubic hair, and thrusts even deeper, determined to fuck me until my throat is raw and my lungs are completely deprived of oxygen. Tears streak down my cheeks as Daddy smacks me again and again, in time to Uncle’s thrusts. My body is abused between them. My arousal grows and grows, Uncle’s scent filling my nose, Daddy’s familiar force on my backside. Finally, I’m squirming and moaning.

Daddy sees my need and slaps the crop between my legs, against my throbbing clit. I buck, spilling juices down my thighs. Eyes rolling up to Uncle, I see he’s preparing to cum in my throat. Daddy slides the crop between my legs again and I shake, knees going weak, grinding myself against the leather. Uncle’s cock throbs, then bursts, and he fills my throat.

Daddy slaps my clit one more time and I collapse, thrusting my hips against the air, cumming while Uncle fills my belly with his seed. The crowd appreciates this. Uncle rips himself from my mouth, cum and saliva trailing from my lips. My nipples are numb now, my shoulders beginning to ache from my hands bound behind my back. I am turned back to the crowd, Uncle holding me up by my hair since my body is weak from climax.

Daddy turns to the audience as well, and his voice fills the room.

"Now we’ll start the bidding at $100."
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$2,000.

That’s how much I am worth. Not too bad, for a 19-year-old virgin’s lifelong sexual servitude.

I spend one last night with Daddy and the rest of the daughters. Those of us who have been sold sleep with him in his bed, cuddling close together for the last time. In the morning, we are dressed in identical black robes and handed over to the men who will deliver us to our futures.

I am dropped off like a package in front of a nondescript office building. It is too early in the morning for any normal 9-5 worker to be around, but when my deliverer knocks on the door, a man answers it. Wearing a blue fitted suit, he has brown hair and what some might consider “kind eyes”.

They aren’t quite so kind when he sees me.

“Aha,” he says. “A bit late, aren’t you?”

He is looking at me while he says it, but it’s clear that he’s speaking to the man who is at my side, holding a form to be signed.

“Traffic,” my handler says, holding out the clipboard. This must be Master.

“Right,” he says, scribbling his name. “Well, thanks. Come on, slave.”

Now, he is definitely speaking to me, and holding the door open. I cast one final look over my shoulder, at the car that brought me here. The car that could just as easily bring me home to Daddy. But it won’t. It never will. This is my home now. Wherever Master is, that is my home.

I follow Master through a small office with very few cubicles, into a partially-obscured inner office. One wall is glass, and on the other side I can see what appears to be a conference room. The entire office is decorated in a style that implies intense boredom. Very different than the dark velvets of Daddy’s office, and the sharp modernism of the house I shared with the other daughters.

The office door closes behind us, and we are alone. I’m not cold in my short, black, silk robe, but I shiver anyway. Master does not notice, or does not care. My only other clothing is my collar. It comes free with purchase. I am holding my own leash, and I lay it on the desk for him to take. It’s his now, just like me.

“I think you’ll found you lucked out with us,” Master says as he goes around the desk to sit on a wheeled office chair. I remain standing, not having been told to do otherwise. “I run a very small, but very successful company. I bought you as a morale booster for my staff. There’s five in total, not including me. You’ll meet them in time.”

Master studies me for a reaction. I dip my head demurely.

“You’re a virgin.”

He says it with a smirk on his lips.

“Yes, sir,” I reply.

“Wonderful. Now, since I went to great expense to get you, I think I’ve earned the right to break you in before the rest of my staff.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, my nerves on edge. I’m prepared for my first penetration, but that doesn’t mean I’m nervous about it. I’m very nervous, indeed. I barely know Master. I wish I’d been able to lose my virginity to Daddy or Uncle, but I know this is what I am meant for.

He studies my body again, like he hadn’t gotten enough of it when I was on stage. He beckons me forward, rolling back in his chair to create a space between himself and the desk. I move to him, standing before him in my black robe. Without meeting my eye, he reaches forward and unties it quickly, pulling it open with one tie. He growls as my young, creamy body is exposed.

“Nice,” he says. “Very nice.”

He glances up at me and smiles.

“I told you, you’re lucky,” he says. “I happen to enjoy a woman’s taste. Get on the desk and spread your legs. Show me what a nice little slut you’re going to be.”

Wordlessly, I obey, getting onto the desk and spreading my legs, my robe falling uselessly around my arms. He rises above me, his huge form even larger from my lower vantage point. My nipples harden under his gaze, pussy dampening despite my fear. Truth is, I love being at a strong man’s command.

I sigh as he reaches for my chest, grabbing my breasts roughly, kneading them and pinching my tender nipples. My clit responds automatically, hardening. He assaults my chest with his hands, treating them as his property, which they are. When he leans in and begins to suck at my nipples, I moan and squirm.

His grip moves to my hips as he suckles my breasts in turn, biting down on each nipple like a wild animal. A hand moves to my hair and fists it, pulling my head back so hard that my whole body follows, until I’m splayed out on the desk while he stands above me. I feel his fingers dart to my wet slit and test it, shoving inside me until they meet resistance. He grins.

“Very nice,” he growls, and then disappears from view. He is between my legs, his breath hot as he blows it across my clit. His fingers are still inside me, testing me, spreading me. I squirm, leaking juices onto his hand and desk. My body is primed for pleasure. The moment his tongue meets my clit, jolts of electricity shoot through my body and I squeal.

“That’s right,” he murmurs. “You love it. You love being a little whore, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I answer, words failing me as he licks me again. “I love it…”

His tongue flicks me hard, then circles my clit before flicking it again. My hands grip the edge of the desk as I drip pleasure, my hips bucking. When he dips low to lap at my slit, I squirm. My heart is beating hard, climax building inside me. Feeling this, he returns to my clit and begins to lathe it with his tongue, sucking it between his lips, drawing the edge of his teeth over it until I’m paralyzed with sensation.

“Do you want to cum for your Master?” He demands an answer, fingers still pressing against my pussy, testing the limits of resistance.

“Yes, please, Sir,” I moan.

“Then do it,” he barks, and diving forward he nips at my clit. The sensation is torture and bliss at the same time, and I explode in his mouth, shuddering all over as my climax rips through me. He eyes me darkly from between my legs, watching me cum for him. And as soon as I begin to come down, he’s above me again, between my legs, unzipping himself.
 

“Don’t get used to that,” he sneers. “I expect you’ll be too full of cum most of the time for anyone to be interested in licking you. You’ll be expected to keep yourself clean, of course. Failure to keep yourself appealing will result in punishment.”

“Yes, sir,” I moan, coming down from my peak. He is released now, his cock angled against my spread and dripping pussy. He slides it up and down between my lips, and I realize this is it. I’m about to be deflowered, by my Master. I clench all over, unable to contain my fear of the pain.

“You know this is going to hurt, don’t you?” He says with a grin. I nod, eyes wide, watching him spread my juices all along his shaft. “Good. Because I’m not going to be gentle. You’re my property. I’m going to use you however I want.”

He’s ready to prove it. He pulls my knees wide and settles his cock against my entrance. I close my eyes.

“I want you to watch,” he orders, and leans forward enough to slap me. “I want to see the pain in your eyes.”

I obey, heart racing as he slides a little further into my virgin pussy. I’m terrified…but also excited. Master is proving to be a lot more demanding and rough than I thought, and I like it. I like being a worthless little slut.

“In fact, why don’t you go ahead and beg me?” He grins. “Beg me to take your virginity.”
 

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, Master. I need you to fuck me. I need you to rip me open and deflower my teenage body. Please…”

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” he groans, and thrusts forward in one slamming stroke. Pain floods my synapses. The world goes white as he tears me in two. He dips down with his hips, driving himself forward until every inch is nestled inside my pussy, tearing into me with no regard for the pain I’m in.  

“Nice and tight,” he breathes. “Time to break you in.

He pulls out, then slams inside me again, a new wave of pain rolling through my body. I cry out, keeping my eyes open so he can watch my pain. It drives him faster, his cock ramming into me again and again, blood mixing with my juices as he fucks me for the first time ever.  Slowly, so slowly, the sensation changes. I begin to moan instead of cry. My hips rise to meet his. I am gone, lost in this new and total pleasure. He fills me with each stroke, and each time he pulls away I am empty and desperate for more.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Get used to it, slut. This is your life now. Just a fucking toy…”

He groans, reaches forward, grabs my chest. Burying himself inside me, he cums, pinching my nipple; the sensation overwhelms me and I cum, my cunt milking every drop of seed from his shaft. His cum splashes the walls of my pussy, fills my womb for the first time. I am truly, entirely, his.

Until, that is, it’s time to share me.
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I’m still dripping Master’s cum when he attaches my leash and brings me, crawling, into the main office. Now, as the workday begins, there are people at the cubicles. They turn to look at me, smiling. I count four men and one woman, the woman in a far corner. She rolls her eyes instead of smiling. Master tugs at my leash and I realize I’ve slowed down, overwhelmed by these new faces, and the knowledge that I am not at their utter disposal.

I am theirs to use however they want.

Master leads me to a far wall, where a small metal loop is protruding from the plaster. He clips my leash to the wall. The men are standing up and coming to gather around me.

“Well, as promised, I’ve bought us a new morale-boosting toy for the office’s pleasure,” Master says, putting one hand on my head. I am comforted by it, already attached to my Master. “She’ll be here every day, for anyone to use, whoever they see fit. Fuck her, make her suck your dick – or clit, Julie – piss on her, make her drink your cum out of a mug…whatever you want. She’s a piece of furniture. Now, of course, there are some limits.”

The men are listening with interest, but mostly they’re looking at me. One is a red-head. Another is very fat. A third is balding, and the fourth is grey-haired. The woman is very small, and she’s listening from her desk.

“I paid good money for her, so don’t ruin her by defacing her,” Master says. “And be considerate. She’s for everyone to use, so don’t go making her too disgusting to touch at 9 in the morning. Treat her like the kitchen. Clean up after yourself, don’t break shit. Otherwise…”

He moved his hand from my head and crossed his arms, smirking.

“Enjoy.”

And just like that, he was gone. Leaving me alone with these four strange men who I will soon be intimately familiar with. For a while, they just look. At my perfect, round tits. At my curvy ass. At my bright brown eyes and fresh, young face.

“I don’t know what you lot are waiting for,” red-head says, unzipping himself. “But I’m going to see what this baby can do.”

He steps forward, cock in hand. Grabbing my hair, he forces my head to his shaft. I open my mouth, not needing any instruction. He provides some, anyway.

“Suck it, bitch.”

I wrap my lips around him, sucking him into my mouth. While I am busy sucking his cock, I feel hands landing all over my body. Pinching my nipples and rubbing my breasts, splitting the lips of my pussy and thrusting inside me. Within seconds, I am on the verge of climax again at their rough treatment. I am an object. A toy. A receptacle for cum.

I feel someone yank at my hair and guide my head away from red head’s cock, where another cock waits for me to suck and worship. It’s the grey-haired man, and his cock is very, very big. It’s a struggle to fit it into my mouth and then down my throat, but I manage. Saliva runs down my chin and over his balls as he forces my nose against his pubes, fucking my throat.

There is laughter as I perform my duties, sucking one cock and jerking the other in my hand, while allowing my body to be pinched and slapped and used at will. The fat man gets down on his knees and buries his face in my chest, sucking my nipple roughly, biting it until I am moaning and spasming.

I am in ecstatic agony as I suck one man and jerk off another, letting all these hands tease my body, plunge into my clit, tease my still-untouched rosebud. My head is yanked again, and I go back to sucking the red head’s cock.

I can’t really see anything properly, because I keep being yanked back and forth from one cock to the other. Both men are really fucking my throat hard now, both impatient. But I can feel someone approach me from behind, and thenI feel a cock driving into my pussy. I’m still so sore from losing my virginity, but the pain adds to the sensation, and I groan and writhe in pleasure.

“Urgh, nice, tight, fuck,” the man behind me grunts. His thrusting forces me to fall forward onto my hands and knees. The fourth man, the fat one, is stroking his cock while I’m fucked by the other three, waiting his turn.

The red head grabs my head, thrusts into my throat, and explodes inside me. I swallow him deep, thankful for the seed filling my belly. I’ve been well-trained to hunger for cum at all hours of the day.

At the same time, I keep stroking the other man, and feel him throbbing as well. I don’t get there in time to suck him into my mouth, and he comes on my tits and in my face; the men laugh at me as the fat man steps forward, ready to give me a taste of his cock.

The man between my legs is fucking me hard now, and I’m almost too distracted to cum. Almost. My body aches, my muscles so tight they feel like they could snap at any moment. The fat man has a fistful of my hair in his hand, and he holds my head in place, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth. He pulls away, saliva trailing behind.

“Suck my balls,” he barks, and shoves his wrinkly sack in my face. It’s not the most appealing smell or taste, but I dutifully lick and suck his wrinkled balls until they’re drenched in my saliva. Then he pulls away and goes back to using my mouth like a pussy, fucking deep into my raw, abused throat.

The man fucking my pussy groans. He is close to cumming, and so am I. My body tenses up. I want to cum with the feeling of his seed inside me. When he releases with a moan, filling me with hot, sticky seed, I shudder and spark with my own climax. The two men whose cum I already swallowed are stroking themselves, watching their new toy cum while pinned between their coworkers.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” one says. “Wait. What about her ass?”

My ass is still untouched, and I don’t relish the thought of my first time. But I steel myself against the pain, knowing it has to happen sooner or later. The man who was fucking me gets to his feet, and the fat man pulls away. They stand in a circle, regarding me.

“Alright, but I want to fuck her,” the red-head says. “I’m hard again.”

“Get under her, then,” the fat man says. “I’ll fuck her ass from behind.”

“And I’m stuck getting her mouth again?” the bald one complains.

“C’mon, she’s gonna be here forever…”

After some discussion, during which I am allowed to slightly recover, they get into position. I am straddling the red-head with the fat man behind me, his belly heavy as it rests on my ass. The bald one grumbles, but he yanks my mouth onto his cock again, fucking me harder this time, clearly angry.

At the same time, hands on my hips pull me down, until the red-head is buried in my cunt. I groan at the sensation, my clit rubbing on his torso. The pleasure is short-lived. The cock pressing against my asshole moves forward, and I am split in half for the second time that day. The bald man’s cock muffles my scream as the fat man slides all the way into my virgin ass, lubricated by the cum and juices that had been leaking from my pussy.

“Oh, my god,” I hear him groan. “So tight. Shit…”

“Jesus,” the red head says from below me, where my tits are dangling in his face. He begins to thrust from below, fucking my pussy, now super tight as I’m filled in all three holes. I can’t move. I can only let them fuck me, as hard as they want. Which is hard. Very hard. Hard enough for me to start crying at the pain of it, the overwhelming sensation. My tears please them, and they go faster, harder, pushing me past my limits.

The fat man’s weight on my body pushes me down, crushing me, the red head nipping and lapping at my tits in his face. The man in my mouth is raping my throat, his balls against my chin, my nose pressed to his pubes. They’re all throbbing, growing inside me, ripping me apart.

The fat man cums first, filling my ass, rope after rope of hot sticky seed flying up my asshole. I clench around him, and the intensity triggers the man below me, he cums with a groan, pumping into my cunt. I cry out, muffled by the cock in my throat, which soon bursts, adding a third load of seed to my hellish experience.

They linger inside me, all of them, drawing out their pleasure while prolonging my pain. When they pull out, it’s a relief. But I also feel emptier than I ever have in my life. I pant for breath, covered in cum, dripping from all holes. I think, for now, my job might be done for a while. I am wrong.
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“I don’t think it’s fair for you boys to have all the fun,” a female voice says. The woman from the corner desk pushes through the crowd. She is slight and short, but pretty. She wears a tight pencil skirt and pushes a rolling office chair. The crowd parts for her, chuckling and murmuring. She eyes me with disgust and plops herself down on the chair, inches from my kneeling, cum-covered body. She hikes her skirt up, so no one but me can see the delta between her legs. She pulls her panties to the side.

“Get over here,” she barks. The men enjoy this, but seem to respect this woman enough not to be overly raucous about what they’re about to see.

I’ve been trained in all sorts of pleasure, including female pleasure. All Daddy’s flock would engage in mutual masturbation and cunnilingus, preparing ourselves for anything a Master might want us to do. That we often enjoyed it didn’t hurt. Now, as the small girl sits before me, legs spread wide and smirking, I crawl forward until I’m kneeling between her knees.

“Go ahead, whore,” she hisses. I lean in and begin to lap at her spread lips. Tasting her sweet arousal, I dance my tongue against the outer flesh of her pussy, spreading her upper lips to find her clit. She moans and grabs my head, pulling me to her pussy. My tongue crosses her clit again and again, suckling it between my lips.

“This is too fucking hot, I’ve gotta go in again,” a now-familiar voice says. His presence comes behind me, lifts my hips, and soon I am being filled again from behind. My body shudders and I moan into her cunt, feeling the man behind me dig deeper and deeper into my soaked pussy.

“God fucking dammit, she’s a good little slut,” the girl moans, arching her back. I reach up and find her breasts, small but firm behind the tight white shirt she wears. She unbuttons a few select buttons so I can slip my hands inside and touch her flesh. Gently teasing her nipples brings more pleasurable moans from her mouth, and she writhes in the seat, juices dripping, my tongue lapping them up. The taste of female pleasure is so different than men’s sperm. I prefer the latter, but I also enjoy a woman’s taste.

Her breathing is starting to go shallow, her whimpers getting loud. The man behind me slams into my body, using my ass as leverage to pummel my dripping slit. Clenching in pleasure, I moan against the girl’s hard clit, and the vibration makes her gasp. My face is coated with her arousal, and I suck her clit between my lips one more time. She cums, bucking, forcing my entire face into her pussy, my nose buried in her pubic hair and my pussy wracked with shudders as I cum with her, the man’s cock bursting seed into my cunt.

I have now taken four separate loads of cum into my pussy, on the very day I lost my virginity. I wonder, vaguely, as the woman and man both back away, if other daughters face similar situations. I was under the impression that most Masters keep their slaves to themselves. But I will get used to this. I will love it. I will be their furniture, their slut, their toy. It’s my calling, after all.

Now, spent and somewhat disgusted by my unsightly appearance, the employees lose interest and return to their desks. I relax myself onto my knees, sitting patiently, waiting to be used again. The room fills with the sound of typing, phones ringing, chatter. Lunchtime comes and goes. Master comes out to look at me in my disgrace, pleased. He unclips my leash and leads me to the bathroom.

“Wash up,” he says. “You look awful.”

I obey, washing myself with hand soap until I’m mostly clean. Some parts of me, of course, will never be clean. At least not without a full shower. He leads me back to the office, clips me to the wall again, and leaves. He returns once more, with a sandwich on a plate. When I rise to take it, he pulls it away.

“Pets don’t eat with their hands, do they?” he snaps.

“No, sir,” I say, stomach growling. He puts the plate on the floor and kicks it towards me. On all fours, I eat like a dog from the plate. My ass is in the air, and apparently this arouses the bald man again. When Master leaves, he comes up behind me.

“Keep eating,” he says. “I like that.”

The food is tasteless as he fucks my ass, tearing me open, barely anything to lubricate me. Cumming inside me, he pushes my face into the crumbs on the plate and calls me every dirty name you can imagine. I cum when he slips two fingers inside me, feeling myself grow accustomed – and highly aroused – by this treatment.

Finally, the workday ends. The staff begin to gather their things. Master appears in the office doorway to say goodbye. A few cast looks in my direction, but mostly they ignore me. When we’re finally alone, Master comes to me, unclipping my leash again.

“You’ll be living with me, obviously,” he says, and I feel a burst of radiant love in my heart, the first sign that my training has not been in vain. I’m excited to go home with Master. I’m excited to live with him and be his toy, his pet, at home. He could keep me in a cage and starve me, and I would be gratified by his mere presence. He tugs on my leash, and I keep my eyes on him the whole way out the door, unable to contain my excitement. This is my new life.

And I love it.


First Time in the Office: Training the New Toy

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

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

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

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

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

“I think I look nice,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi, I’m Lindsey,” I said.

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

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

“So, you’re Mike’s daughter?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Still wrong,” he said.

“Oh….um…I don’t know, sir.”

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

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

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

“Sir! I don’t…”

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

“I…I…”

“How about anal? Any experience?”

Furious, I got to my feet.

“This is very insulting!” I said.

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

Swallowing hard, I sat down.

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

“N-no…” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned around, ignoring Cynthia’s grin as I shut the door.
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An hour and seven blowjobs later, I made my way back to Mr. Teller’s office. I was a mess. Cum stained my dress, my face, my hair. My stomach ached from swallowing so much semen. I could barely walk,  my knees ached so much. And worst of all, I was dripping wet – to the point where my thighs were wet, sliding together as I walked. Cynthia laughed at me when she saw me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Numb, I nodded.

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

I took a step forward.

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

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

I obeyed immediately.

“Now, get naked for me, will you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“P-please…”

“Please what? Please stop?”

“N-no…”

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

“P-please…f-f-fuck me…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I wasn’t going to be so lucky.

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

Rob chuckled.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir?” They laughed again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But my Daddy…”

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

“No, sir,” I squeaked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He patted my cheek diffidently, then turned to leave the conference room. I was alone, drenched in sweat and cum and blood. I’d survived my first day at the office. I didn’t even want to wonder what my second day would be like…
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At five o’clock on the dot, I met Daddy at my office. I’d been able to cover most of the day’s evidence from my body, though my pussy still leaked cum and my asshole was red and torn. My nipples were still aching and puffy, and I was sure I stank of sex.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was right, after all.

I did have a lot left to learn.

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


Punished by the Precinct

Greed is a mortal sin. Mortal sins get you punished. I learned that lesson the hard way, in the summer I turned 18.

I’d just graduated high school and was getting ready for college. I was going to the local university, and would be living in the dorms because I wanted to have the full college experience. That meant I was going to have to pay a lot of money – more than if I lived at home.

I got a job at an electronics store. It was an okay job, but it didn’t pay very well. I had enough money for tuition and housing – but nothing left over to buy other essentials, like a laptop. I really needed a laptop. Everyone else would have one, and I didn’t want to have to do all my work at the library. Plus, I just really wanted one. A nice one, that would play movies so I could make friends in my dorm.

And, you know, I did work in an electronics store. So I knew a thing or two about nice laptops. I was surrounded by them.

Surely they wouldn’t miss one laptop, right?

Wrong.

I guess I should have known, from working there, how tightly they ran security. But I was just greedy and stupid, and I thought I could get away with it. One morning, I snuck into the warehouse, tracked down our stock of laptops, and snuck one into my backpack. I threw my backpack into my locker, changed into my work clothes, and went on to my shift like nothing happened. I was sure that I would get away with it.

Halfway through my shift, I was called into the back office. The second I heard my name over the speakers, my stomach dropped. But I told myself it was just a coincidence. Maybe I was even getting a raise or something! I stuck an innocent smile on my face and went into the office.

There were two cops in there with my manager, and I knew for sure I was screwed. My smile disappeared and my whole body went cold.

“Jennifer, we know you stole a laptop,” my manager said, looking very disappointed. “And we take employee theft very seriously.”

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to turn around and put your hands behind your back,” one of the cops, a large black man whose badge read Officer Wolf, said.

“What?” I protested. “What are you talking about? I didn’t steal any laptop!”

“Don’t embarrass yourself,” my manager said. “We have video footage of you.”

“Ma’am, turn around, now,” the other cop said. His badge read Officer Jackson. “Or we’ll have to use force.”

“Please,” I whimpered, feeling tears springing to my eyes. “I’m only 18! I just needed a computer for school! My parents will be so disappointed!”

“You did the crime,” Officer Wolf growled. “Now, turn around.”

What choice did I have? Sniffling, on the verge of sobbing, I turned around. The cold click of handcuffs made me wail. And it only got worse from there, as they led me through the crowded store in handcuffs, past all my coworkers and neighbors!

Officer Jackson pushed my head down as they put me in the back of the police car. They slammed the door and came around to the front, getting in and driving off, leaving the store – and life as I knew it – behind.

“That was very dumb of you,” Officer Wolf observed. “You had your whole life ahead of you. Now? You’re looking at jail time.”

“No!” I gasped. “I can’t go to jail! I’m supposed to go to college!”

“Should have thought of that before you stole,” Officer Jackson chided.

“Sure is a shame,” Officer Wolf said. “Young girl like you. Bet you’ve got a boyfriend who’ll be missing you when you spend all summer behind bars.”

I sniffled.

“No,” I said softly. “But my friends…”

“No boyfriend? Really?” Officer Jackson said, turning around. “Girl like you? Surprising.”

His eyes were strange. Lecherous. They rolled over my body. My work uniform wasn’t very flattering, but with my double D-cup breasts and wide hips, everything I wore was kind of flattering. Not that I ever let anyone touch those breasts or hips. I was a virgin, through and through.

I shrugged, not liking the way Officer Jackson looked at me.

“You know,” Officer Wolf said. “You might get off with community service.”

“Really?” I asked, finally seeing a light at the end of the tunnel.

“Sure,” Officer Wolf said. “But this will still be on your record. You’ll be a convicted criminal for the rest of your life.”

I slumped back in my seat, feeling hopeless.

“Unless…”

Officer Jackson and Officer Wolf exchanged an odd look.

“Maybe you could perform that community service today,” Officer Jackson smirked back at me. “With us. At the station. We could skip the whole jail cell, hearing with a judge thing. How does that sound?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “Yes, please! Oh, please, sir, whatever you want, whatever you need!”

“Whatever we want, huh?” Officer Wolf cackled. “Sure, honey. Sounds good to me.”

They pulled the car into the police station. There wasn’t much going on as they led me through the doors and into the station. In fact, there was just the dispatch person and a few cops milling around. But Officer Wolf and Officer Jackson led me straight through the station, into a back room. There was nothing in it but a long table.

“Wait here,” they said before slamming the door. I sighed, wondering what they would have me do. Maybe filing papers? Or something like that? I hummed a little, feeling very lucky and relieved to have been arrested by such nice cops!

The door opened again and I turned with a bright, grateful smile. It faded a little as I watched the cops file in – a whole lot of them. Ten, maybe. They each gave me a good, long look as they entered, and some smirked or grinned.

I felt kind of dirty, with the way they were looking at me.

Officer Wolf and Officer Jackson came in last. They wore big grins as they walked through the crowd to stand beside me.

“Jennifer here has pledged to perform some community service today, in exchange for us turning a blind eye to anm indiscretion at her workplace. Right, Jennifer?”

I nodded, wondering what was going on.

“Anything we want, right?”

I nodded again.

“Let’s start with these clothes, then,” Officer Jackson said. “Take them off.”

Maybe they needed me to wear a special outfit for my community service? But why would I be undressing in front of all these men? Surely they weren’t going to watch?!

“Hurry up,” Officer Wolf said, grabbing at my shirt. “This offer can be revoked at any time.”

Panicking, I didn’t move as he pulled my shirt off. And I even helped him undress me from the waist down, leaving me half naked in front of the room. It was cold, and I started to cover myself, but Officer Jackson stopped me.

“Jennifer, your community service will require complete nudity,” he said, unclasping my bra. I gasped as my bouncy breasts fell free, my nipples hard from the cold room and the hungry stares of the men. To my shock and horror, Officer Wolf moved to stand behind me, and suddenly grabbed my tits! He began to knead and squeeze them, pinching my nipples. I moaned, blushing red as strange sensations rushed through me.

“It will also require complete obedience,” Officer Jackson said, ripping my panties away so that I was fully bared to the room full of men. “We’re going to use this nice little body of yours however we want. And if you’re a good girl and let us do what we want, you can leave here, free and clear. That’s what you want, right?”

I nodded, squirming as Officer Wolf began to kiss my neck as he played with my tits, the whole room watching.

“Good,” Officer Jackson said. I felt something tingling between my legs as Officer Wolf squeezed and massaged my breasts. He nipped at my neck, making me shudder. Why was my body responding like this? This was clearly dirty and wrong! I needed to get out of there, needed to run away!

But then they’d add resisting arrest to my charges! I couldn’t go to jail! If all I had to do was let these men touch me, and it would all go away…

I closed my eyes, shoulders shaking as I accepted my fate. I felt my body moved, and just went with it. Even when I felt myself bent down, my hands on the table, my ass in the air, I just let it happen. Maybe I could pretend to be somewhere else while these men violated my virgin teenage body…

Officer Wolf began to caress my ass, igniting a strange feeling in the deepest pit of my stomach. I swallowed hard, blushing bright red as I became more and more aware of the repercussions of my actions. I gasped in shock as I felt his fingers slipping into my slit, my lips parting for him.

To my surprise, I felt something wet drip inside me as he stroked my tender, virgin flesh. A moan caught in my throat, my breasts feeling heavy, nipples hardening even more. The men sitting around watched with bored amusement. Bent over the way I was, on full display, I couldn’t hide the strange reaction my body was having to Officer Wolf’s abuse.

“Nice,” I heard him say from behind me, grabbing my ass and squeezing with one hand while his other hand played between my legs, running up to the hard button of my clit and rubbing it gently. I moaned, pushing backwards automatically in response. Closing my eyes, I tried to make sense of the heat flushing through me.

I heard a light chuckle, and opened my eyes once more. I was shocked again, as I found myself almost eye-level with a dick! I glanced up; it was the other cop, Officer Jackson. He held his cock in his head, its meaty tip dripping pre-cum. I had never seen a dick in real life before, and found myself fascinated by it. I didn’t know what he expected me to do, since Officer Wolf was still behind me, slowly exploring my folds with his fingers.

“The fuck are you waiting for?” Officer Jackson snapped. “Get to work, whore.”

Get to work? How? I looked up at him, my eyes begging for understanding and mercy. He gave me a look of disgust, stroking himself, covering his shaft with the shiny, wet pre-cum.

“Suck it,” Officer Jackson demanded. And before I could understand what that meant, I felt him grab my head and pull me forward, my lips opening in surprise. A second later, I felt his cock thrust between my lips and into my mouth! I squealed in surprise as his taste filled my throat, all manly and musky. He grunted, still holding my head in his hands, slowly moving his hips so that his cock slid in and out of my wet lips.

I blinked, tears springing to my eyes. I realized what he meant, now. He wanted me to give him a blowjob! But I’d never done that before. It was so dirty and gross to me, having a man’s prick in my mouth. And yet here I was, naked and bent over a table in front of a whole audience of police officers, having my mouth raped by one man while another fucked me with his fingers.

My attention completely devoted to the increasingly violent movements of Officer Jackson’s hips as they drove his cock against my tongue, I barely noticed when another man approached. I felt someone grab my wrist, and then a cock filling my palm. I tried to look over, but Officer Jackson held my head tight. I whimpered, feeling trapped by the three men using my body. The man who grabbed my hand started to use my hand just like Officer Jackson was using my mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I heard Officer Wolf behind me. “I think she’s a virgin.”

“No shit,” a voice laughed. “Let me see.”

There was some general hubbub then, and I could feel the heat of a few men behind me as Officer Wolf spread my pussy lips wide. I blinked, tears falling as shame filled me from head to toe. At the same time, Officer Jackson was fucking me harder, pushing his cock against my throat, making me gag. I squirmed, struggling, but he held me tight, and his scowl told me that he didn’t appreciate me moving around so much.

“Fuck yeah,” I heard someone exclaim behind me. Suddenly, I felt something long and thin slamming into my slit, and I screamed, muffled around Officer Jackson’s pulsing dick. Someone had shoved his finger right into my virgin pussy, all the way to my hymen! Sobbing, I felt my body’s mixed response of pain and pleasure, my thighs shaking.

Spit dripped down my chin, Officer Jackson seeming to enjoy my tears and screaming, fucking my throat raw, grunting each time. Someone was still using my hand to jerk his cock, and I could feel the men behind me taking their turns fingering me, each checking my barrier to make sure that Officer Wolf was right. I felt my pussy dripping more and more with each new finger that spread me wide and pressed my limits.

“Fuck yeah, little girl,” I heard Officer Jackson groan.  “Swallow this shit.”

My eyes went wide as he rammed forward, shoving his cock all the way down my throat, his prick pulsing once and then throbbing as cum burst into my throat and down into my stomach. The taste was musky and salty, his seed hot and thick. I swallowed as best I could, but there was too much, and I felt it fill my cheeks and drip from my lips. My stomach ached as he filled it with cum, the rest of it dripping down onto my bared tits. He finally released my head, pulling himself out and smacking my cheek with his slowly softening cock.

“Just beginning, sweetheart,” he promised with a chuckle, and I felt a hand in my hair again, yanking my head to the side. The cock that was in my hand pushed against my closed lips. I barely got my breath back before I found my mouth spread wide around a huge, throbbing, black cock. It was hairy at the base and even bigger than Officer Jackson, and when I looked up I read Officer Lewis on the cop’s uniform. He used me roughly from the very beginning, my eyes spilling over with tears as he immediately started to gag me with his prick.

“Man, this is gonna be sweet,” I heard Officer Wolf say behind me. At last, the hands that grabbed my ass and the fingers pushing into my pussy pulled away. But in their place, I felt something huge and warm pressing against my slit. I closed my eyes, realizing what was about to happen. I was about to lose my virginity to a stranger, a cop, while I sucked off another one! Officer Wolf grunted behind me, shoving my legs wide open and sliding his cock up and down between my lips, getting it all wet with my juices.

I sobbed around the big, black cock that was buried in my throat, feeling my slit spreading wide as Officer Wolf slowly pressed forward. He grabbed my waist to hold me still, pushing further and further. Each inch felt like it was splitting me in half, tearing me open. And then he hit my hymen, blocking his way to the rest of my virgin pussy. I heard another chuckle, then a cheer rising up around me.

“Fuck her, Wolfie! Rip this bitch open!”

“Stupid slut’s begging for it, right?”

“Get her nice and ready for the rest of us!”

I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, I was about to be gangraped by a whole troop of police officers. All over a stupid laptop! But I really had asked for it, and now there was no going back. At least, with my hands free, I could grip the desk hard as I prepared for the pain. Officer Lewis kept thrusting into my throat, and he reached for my swaying tits, squeezing one hard in his massive brown hand.

It distracted me for a second, until Officer Wolf pulled out of my tight pussy. I felt a weird emptiness mingling with the pain; an emptiness that was immediately filled as he thrust forward with all his force, breaking right through my virginity and taking my innocence in one stroke. Officer Lewis yanked my head back so they could all hear me scream. Their cheers and laughter sickened me, but all I could really feel was the awful pain as Officer Wolf started fucking my virgin pussy. Hard, and fast.

He didn’t seem to care that it was my first time. Officer Lewis only gave me a second before he thrust himself back into my throat, snarling as he raped my throat. I was pinned between the two men, letting them use both holes as violently as they wanted. I’d never felt so dirty, the pain from my broken hymen racing up my spine.

Something else seemed to be happening just below that pain, though. Something I didn’t understand at all. My hips seemed to want to move, in time with Officer Wolf’s thrusts. I wanted him to go slower, and deeper. Like there was some deep itch inside me, and only his cock could ease the need. Moaning and drooling around Officer Lewis’ cock, I felt my body take on a life of its own.

“Bitch loves it,” Officer Wolf grinned, still drilling away at my teenage slit. I felt someone grab my wrist, and another cock slid against my palm. This time, I knew what was expected of me, and I started to stroke the foreign shaft. Officer Lewis was abusing my throat faster and harder than ever, his balls slapping up against my chin with each thrust. Finally, he grabbed a huge fistful of my hair. I gazed up at him, tears spilling from my eyes as my body awoke to this new sensation that filled me.

He grinned, then spit down onto my face as he thrust forward and came, adding his cum to the seed that already filled my belly. Breathing hard through my nose, I trembled all over, swallowing all that I could. Something was definitely happening in my pussy as Officer Wolf fucked me. A pressure filled my womb, and I jerked my hips against his.

“That’s right, little girl,” Officer Wolf growled, slapping my ass. “You want me to fill you up, don’t you?”

But I wasn’t even on birth control! As Officer Lewis pulled out, I tried to tell them; but before I could speak, another cock pressed between my lips and into my throat. Officer Wolf groaned, pressing his whole shaft deep inside me, all the way to my womb.

That pressure was growing unbearable, my whole body flushed. I could feel Officer Wolf’s cock swell up and throb inside me, then the warm burst of his seed filling my tight pussy. It triggered something in my, and my whole body shook as the pressure exploded, pleasure running up my spine. I was cumming, hard, while this awful cop filled my little slit with his cum! Wailing around the prick in my throat, I bucked and shook in awful, unwanted pleasure.

My tits bounced, my jaw going slack, spit flowing down my chin and coating the stranger’s balls as he kept raping my throat. Thankfully, whoever it was didn’t have much stamina, and soon he was flooding my mouth with his seed, forcing me to swallow it down or choke on it, even as my body came down from its awful peak. Officer Wolf slid out of me, slapping my ass again.

“That was fucking sweet,” I heard him say. “Can’t wait to turn this bitch into a full-on cumslut.”

“Hell yeah,” another voice said, and I immediately felt someone pressing against my sore, aching slit again. I had no time to protest before my pussy was pumped full once more; this time, hands grabbed my waist and pulled up, so I was forced onto my tiptoes, my body falling forward. My tits pressed into the tabletop, my head hanging off the edge while someone fucked me from behind and another cock came to fill my throat. This man, whoever he was, demanded more from me than just a hole to fuck. He grabbed my hair, forcing my head up.

“Stick your tongue out,” he instructed. His badge said Officer Williams. I did as he said, my tongue hanging out. He slapped his cock against it a few times before sliding his shaft up and down slowly, taking his time. I could taste his pre-cum dripping down my throat as he grinned down at my distress. Behind me, the man was fucking me hard, holding my hips so hard that I was sure I’d wind up bruised.

“Jesus, this slut is alright,” said the voice behind me, accompanied by another slap and a grunt as he shoved his cock deep inside me and erupted, filling me with another thick load of cum. Officer Williams finally started to fuck my throat, hard and fast, still holding my hair so that my head was cocked back against my neck.

“Sweet little throat on her,” he said through gritted teeth. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt the man behind me begin to wilt, his two fingers rolling over my clit, spreading his cum all up and down my lips. I could feel myself dripping from my pussy down my thighs, and as he rubbed and circled my clit I could feel that same pressure building inside me. I didn’t want to cum again. It felt so dirty, being used by all these men just to get out of trouble. Even though I’d asked for it, I felt like I was being abused by them.

Suddenly, Officer Williams pulled out, and stroked his cock hard, right in my face.

“Tell us what kind of girl you are,” he demanded. “You’re a dirty little slut, right?”

I knew what he wanted me to say. But that’s where I drew the line.

“No,” I protested, whining. “I’m a good girl, really!”

“Oh yeah?” He grinned down at me. “You think good girls wind up coated in jizz?”

He punctuated the question by releasing a torrent of hot cum across my face. At the same exact moment, I felt a new cock enter me, and squealed in desperate pleasure. Whoever was fucking me picked up where the other man left off, rubbing my clit as he hammered against my newly-deflowered womb. The more debased and awful my treatment, the more the pressure in me grew. Officer Williams released what felt like a tide of seed on my face, coating my lips and cheeks.

“What kind of girl did you say you were?” He asked, still holding my hair in one hand and his cock in the other. I whimpered, clutching the table tight, the pressure still building. I couldn’t hold back. It felt too good, my body tensing up.

“I’m…I’m…oh, fuck…I’m cuuummming!” I screamed, body shaking and hips bucking as I climaxed. “P-please…”

“Please what?” Officer Williams asked, before I even finished shuddering.

“More,” I heard myself gasp. “Want more…”

“Thatta girl,” he said, releasing me at last. “Tell us what kind of girl you are, and you’ll have all the cock you can take.”

“I’m a slut,” I moaned, licking my lips as my mind and body broke, turning a corner I hadn’t even seen coming. Suddenly, I didn’t give a shit about anything but cumming again. I didn’t care how many dicks I had to suck and fuck, I just wanted to keep on being their dirty little fuck toy. “Please, fuck me harder!”

The man behind me laughed as he gave me what I wanted, lifting my hips until my feet actually left the floor. He pushed and pulled me into position, until my legs were spread wide and his cock could piston upward into me, so hard that my ass shook with each stroke. He rubbed my clit again, furiously this time, and I was already so sensitive that I was cumming again before he even burst inside me, filling me with another load of hot cum.

“Yesss,” I hissed as Officer Williams backed off and two men walked forward, each undressed from the waist down, their thick cocks on display. I grabbed them, one in each hand, and immediately started licking at the heads. My body clenched and milked the cum from the man fucking me, my unprotected womb filling with their cum. He pulled out and spit down; I could hear him do it, and feel it drop down onto my ass.

My feet landed back on the floor. I was worshipping both cocks, mindlessly sucking them in turn, savoring the different tastes and textures. I felt another man step between my legs, and yelped in surprise when I felt my ass cheeks spread wide. Fingers traced from my pussy up, smearing my wetness and the cops’ cum around my rosebud. I had no idea what was happening, and I didn’t care, I just wanted a prick inside of me again. I moaned in pleasure as I took one of the men deep into my throat, jacking the other one off steadily.

Then I felt something huge pressing against my ass. Gasping, I pulled back, realizing that I wasn’t going to be fucked again – at least, not in my cunt.

“Wait!” I cried out. “What are you…?”

“Hold still,” said the voice behind me.

“And get the fuck back to work,” said one of the men in front of me, Officer Cash. He grabbed my head and shoved his cock past my lips with a grunt. The man behind me just pressed forward. My body protested with every nerve, pain ripping through me like lightning as my virgin rosebud was split wide.

I screamed around Officer Cash’s prick, feeling my asshole filled, inch by inch. The other cop grabbed my head and pulled me onto his cock, barely giving me time to breath in between. Hands squeezed and rubbed my ass, spreading my cheeks wider even as the anonymous dick spread my body. I could feel my muscles protesting, locking up. My nostrils flared desperately, trying to get enough air, throat blocked by a pulsing cock.

Slowly, the man behind me gained speed, pumping harder and harder into my asshole. He grabbed my hips, yanked them back in time with his thrusts, forcing himself all the way into my poor, abused ass. I murmured, whimpering around the flesh in my mouth.

“It’s gonna be nice having a sweet little slut like you around the station,” Officer Cash said. “Maybe we’ll keep you handcuffed in the bathroom, our own personal cum toilet.”

The men around me laughed.

“Put her on a leash, keep her with the dogs,” Officer Wolf laughed. I closed my eyes, letting the men use me, my front and bottom both stuffed full while another man used my hand to jack himself off. I heard a groan and felt something hot and sticky fall onto my face, messing with my hair, dripping down my cheek. Nerves I never knew existed started firing as my ass was violated. The man fucking me reached for my clit and started stroking it in time with his thrusts, and my eyes popped open in shock at the sensation. I didn’t hate it. Not at all.

It felt good. It felt amazing.

“That’s right,” a voice said. “Take it like the little whore you are.”

Officer Cash grabbed my cheeks, lifted one leg, angled his foot against the table, and battered his way deep into my throat before cumming. His jizz slid down my gullet, my belly aching, so full of their hot seed that I could feel it sloshing around in me.

“Cum for me baby,” the man fucking my ass implored. “I wanna feel you clamp down…”

He stroked my clit harder as he pushed his way into my virgin ass. I groaned, Officer Cash slipping out from between my lips. I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t help it. I did just what the cop said, cumming violently, my ass clenching and squeezing his shaft as he sprayed cum deep inside me. It made something inside me ache even as my body went wild with pleasure. I waited for another cock to appear before me, ready to be serviced. I waited for another cock to push inside me, my pussy or my ass.

Instead, I found myself empty for the first time in what felt like forever. Cum dripped from every hole, covering my face, making a mess of my hair. I groaned, barely able to support myself, leaning all my weight on the table, pressing my sticky face to the cool surface.

“Well,” I heard Officer Jackson say. “You boys think she’s worked off her debt to society?”

There was some laughter, light chuckling. I could hear zippers zipping and feet shuffling around. Someone grabbed my hair and yanked me to my feet, showing off my nude teenage body one last time, now ruined and cum-covered.

“Little girl, you’re ours now,” Officer Wolf said. “Isn’t that nice? You got yourself a full-time gig as our new cum dumpster.”

I groaned, cum still lingering in my throat. Closing my eyes, I let myself be led to a seat. Was he being serious? Is this what I wanted? To be a professional fuck toy?

The more I thought about it, the more I realized I wouldn’t need that laptop, after all.


His Living Doll: A Day in the Life

At exactly 6am, I become alert.

I don’t really wake up, because it’s hard to tell if I’ve been asleep. A Doll doesn’t really sleep, so much as she turns off. That’s because sleep can be too deep sometimes; I might not hear Owner if he decides he wants me in the middle of the night. Sometimes he does. Sometimes he even lets me sleep at the end of the bed once I’ve served him. Those are the happiest nights for me. But I’m also happy waiting on my knees in my room, all through the long night, for 6am to come.

When I become alert, I get to my feet and begin my day. First, I make sure I am clean, from head to toe. I make sure there is no lingering cum on my flesh, in my slit, in my ass. Once I am sure that I am clean, I will dress in whatever outfit Owner has laid out. Sometimes he doesn’t bother to pick out an outfit. In that case, I just put on my tight baby doll dress and my heels.

But on this day, he has picked out an outfit he’d like me to wear. I know that it’s because this is a big day for me. It is Owner’s special poker day.

The outfit I wear on poker day is a maid’s outfit. A frilly, tulle-lined black skirt with an apron, and black fishnet stockings. The top is a bodice that comes right above my nipples, showing off my tailor-made cleavage. Like all Dolls, my body has been artificially altered to suit a man’s needs.

My nipples are always hard. My pussy is always wet. I have a very slim waist, but my breasts are D-cups. Even with their size, they never sag – they are always perfectly round and bouncy. I don’t even need a bra. My ass is perfect for grabbing and slapping. I am 18 now, as all Dolls are when they meet their Owners. But I will look like I am 18 for a long, long time. Much longer than regular women.

Dolls come in all different colors, but I happen to be white, with blonde hair and blue eyes. Owner likes me this way. I know it, because he picked me out of the catalog. Whenever I remember that Owner picked me special, I feel like the luckiest Doll in the world.

I don’t need to put on make-up, because my make-up is tattooed onto my face. So as soon as I put on my high heels, I am ready for my first task of the day. The house is silent as I make my way to Owner’s room. At 7am, on the dot, it is time to wake him up. And I love waking Owner up.

I love crawling onto his bed, getting on all fours, and climbing up to kneel between his legs. I love hearing him snore, and seeing his big cock standing up between his legs. My mouth starts watering the second I pull the covers away. Owner has a beautiful cock, the best cock in the whole wide world. I love it so much. His white pubes are thick and curly, and I gently run my fingers through them before lowering myself down to begin waking him up.

I think Owner is in his 50’s, but I’m not sure. He has grey hair and glasses and a round stomach. He’s so handsome, I can’t stand it. I’m so lucky to serve him with my young, teenage body. As I begin to lick Owner’s cock from tip to base, he stirs. He coughs and groans. His cock throbs, and a delicious pearl of precum forms at the top. I slurp it down, moaning at the taste of him. My stomach growls. Owner’s cum makes the perfect breakfast. I rarely eat, because I always want to have room for as much of Owner’s cum as he can give me.

Owner begins to growl as I bob up and down on his cock, getting it all wet with my spit. I can deep throat him as soon as he wants me to, but Owner likes me to take my time and properly worship his cock. He’ll let me know when it’s time to shove his whole shaft into my throat. I blink up to find him watching me, his eyes somewhat bored. I moan and rub my breasts, letting him see them, letting them rub against his shaft when my mouth bobs up to lap at the tip.

Sometimes, Owner likes to fuck my tits and cum on my face while I pinch my nipples. My nipples are very reactive, and I can cum just from touching them. Usually, he lets me cum once he’s covered my face with his hot, sweet seed.

But in the mornings, he usually just lets me suck his cock until he shoots his load into my belly. I reach for his balls and begin to massage them. My drool drips down so that they are warm and wet like the rest of his cock. Owner’s balls are wrinkly and droopy, and I love the way they taste and smell, so I take a break from his cock to lap at them and suck them into my mouth.

When he growls, I know it’s time to go back to his cock. And just when I slide myself down his shaft, my nose pressed into his pubes, he grabs the back of my head. This is my favorite part of the morning. When Owner fucks my throat raw. He jerks his hips again and again, ramming his cock deeper and deeper into my throat. I have no gag reflex, and can take as much abuse as he chooses to give me.

“Fucking…stupid…slut…”

Owner likes to say things like that, and I love being reminded of what I am. I am his stupid slut. I don’t have a mind of my own. I just exist to serve him. It’s the most wonderful thing in the world. I groan in pure bliss as he jams his cock deep in my mouth and throbs, his cum bursting into my throat. Eagerly, I swallow every drop, feeling it flow down my throat and into my stomach.

He tastes so salty and manly, I suck until he is empty, and wish I could have more. But Owner is finished with me for now, and he rips my head up by the hair. Tossing me to the side, he gets up. He yawns and stretches while I lie on the bed where he has tossed me, not moving, just savoring the taste of him still in my throat. Owner slaps my ass and chuckles.

“Poker Day, Dolly,” he says. “Are you ready for the boys?”

“Yes, sir,” I moan. “I can’t wait to serve you and your friends all day and night. How many men will I get to serve today, sir?”

“At least four,” he says. “Now, go wait at the door. They’ll be here in…six hours. You know how to greet my friends, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, rising and moving quickly to take my place at the front door. I kneel down and turn off my mind, waiting to be used again.
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The first of Owner’s guests is a red-haired man with a huge stomach. I recognize him, but I don’t know his name. I don’t know any names, not even my own. I forget them as soon as I hear them. He is just Owner’s friend, and I must treat him with the same respect I treat Owner. When he comes through the door, he grins very wide and reaches down to pet my head. I lean down, kiss his feet, and then lift myself onto my haunches, showing him my breasts and opening my mouth wide.

“Not yet, Doll,” he says. Sometimes, Owner’s friends like to use me as soon as they walk in the door. But I guess this man doesn’t feel like it today. He walks into the house, where Owner has set up the table for poker. They start laughing and talking while I go back to my waiting position. The second guest is thin and bald. I kiss his feet and offer him my mouth. He laughs and sticks his fingers into my mouth, but he doesn’t want to use me yet, either

I am a little down about it, to be honest. My stomach feels very empty. Do Owner’s friends’ not like me anymore? If they don’t like me, will Owner get rid of me? The thought makes me panic. I can’t live without Owner! As the next two guest arrive, and neither of them choose to feed me their cum, I am almost ready to cry. My only purpose on this earth is to serve Owner and his guests. Without their approval…

But I needn’t worry. The men gather and laugh for a while. Then Owner says the word Doll, and I perk up. I love it when Owner talks about me. I love knowing that I will soon be of use to him. His footsteps approach and I look up eagerly. He is grinning, and I gush with happiness. When he wraps a hand around my throat, yanking me upward, I am ecstatic. I hope this means I will be used now!

Leading me through the room, Owner carries me like the toy I am. I can barely breathe, but that doesn’t matter. Whatever Owner wants to do to me is my greatest pleasure.

There is more laughter from the men as Owner tosses me onto the table. My dress is so short that my pussy is on view for all of them. Owner reaches out and yanks at my top, my breasts spilling out.

“Before we get started, let’s spread some good luck, right, boys?” Owner grins. “Lay on your back, Doll.”

I squirm happily as I obey, laying on my back. Owner lifts my legs, spreading them wide, getting me into position. My hard nipples point up at the men, and they look down at my hungrily. The smell of my pussy, chemically altered to resemble warm vanilla, fills the room.

The red-headed man has his cock out, and I don’t need any orders to tell me what I am supposed to do with it. I wrap my lips around him, sucking him into my mouth. He isn’t as tasty as Owner, and I don’t love his cock, but I enjoy the feeling of him, knowing that it’s what Owner wants.

While I am busy sucking his cock, I feel hands landing all over my body. Pinching my nipples and rubbing my breasts, splitting the lips of my pussy and thrusting inside me. Within seconds, I am on the verge of climax. I feel someone yank at my hair and guide my head to the other side of the table, where another cock waits for me to suck and worship.

“I’ve gotta get me one of these bitches.”

“I love how her nipples are always so hard. And every time you touch them, she jumps.”

“Remember what she does when you suck ‘em?”

There is laughter, and then someone does lean down, sucking my nipple roughly, biting it until I am moaning and spasming. I can’t cum until Owner tells me to, but I am in ecstatic agony as I suck one man and jerk off another, letting all these hands tease my body. Owner is grinning at me, and my eyes roll back in pleasure. My head is yanked again, and I go back to sucking the red head’s cock.

“God, she’s wet.”

“She’s always that wet,” Owner says, sounding proud. “C’mon. I know one of you losers wants to take a dip. Who’s gonna go first?”

There’s laughter, and many voices speaking at once. I can’t really see anything properly, because I keep being yanked back and forth across the table, sucking one cock and then the other. The men are really fucking my throat hard now, both impatient. I can’t wait for my second meal of the day, and hope they have a lot of cum to feed me. When I feel a cock driving into my pussy, I groan and writhe in pleasure.

Hands grasp and knead my breasts, torturing my nipples while the men fuck my pussy and throat. I know that there are more cocks to be pleasured and worshipped, but for now I focus on the three. The red head grabs my head, thrusts into my throat, and explodes inside me. I swallow him deep, thankful for the seed filling my belly.

At the same time, I keep stroking the other man, and feel him throbbing as well. I don’t get there in time to suck him into my mouth, and he comes on my tits and in my face; desperate, I collect every drop onto my fingers and suck it down while the men laugh at me.

“She loves cum that much, huh?”

“You have no idea,” Owner says. “Tell them, Doll.”

“Yes, sir,” I moan. The man between my legs is fucking me hard now, and I’m going crazy without being able to cum. My body aches, my muscles so tight they feel like they could snap at any moment. I stutter, trying to obey Owner’s command. “I l-l-love it s-so much. M-more, p-please, I want m-more…”

“Damn,” the bald man says. “Can’t resist that.”

A second later and he’s climbed up on the table and straddled my neck. His cock is hard and long over my face. He moves and grabs my head, lifting it until I can wrap my lips around him, and starts to fuck my face, hard. The man fucking my pussy groans, and I feel his warm seed starting to fill me.

“Oh shit,” Owner said. “I forgot. She doesn’t cum unless I tell her to. She’s probably halfway mad with lust.”

The man fucking my mouth has obscured my eyes, so I can’t see what’s happening, but I can hear the laughter and the jokes.

“Don’t let her!”

“Let her!”

“Maybe in a minute…first…Sam, get the fuck off her for one damn second. I’ve wanted to try this for a while. Been too weirded out by getting close to another dude’s junk, but I think I’ve figured it out.”

The man on top of me groans, but he slides out of my mouth, trailing spit behind him. He gets off me, and then a bunch of hands are on me, moving my limp body off the table. Someone drops half of me and I tumble to the ground. They laugh again, and I smile because I know I am bringing them pleasure. Owner kicks at my stomach.

“All fours,” he orders. Quickly, I obey, crawling to my hands and knees.

“Someone get under her.”

The fat red head must have a lot of cum, because he is the first one on the floor. He’s hard again, and he lifts me up until I straddle his cock. I look at Owner for instructions. I know that when Owner puts me on top of him, I need to ride him. Did he want me to do that now?

“Fuck him, stupid,” Owner says, snapping his fingers. I moan as I lower myself onto his cock and start to ride him, putting all my energy into pleasing him. Another man moves in front of me and grabs my hair. It’s the bald man again, and his cock is ramming into my throat, filling me up.

I feel someone behind me, spreading my ass cheeks wide. I moan. It’s Owner. I know his hands from touch. The minute he presses his cock to my rosebud, there’s no doubt. I’m in heaven, serving Owner’s friends as he fucks my ass. He groans, burying himself inside me. At the same time, the redhead thrusts up into me, so that both men are balls-deep in my body. It’s so intense, I think I might turn off right then and there, but Owner slaps my ass to bring me back.

In my shock, I’ve accidentally stopped riding the man below me, which is a big no-no. With every hole stuffed, my breasts bouncing, I try to pleasure all three men at once. Red-head grabs my tits from below and twists my nipples. I start crying at all the pent-up  pleasure. I need to cum so badly. I whimper and moan, feeling Owner fuck my ass hard, the way he likes to, the way I love.

“I think she needs to cum,” someone says with a laugh.

“Yeah, give her a break…”

“Wait,” Owner’s voice came. “Wait…I wanna feel her clench…while I fill up her ass…”

He’s throbbing inside me. Already, the man below me is getting ready to cum, and the bald guy is seconds from bursting. He groans and slamms himself into my throat, releasing his hot cum for me to swallow. I cry out, muffled by his cock. Red-head pinches my nipples again, pulls himself up and sucks them into his mouth. I’, dripping juices onto the floor, soaking his balls while Owner clutches my cheeks and rams into me…

“Shit! Fuck! Yeah, Doll, cum for Owner, you fucking slut, cum…”

My vision goes pure white as I let go. My whole body is rigid, muscles snapping in final relief. I can feel my ass and pussy being pumped full of cum at the same time, my climax causing contractions that milk each drop. I’m in pure heaven, drooling, eyes rolled back, stuffed full and finally able to cum – and the warm pulse of seed bursting against my womb and into my ass is the cherry on top.

I barely feel it when Owner slaps my ass and pulls away, groaning. I do feel it when Red-head pushes me over, rolling me onto my back so he can stand up. Blinking, I can see the ring of faces as the men tower over me, examining my body. My French maid costume is basically in tatters, my tits are red, nipples raw. My pussy and ass leak cum. I’m still shuddering from the recoil of my climax.

“You’re one lucky man,” the bald friend says, clapping Owner on the back. He has a smug grin on his face. Owner nods.

“Sure am.”

“I gotta get me one of those,” another man says. “Shit.”

“Much better than a wife or girlfriend,” red-head says.

“She barely even costs anything in upkeep,” Owner says. I’m so proud that he can speak highly of me, and likes having me around. I grin up at him to show him I love him.

“You like being a Doll?” The bald guy asks.

“Yes, sir,” I say, nodding enthusiastically. “I’m so lucky to be with Owner. I love him so much. I love serving him. I want to always make him happy.”

“Ha!” Red-head laughs. “Well, I’m sold. And maybe after today, I can actually afford one. I’m ready to start a game. Anyone else?”

The men all seem to agree, and they drift over towards the table again. Owner snaps his fingers and I roll up to kneel at his feet.

“Serve us drinks, and get us some chips and dip from the kitchen. Then make yourself useful under the table. I want you to have a cock in your mouth every second. Go clockwise.”

“Trying to screw up my poker face, eh?”

There’s more laughter. I hop to my feet, giddy with the prospect of having something to do. When I’ve delivered drinks all around and set out snacks, I move under the table. Just as Owner said, I spent the rest of the day sucking cocks.

Sometimes, it takes a really long time for them to get hard. If Owner thinks I’m slacking off, he gives me a hearty slap on the ass or a kick, and I thank him for punishing me. By the time Poker Day is done, I’ve swallowed more than 17 loads! I’m so full of cum that I can feel it sloshing in my belly. My face is covered in dry seed, and it even drips down onto my tits.

As the men start to leave, I kneel at the front door. I keep my mouth open wide. One by one, they spit into my throat, giving me something to wash down all the cum. I thank them, happy that I have made Owner’s friends happy. He seems so pleased with me, he strokes my hair gently before grabbing it and dragging me to my room.

“You did just fine today, Doll,” he said, standing in the doorway. I have food in my bowl, but I can’t imagine eating anything with my stomach so full of delicious cum. “Next week, I think we’ll take a little field trip. You handled yourself really well with five of us. I bet you could take ten or twenty guys. I’d like to see that, and I bet you’d like it, too. Aren’t I a good Owner, always thinking of you?”

“Yes, sir,” I coo. “You’re the best Owner a Dolly ever had. I love you so much. Thank you for letting me serve you and your friends today. I feel so full, my belly hurts!”

“Well, make sure there’s room for breakfast,” he says with a frown.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Of course, sir. I love your cum the very best. Thank you, sir.”

“Fine,” he says. “I’ll see you in the morning then.”

He closes the door, leaving me there in the dark. Satisfied and sated, I fall to my knees. I will definitely have to clean myself very well tomorrow. Before my mind turns off, I think about what it would be like to have Owner take me outside the house. It’s a little scary. I haven’t been outside since I started training, a long time ago! But I’m sure that if Owner is with me, it will be alright. He knows how to take care of his Dolly. He wouldn’t let anything too bad happen to me. And imagine being filled by lots and lots of cocks! It’s exciting. I can’t wait.

Finally, I turn my brain off and wait for morning, when I get to serve Owner again.


His Living Doll: Dolly’s Big Day

The whole night before, I was too excited to turn off. It was my big day. Owner promised to take me out for a field trip! He promised that I would have lots of cocks to worship and cum to swallow. I starved myself for a week to make sure I had plenty of room for my big day. The only thing I ate was Owner’s seed.

Of course, Dolls are used to not eating much, anyway. It’s one of the ways we’re designed to be perfect toys for men’s use. We’re also designed to crave cock and cum at all times. Our genes are changed so that we age normally, but never look older than our starting age of 18. Our bodies are designed to be perfect: tiny waists, bouncy D-cup tits, and fat, grabbable asses. I’m a white Doll, with blonde hair and blue eyes, but we come in all colors and types.

I met my Owner a few months ago, I think. It’s hard to tell time when you’re a Doll. But as soon as I turned 18, I was sent out to Owner, my soulmate. He’s a handsome man in his 50’s, with a big belly and gray hair. He has the most amazing cock, wrinkly and fat, and his balls are low and hairy, perfect for me to suck and lick. There's no man on earth like Owner, and I don’t even want to imagine life without him.

Owner likes to share me. So far, he only shared me with his friends, but on my big day, I knew there would be lots of men. He’s so generous, it makes me love him even more! When the sun finally came up, I eagerly jumped to my feet, washed myself free of the cum on my skin, and dressed in Owner’s favorite pale pink baby doll dress. It barely covers my ass or my tits, and is very tight around my waist. I slipped on my six-inch heels and skipped all the way to his bedroom to wake him up. With my mouth, of course.

Once I sucked Owner off and had my breakfast of cum, he went on with his day. I had to wait a long time before he was ready to take me out on my big day. He called for me and I hurried to kneel before him.

“Ready, stupid?” he asked, grinning down at me.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I can’t wait to serve all your friends, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Good,” he said, and grabbed my ponytail. Owner likes to pull me around the house by my hair, and I like it because he likes it.

It was my first time being outside since my 18th birthday. It seemed way too bright and noisy outside. I decided I liked staying inside with Owner better. Owner’s neighbors, two men I’d served a while ago, were outside sipping drinks. Owner waved and they waved back.

“Where are you taking her?” One called out.

“Special event,” he hollered, dragging me towards his car. “Big party. I don’t even know if she’ll make it out alive!”

The neighbors laughed. Owner dragged me to the back of the car and opened the trunk. Leaning down, he scooped me up and threw me inside, shutting the trunk over my head. And then we were off!

It felt like it took forever to get there, but finally the car came to a stop. Owner opened the trunk and pulled me out. The house looked normal from the outside, but as soon as we were inside I saw that it wasn’t so normal.

It was full of men! More than I’d ever seen! They all had little tags on their shirts with a letter. I guess they didn’t want anyone knowing their names, because when they talked to each other, they called each other by the letters. I don’t know how to read, I was un-taught how to read when I entered Doll School, but I know the ABC’s. They cheered and laughed as Owner dragged me through the crowd and into a big, empty room with only a table in it. All the men followed us and filed in, standing around me in a big circle.

“Gentleman,” Owner said, pulling me to my feet and steadying me on my heels. “I present my living Doll. For your enjoyment.”

Owner reached for the zipper of my dress and it fell to the ground, leaving me totally naked in front of the cheering crowd. There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. I was just so excited to start serving them! Owner stepped to the side, grinning. One man came forward. He had the letter R. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my titties for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get on your knees and get ready to suck.”

I dropped to my knees, my legs spread so everyone could see the stream of arousal running down my thighs. Licking my lips, I waited. A man whose nametag said T came towards me, circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” a man called N said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, meaning it. A good Doll doesn’t show any pain, but takes everything with pleasure. I forced myself to enjoy the pain in my shoulders.

“You better be,” N growled, unzipping himself before my face. Behind me, I felt T bind my wrists together tightly. To my surprise, it wasn’t just my hands he tied, but my ankles; and when he tied my wrists and ankles together, bending my back, I realized that the angle made my perfect, bouncy tits jut out for their enjoyment. Men are so clever! I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum.

N stepped forward, showing off his long, thick cock, dribbling pre-cum from the tip.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my ponytail, shoving my head onto his cock.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue. He was standing over me, looking down into my wide blue eyes as he fucked my mouth. He was so rough with me. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat, the crowd cheering him on. Smirking, he spat down onto my face, aiming for my eye. I moaned my thanks for his gift, hoping that Owner could see how good I was doing. N’s balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. He pulled away violently, keeping his fist on my ponytail.

“You ready to be our filthy little fuckslut tonight?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, desperate for his cum. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

“Where do you want my cum, trash?” His hips were jerking, and I felt he must be close to cumming.

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered. “Dolly wants cum, please.”

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting once more, this time into my mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I said. “Thank you soooo much.”

“That all you got, N?” Another man called P said, pushing himself forward. “That’s not how you rape a Doll’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He tasted funny, kind of dirty, but I stopped myself from reacting to it. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

 Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. I couldn’t see who, but someone came around behind me and dropped down. I felt his hands on my tits, kneading them hard and pinching my nipples. The sensation went straight to my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as P filled my mouth with his seed. I could feel a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“That’s a good little Dolly,” the voice said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that seed.”

Owner said I could cum when anyone told me to that night, so I let myself shudder in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. P stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

“Flip her around, put her on the table,” a voice called from the crowd. There was a cheer of approval, and the man behind me picked me up by the armpits. The table was cloaked in velvet, and there was a pillow at the top for my neck; I was laid down, on my bound ankles and wrists, the sensation exquisitely painful. My limbs, crushed and bent by my own weight, screamed at the abuse, but I forced myself to love it.

The table was the perfect size for my head to hang over one side. To my body’s relief, a man labeled Z came forward and cut the ties around my ankles, so that I was only bound by my wrists. Silently, patiently, I let the men position me. My ass hung off one end, my head off the other. I saw that the man who’d let me come was called D, and I could also see his beautiful, thick cock, ready to fuck me and fill me with cum.

Z stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. With my head upside down, it was much easier for him to rape my throat with his whole cock, and his balls smacked against my nose, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, so happy to be used for my core purpose,  wanting only to please Owner by performing well for these strangers. My pussy clenched around D’s cock, stroking him even as he thrust into me.

“Cum again, whore,” a voice said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as D lifted my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still Z raped my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as D pulled out and another man took his place.

“Dirty fucking skank,” Z said when he pulled away. “Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the man between my legs rammed against my womb, showing everyone how much I loved cum. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little fuckdoll?” The question came from the man between my legs; when I looked up, I could see faces looking back down, waiting for my response; for every face, there was a beautiful, hard cock, waiting for me to worship.

“I love it, sir,” I cooed. “I want more, please. Please give Dolly more…”

To my pure elation, the next man to use my mouth was Owner! He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down.

“You’re doing so well, my little cumslut,” he said. “Ready for Owner?”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix. “Thank you, sir. Dolly loves you, sir.”

“Damn fucking right she does,” he said, and slammed inside me, reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle he took.

“Cum, bitch,” he ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while another man stepped between my legs. This time, I felt my thighs lifted further, and a hand smearing the cum from my pussy onto my asshole. While Owner humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, a man was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

No matter how many times my ass was stretched, it always returned to perfect tightness, like a virgin. It made me an excellent toy, just like my lack of gag reflex and my enhanced tits and my snug little pussy. While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing Owner, drooling and lapping at his cock just the way he liked. He pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When he came in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

“Here she is!” A voice called, and another cheer filled the room. I didn’t move to look at what was happening, because I was distracted trying to be the perfect ass slut for the man fucking me. He grunted and reached up to squeeze my tits, cursing aloud when he came and filled my ass for the first time that night. Finally, I realized what all the commotion was about when I saw another Doll being led into the room by a collar and leash.

“Playtime,” a voice said, laughing. I was so excited! I hadn’t been able to play with another Doll in a long time! Her eyes lit up too, when she saw me laid out on the table, already filled and covered with cum. I could almost see her mouth watering as she was led forward. She was a black Doll, and very pretty, with nipples like dark chocolate kisses.

“Hi!” I squealed.

“Hi!” She squealed back.

“C’mon, greet ‘er with a kiss,” someone shouted, and the black Doll happily obeyed, leaning over me and shoving her tongue into my mouth. I moaned in pleasure at the taste of her. Dolls taste soooo good. She wrapped her tongue around mine, probed deep in my throat, tasting all the cum I’d already swallowed. I knew she must be jealous, but I was sure she’d have plenty of cum for herself soon. I could feel her big, soft tits against my body as she leaned over me, and squirmed in pleasure.

“You taste soooo good,” she said, mirroring my thoughts exactly. “You’ve had a lot of cum tonight.”

“Yeah, they’re so good,” I said. “It’s the best.”

“You want some cum?” the man labelled N said, shoving the black Doll towards my feet. “Eat it out of her. “

“Yes, sir,” she said brightly. “Thank you, sir!”

Immediately, she went to work on my pussy, digging her tongue inside me to lick and suck the cum out of me. I groaned and jerked my hips in pleasure as she licked at my clit and then moved down again, using her fingers to scoop out thick streams of cum and press it between her lips. When she found that my ass was leaking, too, she started licking and sucking that, and soon my head was spinning with bliss.

A stranger came up to my head and started fucking my throat while the black Doll ate the cum from my ass and pussy, and it was all I could do not to cum until someone gave me permission. At that point, I went crazy, squirting into black Doll’s mouth, adding to the men’s cum that dripped down her throat. The man in my throat didn’t last long, and soon I was happily gargling his cum, showing off how much I could swallow. 
“Boring,” a voice called. “Have ‘em 69, so we can fuck ‘em.”

The crowd cheered their approval at this idea, and in a rush of lifting and arranging I found myself positioned underneath the black Doll’s pussy. Like all Dolls, her pussy was beautiful; she had puffy dark lips and an unnaturally swollen clit. And, like all Dolls, her juices were artificially engineered to taste and smell like vanilla. It was a joy to reach my head up and begin to lick her, wrapping my tongue around her throbbing clit and collecting her juices on my tongue to swallow.

She was doing the same to me, still digging for cum in my slit, now rolling my clit under her tongue from time to time. While we tongue-bathed each other, the men positioned themselves so that they could fuck us. Each time a cock thrust into her slit, I lapped at the base, moving my tongue from her clit to his balls and back, getting everything wet and slippery with my tongue. My pussy filled, my mouth working at her luscious twat, I was in paradise.

Every so often, the crowd would chant for us to cum, and we would groan and shake in pleasure, spilling our nectar for each other to lap up. The man fucking me came quickly, and black Doll eagerly lapped at his cum; I was a little jealous, until the man fucking her released his seed, and I got a chance to eat it from her tender cunt and hear her moan in delight.

Together, we served man after man after man, until we were covered in each other’s juices and load after load of cum. Every time a man unloaded in her pussy or ass, my tongue was there to collect it and fill my belly. I thought, and hoped, that this could go on forever. But as the hours went by, the men slowly became drained and bored by the scene. Finally, black Doll and I were left to each other, desperately licking the cum from each others’ bodies and writhing in pleasure over our full bellies and pussies.

“Alright, alright,” I heard Owner’s voice and immediately perked up, hoping I’d done well for him. “That’s enough. Girls, stop.”

Immediately, black Doll went limp on top of me, and I did the same. Someone lifted her off me, while more hands turned me over and cut the bind that held my wrist together. I kept my body perfectly still and limp until Owner told me I could move again. To my surprise, he came forward with a camera, aimed at my face. He was smiling very big.

“Smile for the camera, slut,” he said. ‘You just made me a lot of money. Gonna sell this tape to the highest bidder. Damn. A twenty-man gangbang, with Doll-on-Doll action? That’ll bring in a pretty penny.”

I was so glad to have made Owner happy, I smiled up at him. My belly ached a little from all the cum, but if he wanted to reward me with another load I would happily suck him off. But he didn’t seem to want that. He grabbed my long blonde ponytail, now entirely caked in spit and cum, and dragged me off the table.

“Good night, boys,” he said, dragging me off while the men cheered and laughed at my struggle to keep up with him. I waved bye-bye to black Doll, who was being led out another door by the man who must be her Owner.

It had gone from day to night outside, and it was very cold. I was naked, of course, but I didn’t shiver or anything. Owner pushed me into the trunk, I folded myself up small as I could, and he slammed the door, plunging me into darkness. I turned my mind off until we got home. When I heard the trunk opening again, I turned on, and was waiting, smiling, for Owner to pull me out again. He tugged my ponytail and waved to the neighbors, who were standing on their lawn, talking. Once inside, he threw me onto the sofa, made himself a drink, and sighed.

For a long time, Owner didn’t say anything. He just stared at me. I wasn’t sure what that stare meant. It wasn’t happy, but it didn’t seem sad, either. It just seemed….thoughtful.

“Did you enjoy that?” he finally asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding enthusiastically. “Thank you, sir.”

“I’ll bet you did, taking all that cum. You’re a fucking mess. Hard to believe you were anything but this disgusting little fuckslut you are now.”

“Yes, sir,” I agreed. “I am a disgusting little fuckslut.”

“Come here,” he said, putting his drink down. “Kneel down before me.”

My favorite place to be! I scurried to Owner’s feet and waited for further instructions. He unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. I waited for him to tell me to suck it or something, but he didn’t. He just looked at me and stroked himself until he was nice and hard.

“I wish I had another Doll,” he said aloud. “You’re starting to bore me.”

I can’t describe to you how crushed I was. I never wanted to bore Owner! I did everything I could to please him! He groaned as he jacked off.

“I think I might just sell you off,” he said. “Does that make you said, bitch?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. “I don’t want to leave Owner. Dolly loves Owner so much.”

“So cry for me,” he said. “Go on, cry. Maybe that will get me off. Almost nothing you do gets me off anymore. You’re useless.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks as I imagined life without Owner. I’d have a new owner, but he wouldn’t be Owner. What had I done that was so bad, that he wanted to sell me? How could I convince him not to?

“Shit,” Owner groaned. “That’s good. Keep crying. Louder.”

I sobbed. What if Owner got a new Dolly, and he loved her more than me? What if the only time I got to swallow Owner’s seed is if I was licking it out of another Doll’s slit or ass? What would I do then?

“Suck my balls while you cry, stupid,” he barked, and I sprang forward, wrapping my tongue around his balls and sucking them into my mouth. My tears wet his cock, lubing it as he stroked himself. Snot ran down my face and down my chin as I kept sobbing at the thought of losing Owner. Finally, he grunted and grabbed my ponytail; he pulled me off his balls, aimed his cock at the ground, and came on the floor. The puddle grew and grew, but he held me away from it. Why was Owner wasting delicious cum like that?

“Lick it up,” he finally said. “While I punish you for boring me.”

The moment he released me I was down on all fours, lapping up his cum. I wanted every sweet, salty drop of it. Behind me, I felt Owner kneel down and start spanking me. Hard. Really hard. Harder than ever before. I held still and took it like a good Doll, trying to enjoy the touch of his hand against my ass, focusing on the taste of his cum on my tongue.

“How am I gonna make you more interesting?” Owner asked between spanks. I could feel myself reddening, then bruising. I was almost out of cum to lap up, and desperately licked at the dirty floor to get every last little bit that I could. “Maybe I’ll start abusing you more. Whipping you, cutting you, making you bleed and cry. Do you want that, Doll?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. “Whatever you want, sir. I just want to make you happy, sir.”

“Good,” he grunted, and shoved first two fingers, then three, then his whole fist into my pussy. I cried out in surprise. “Cum.”

Shuddering, bucking, I came in a flood, the sensation almost painful. My face ground into the dirty floor, my tongue still searching for any last remnant of Owner’s seed. My ass burned and stung with his spanks, and my pussy was stretched to its limits by his fist, but I enjoyed it because it made Owner happy.

“I want you to start being my own personal urinal,” he said, pulling his hand out. “When I have to piss, you come to me with your mouth open. Got it?”

He spanked me, hard.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“And from now on, you will always wear nipple clamps. That should just about torture you, huh? I know how sensitive these little buds are…”

As though to prove it, he reached up and pinched my nipples, making me squirm.

“Yes, sir,” I squealed.

“And…hmmm…let’s see…how about this. From now on, when I’m done playing with you, I’m going to tie you up and throw you in your room. No more letting you wait on your knees. Every morning, you’re gonna have to find a way to crawl to me for my morning services. How’s that?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’ll find a way, sir. Anything to please Owner.”

“That’s right,” he chuckled. “Anything to please me. Let’s start right now.”

He grabbed me by my hair again, jerking me off the floor, my mouth level with his cock.

“Open up,” he said. “From now on, you’re gonna have to work hard to prove you’re worth keeping around. Or else I’ll put you up for auction, and get a new Doll to worship me.”

I opened my mouth wide, and thus began my new life as Owner’s personal urinal. The nipple clamps are terrible, but I endure them for his sake. And my knees are always scabbed, my elbows always bleeding, from the laborious crawl to his side every morning.

But I love it all, every moment. There’s nothing a Doll loves more than serving her Owner.


Boss to Bimbo: Total Office Submission

“Let’s see ‘em,” I said, snapping my fingers. Immediately, my boss dropped her skirt so I could look at the “tattoos” I had her apply to her skin. It was actually permanent marker, but someday I thought it would make nice real tattoos.

Above her pussy, in bold black, were the words “Please Abuse”, with an arrow.

She turned around, where the words “Fill with Cum” decorated her lower back, an arrow pointing to her ass.

“And the top?”

She pulled her shirt up to reveal the words above her cleavage: “Public Use, Please Grope.”

Very nice, indeed. She was nearly perfect for completing her training as the office toy.

Two weeks seemed like a decent amount of time for it, too. Considering what a total bitch she’d been when we started, it was amazing how submissive and eager to please she was now. Sure, I’d had help from my friend Simon in the second week, but I thought I deserved a pat on the back for my hard work.

I could never have imagined, when I took that video of her fucking our company’s President, that she’d take so eagerly to her punishment. I’d wanted to blackmail her, and that’s how it started. But she’d barely even begun to submit to me before it became abundantly clear that it was truly her life’s calling.

Every nasty word, every filthy demand, every act of humiliation, every form of abuse, all served to make her hotter and hotter and happier and happier. She was at her best when she was sucking Simon’s cock, with my dick lodged in her ass, riding her Sybian machine.

The Sybian had been Simon’s idea, I do have to give him credit for that.

The machine was a beautiful thing. 22 pounds of pure depravity. There was a large phallic attachment, as well as a perfectly-shaped mound for her clit. The whole thing vibrated, and the dildo rotated, based on a set of controls. Of course, Simon and I always took over the controls, pressing her limits more and more with each session. By the end, we were having her ride the thing at almost full power for up to an hour, while we fucked her other holes.

And yeah, you guessed it, she loved it.

So, really, it was nothing but selfishness that kept me from going forward with the final phase of her training.

Turning her into a toy for the entire office.

I would still be her Master, but she was going to be a cum receptacle for every man who wanted to use her. Any hole, any time. They could spank her, slap her, spit on her. Call her any name they wanted. And it was her job to make sure they came, in one of her holes, or on her tits, wherever they wanted.

I know she was scared. Especially of the gang-bang that was sure to occur when we debuted her. But she was also excited, because she knew it would please me. And like any good pet, she was desperate to please her Master.

Plus, like I said, she was perfectly trained and addicted to cock and cum by then. She worshipped dick and most of her diet consisted of semen. Sometimes, I thought she would suck and fuck anything with a pulse. We could bring a homeless guy in off the street and she’d spread her legs and beg him to fuck her.

But I didn’t want to dirty my little whore that way, anyway.

It would be enough sharing her with the rest of the office.

The only snag was getting rid of my female coworkers. And that was easily resolved. Since Brenda was still the boss, she arranged a special retreat for the female workers – some sort of bonding, women-in-the-workplace thing that was good for making our company look progressive. The women were happy to have a day out of the office. The men weren’t so happy about it…yet. They still didn’t know what awaited them.

Simon and I were careful to keep the conference room clear throughout the morning. If anyone walked in and saw the Sybian machine sitting there on the small coffee table that usually held donuts, there would be a lot of questions.

Simon wrote out the e-mail we sent from Brenda’s computer, explaining that since the women essentially had a day off, there would be a special treat for the men in the conference room at noon.

Now, it was 11:45, and I was making sure Brenda looked perfect for her new stable of cocks.

Her long red hair was pulled into a very characteristic ponytail. She wore a shirt so slutty it could never pass for office wear. Her D-cup tits spilled from the top. And her skirt was tight enough to show off her perfect, round ass. Her brown eyes were heavily made up, which I liked because it made her look trashy when she gagged on my cock. She looked every inch the slut.

And once the men saw the instructions painted on her body, there’d be no question about her purpose.

Paul was the first man to shuffle in, looking tired. Which was understandable, given his age. Greg was second, looking much more spry. Not including Simon and I, there were seven men in our department, and they trudged in one by one, talking quietly amongst themselves as they took seats around the conference table. Simon and I remained standing beside the Sybian machine, which was attracting a lot of attention. We hadn’t attached the phallus, so it just looked like a black saddle with an electric cord.

“Hello, men,” I said, taking the lead once everyone was in. I saw many confused looks in Brenda’s direction; she looked terrified and slutty at the same time, her eyes and her clothes clashing. “Thanks for being so prompt.”

“What’s up? What’s the treat?” Greg shouted, impatient. He was the youngest guy in the office, and acted like it.

I smiled, winking at Simon.

“Sure, Greg,” I said. “Why not get right into it? As you all know, the women are off on a special retreat today. And that’s not very fair to us men. So in order to make up for that, we have a show for you. And, it’s interactive.”

The men were downright puzzled. I backed away and nodded for Brenda to take her place. She stepped forward, standing beside the machine, hands behind her back, shaking.

“Take off your shirt,” I said, arms crossed. The men only looked more confused; and when she obeyed, eyes glued to me, tits spilling out and bouncing, they nearly rioted. The words above her tits advertised her purpose, but they clearly didn’t understand yet.

“What..!”

“Brenda…?”

“This is…”

Their voices overlapped, but I held out my hand.

“I have an announcement that everyone in this room will enjoy,” I said. I turned to Brenda. “Keep undressing while I explain your new job to the men.”

She nodded, blushing hard, as she unzipped her skirt and let it drop.

“How would we all describe Brenda? A bitch, right? A terrible cunt of a boss. We all know that about her. Well, friends, I recently discovered that this snooty bitch is actually a desperate, cum-starved submissive. As you can see by the words decorating her body, Brenda loves nothing more than sucking and fucking, and serving men any way they desire.”

The room was silent. Stunned, jaws open, confused and speechless, the men stared at their boss’ naked body.

“I know you may not believe me,” I said. “Though Simon can back me up…”

“It’s true,” Simon cut in. “She’s a grade-A whore. She’ll beg you to fuck her, she’ll plead for you to let her suck your cock. All she wants is cum.”

“And to further prove it…”

I reached for the phallus attachment and slipped it onto the Sybian.

“…we’re going to show you one of her favorite tricks. This machine is going to fuck her, while you watch. You can control the intensity using these knobs. She will not cum until I tell her to, and she will beg and plead for me to let her. But she will hold back until I, her Master, gives her permission. Do we all want to see that?”

The answer was unanimous. Smiling, I clicked on the device

The Sybian began to hum; by now, being well-trained on the device’s particular pleasures, Brenda was dripping with arousal, the effect downright Pavlovian. Whatever ill effect her employees’ eyes on her naked body had was utterly erased by the hypnotic buzzing of the pleasure machine.

“Prepare, slave,” I barked.

“Yes, Master,” she said, blushing again as I reminded her how many men were watching her; looking out at the gathered men, I could see their wolfish stares, the way they squirmed a bit in their seats from the excitement of watching their boss about to fuck a machine right before their very eyes. I grinned at Simon, who returned the expression, and turned back to Brenda. She was poised above the machine, legs spread, knees bent so that she was just hovering over the saddle, the dildo barely parting her pussy lips. Just enough to tease her with its slow revolution.

“Are you wet, slave?” I prodded.

“Yes, Master,” she answered promptly, her eyes skipping over the room, unable to linger on any one of her employees for long.

“Why?”

“Because I’m horny, Master,” she whimpered, brown eyes wide and desperate. The position I trained her to take over the Sybian was hard on her thighs, and they shook slightly. “I want to cum. I want to fuck, please.”

“You want to fuck this machine, pet?”

She nodded.

“Yes, Master, please,” she said. Finally, her eyes were still, because she was looking at me. Her Master. Her owner.

“Why?” I demanded, going through the script we’d been rehearsing.

“Because I’m a worthless slut, sir,” she said.

“And are you looking forward to showing these men what a worthless little slut you are? I’m sure they’re looking forward to watching you humiliate yourself in front of them. Are you going to give them a good show?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, a plaintive tone in her voice now as her thighs quaked and her slit dripped onto the dildo. Her hard nipples seemed to beg for someone’s touch, and I could tell more than one of the men in the conference room would have happily volunteered. But there was time for that, soon enough.

“What do you think, boys?” I turned to address the crowd. “Are you looking forward to watching Brenda get fucked by a machine? She’s been such a bitch to all of us, maybe you don’t think she deserves to cum…”

“I want to see it,” James volunteered with a lecherous grin. My co-workers nodded, en masse, many of them adding vocally to the general agreement.

“Alright, then,” I said, grinning at my little fuck slave. “You may straddle the machine, slut.”

The groan of relief that escaped her throat was a particular type of poetry. The phallic attachment disappeared into her slit and she leaned forward so that her clit was pressed against the vibrator. The machine was set to its lowest vibration, but it still provided enough power to jiggle her generous breasts and make her eyes roll back into her head. Inside her desperate pussy, the dildo moved in its slow circles, pleasuring every inch of her cunt.

“Mmmmfff,” she moaned, unable to hold back. The men all leaned forward, enraptured by the sight of their bitchy boss riding the Sybian for their entertainment.

“Keep your eyes open, slave,” I reminded her. “Let the boys see just how much you love being a pleasure whore.”

“Y-yesss, sir,” she moaned, forcing her eyes open. Her hips began to work in tandem with the machine, until she was humping it at the same intensity that it vibrated. I fiddled with the controller, increasing the vibration and the speed of the phallus at the same time. Her breasts bounced harder on her chest as she moaned louder, her cheeks getting red, her eyes wide open but totally blank. Her mouth gaped open.

“Anyone want to take a turn with this little beauty?” I asked the room; Tom was the first to rise from his seat, but all seven of them were soon lined up, eager to play with our toys. Tom went slowly, easing the levels upward, seemingly afraid to overwhelm her.

“Don’t be afraid,” I said to the group. “She’s not going to break. In fact, she’ll probably need it as fast and hard as possible, because she’s been trained to cum that way.”

“Hey, bitch, touch your tits for us,” Greg suddenly shouted, clearly one of the brave ones. “Give us a real show.”

Brenda moaned as she obeyed him, eagerly. Her hands moved to her breasts, her fingers pinching and teasing her nipples. The sensation made her back arch, which drove the dildo even further into her cunt. At the same time, James grabbed the controls and pressed them up a few notches, and her cry of surprise and pleasure filled the room. Her breasts were bouncing generously now in her hands, her thighs squeezing the sides of the machine as she struggled to keep her balance.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Brad groaned.

“She’s always been such a fucking bitch, I’ve dreamed of something like this ever since she started working here,” Greg agreed.

“She always acted all stuck-up,” Tom observed, passing the controls to Paul, one of the oldest men in the office. He gave her a more conservative increase in vibration, but it was enough for Brenda to release a guttural noise that I’d come to recognize very well. She was on the verge of cumming. But she knew that she couldn’t, not until I told her to. She looked at me, eyes begging.

“Not yet, slut,” I said. “Don’t you dare cum until I tell you to.”

“Who’d have thought, all this time, she was a mindless whore on the inside.”

“She looks like she wants to cum.”

“She only cums on command? How did you train her so well?”

“Fuck, look at her, she’s squirming like an impatient little girl…”

“But those tits, watch them go…”

The men were excited now, all talking over each other, passing the controls around. Each man raised the level, until she was riding the Sybian so hard she couldn’t touch her breasts anymore, she had to grab the saddle so she wouldn’t fall off. Inside her dripping pussy, the dildo was thrusting and stroking every inch, while her clit was tortured by the constant vibrations, the machine built to provide as much pleasure as possible – now turned into a torture device as it went far above normal tolerance levels, and yet I still held her back from her orgasm.

“P-please,” she finally had to beg, her toes curling, her eyes frantic. “Please, Master, I c-can’t…p-p-please let me cum, oh, please…”

“You can cum…if you tell the boys here exactly how you’re going to make up for all your abuse over the years,” I said. “What do you have planned for them, Brenda? Tell your employees what your new job title is.”

“F-fuckkk,” she cried out. “O-office toy! I’m going to b-b-be your…f-f-fuck toy…suck a-and fuck y-you when..whenever…”

“Do you get the idea, men?” I asked the salivating crowd. Every eye was glued to our poor, desperate boss, her hips trying to keep up with the machine, her body tense and tortured with the release it needed so badly.

“Let her cum,” Paul said, smirking. “I want to see it.”

The men all nodded their agreement.

“You heard them, pet,” I said. “Cum for us. Now.”

Her whole body released like a rubber band snapping, her pussy spilling its juices across the saddle, her cry of pleasure crashing against the walls. The men hooted their pleasure at her lewd display, her back arching so that her breasts pointed towards us and bounced quickly. All through her climax, the machine kept up its frantic pace, pushing her further and further into the rabbit hole of lust.

It seemed like no sooner did her climax end that another began, a wailing noise escaping her throat. Simon was holding the controls by then, and we exchanged a glance. Slowly, he lowered the dials until the machine died down to a manageable hum, Brenda panting and limp as she straddled it.

“Very good, slave,” I said, stepping forward to offer her my hand, knowing she needed help to stand by herself after such rough treatment on the Sybian. “What do you say?”

Brenda’s eyes landed on me, gleaming with stupid pleasure.

“Thank you, sir,” she groaned, taking my hand and letting me pull her from the machine. “Thank you…”

“That was fucking amazing,” Greg said, the sentiment very clearly shared by all the men as they nodded. I shared another grin with Simon; we’d only just started. I helped Brenda closer to the group of men, none of whom could take their eyes off our freshly-humiliated boss. Then, with a gentle pressure between her shoulder blades, I forced her to her knees.

“Well, after a show like that, it wouldn’t be very fair for our new toy to leave you boys hard,” I explained. “I told you that she was going to be here to serve you, however you may want. Our boss loves cum. She loves swallowing it, she loves having it in her pussy, she loves it filling her ass. She loves to lick it off her tits….”

The men were more or less drooling by then. And they all sported impressive tents in their pants.

“…so this relationship is quite symbiotic. Starting today, starting right now, any man who needs a place to shoot his load will have a perfectly willing cum receptacle. Her door is always open for anyone who needs a warm hole to fuck. Right, boss?”

Brenda gulped hard and blushed, but she nodded.

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly. “I’m here to serve you…all of you.”

“Very good,” I said, petting her head, appreciating the way she looked up at me with total obedience and gratitude for the kind touch. “Now, are you ready to begin?”

I wasn’t asking her, because it didn’t matter whether or not she was ready. She would have to be ready, no matter what. I was asking the men. And true to form, Greg pushed his way to the front of the little semi-circle, already unzipping his pants.

“C’mere, you stuck-up whore,” he said, releasing his cock; it wasn’t that large, but my little slut looked at it with as much anticipation and eagerness as my own nine-inch monster. She reached forward, grabbing his cock and stroking it; Greg groaned as Tom stepped forward, releasing his own member for our boss to serve.

She held each cock in her hand, stroking them for just a few seconds before she leaned in and swallowed Greg’s tip into her mouth, her hand still stroking Tom while she began to suck Greg off. She knew, from serving Simon and I, that she should never ignore one cock in favor of another, so she soon switched to sucking Tom’s cock while stroking Greg.

Meanwhile, the rest of our crew was busy unzipping themselves, and Brad took the initiative of walking around to crouch behind her, thrusting two fingers into her dripping cunt. She groaned, her mouth full of cock, spit running down her chin.

“Fuck, yeah, you little slut,” Tom groaned, reaching down to push on her head, thrusting forward until she was deep-throating him. Her grip on Greg’s cock never slacked, and now with her spit lubricating his cock he was enjoying a pretty nice hand job. Still, he had never been the most patient guy, and after letting Tom fuck her throat for a minute, he grabbed her head away and forced his cock past her lips.

Brad grabbed her hips and lifted them, forcing her to shift slightly, her eyes widening in surprise. But the new angle allowed him access to her cunt, and a second later he was slipping inside her, burying himself balls-deep into her warm, wet snatch. Her eyes rolled back again as Greg thrust his hips into her throat, his hands holding her head in place while he raped her mouth as hard as Brad was fucking her pussy.

Greg groaned in satisfaction, cumming into her mouth; the rest of us were treated to the beautiful sight of her throat contracting as she swallowed every drop of his cum. And no sooner did he pull away then Tom had her mouth on him again, fucking her throat just as hard as Greg had, if not harder. And Brad was enjoying himself, ramming himself again and again into her cunt, rubbing her clit and watching her hips writhe and squirm in pleasure.

I, personally, had never seen her so happy; as another man stepped forward to take Greg’s place and Tom unloaded in her throat, she was nearly stuffed full of cock, filling her belly with cum, fucked from behind while her employees watched and hollered and called her names.

“Suck me off, bitch!”

“God, this fucking pussy is good, and she fucking loves it, she’s such a fucking whore, I never realized…shit, it’s so good, I’m gonna cum right in her cunt…”

“I can’t wait to show her just what you get for being a bitch…”

Whenever her mouth wasn’t stuffed full of cock, she was moaning and panting and begging for more. I didn’t remind her that she was supposed to be quiet, because the men were loving it. Finally, Brad slammed her hips backwards as his own thrust forward, and she shook with pleasure as he filled her with cum.

“Thank you, fuck, thank you,” she panted, looking up with dead eyes as yet another employee grabbed her head and forced his cock into her mouth. She licked at his shaft each time he pulled away, and groaned in satisfaction when he shoved himself deep into her throat. Another man stepped in and she happily took his cock in hand, switching off so that she could lap and tease this new cock before he rammed it into her sweet throat.

Paul, nearly old enough to retire, grey-haired and liver-spotted, pushed his way through the hollering crowd and grabbed her hips. Her pussy dripped with Brad’s cum, and Paul was clearly too refined to double dip; instead, he spread her cheeks wide, spit into her ass, and shakily guided his wrinkled cock until it pressed against her rosebud.

This attracted the attention of the other guys, who very much enjoyed the sight of their elderly coworker about to fuck their boss’s asshole. In fact, it was so amusing, that once our little slut had been fed another generous helping of cum, everyone stepped back to watch it happen. Even Simon and I were excited as he slowly pushed his cock into her ass.

“Oh, fuck,” Brenda moaned; since she was only dealing with one cock now, she could lean forward, dropping onto her elbows so that her ass was high in the air. “Yes, oh, fuck yes, sir, please fuck my ass, please…”

Watching her beg an old man to fuck her ass was amazing; it was even better when she grabbed her clit and began to rub herself while he did it. Paul panted, struggling to keep up his pace, but he didn’t struggle to hold his boner. His fat cock spread her wide as he thrust into her tender asshole, her body bucking in pleasure beneath him. With her hips working up and down, it was almost like watching her fuck herself in the ass, doing most of the work from below while Paul just provided the cock.

“Oh, god yes, yes,” she moaned over and over again, rubbing her clit furiously now. “Please, sir, cum in my ass, I want it so bad…”

Paul groaned, shoving his old cock deep inside her as he graciously gave her what she so desperately wanted. Our boss’ eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth open wide, as she came to the sensation of Paul emptying his balls into her ass. She was drooling in mindless pleasure; I couldn’t even think of punishing her for talking out of turn or cumming without permission, because watching it was so damn hot. Paul groaned as he pulled out, his cock spurting one last dollop of cum onto her ass.

“M-more,” she moaned, gazing up at the men who still waited to be pleased. Greg was hard again already, holding himself in his hand and stroking himself while he watched the bitch on her hands and knees, begging her employees for more cum. Soon enough, Brenda was stuffed full of cock again, moaning in pleasure while someone fucked her from behind and two men used her throat.

The men used her exactly as she was always meant to be used: a sex toy, a fuck doll, something that was made purely to serve men’s needs. Again and again, the men of the office descended on her, filling every hole with their seed and coming back for more. The more she took, the more depraved she looked, the more they treated her the way she wanted to be treated.

“She’s a filthy little slut…”

“I’m going to fuck her ass every single morning, and her throat every afternoon…”

“Wait until we have to stay late for quarterly reports, and she can crawl from desk to desk, sucking us off as a reward for all our hard work…”

“I can’t wait to start my day watching her beg for my cum…”

Finally, though, the fun had to come to an end. The men were spent – all but Simon and I, who’d merely watched in joy and amusement as the guys got their first taste of our office fuck slave. Her breasts were red, nipples puffy from being grabbed and pinched. Cum dripped from every hole, and covered her tits and ass.

Her lips were chafed from sucking dick and her throat was undoubtedly raw. She looked like she was in utter paradise, lying spread eagled on the floor. Her new “tattoos” looked beautiful, declaring her purpose to anyone who might not know.

The men slowly began to drift towards the conference table and sit down, many looking quite worse for the wear. One might even have pitied them, if you didn’t know just why they looked that way.

“Go wash yourself off,” I said, speaking down to Brenda. “You don’t want to go home to your husband looking and smelling like the dirty whore you are, do you?”

It took her awhile to get herself together, but eventually she managed to get onto her hands and knees. She started to lift herself onto her feet, but I had a better idea for her.

“Crawl to the bathroom,” I said. “Show the men that you’re going to be a good little pet, even when we’re through with you.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, nodding. She’d gotten really adept at crawling. She’d gotten good at a lot of things these past two weeks.

Simon and I stood at the head of the table and looked down at a row of tired-but-happy male faces.

“So,” I said. “What do you think?”

“I think it’s goddamn fabulous,” Greg offered.

“I don’t want to retire anymore,” Paul said.

“My wife is going to thank the heavens that I don’t nag her for sex all the time anymore,” Tom said. “She’s gotten so damn frigid, it’ll be nice to have a bitch to fuck whenever I want.”

Well, it was obvious no one had any problems with the arrangement.

At least, it seemed obvious…

“So it’s decided,” I said. “You’ve all given her a test drive, and we agree that she’ll be our office pet. But I’m her Master. I’ll ask you all to kindly remember that. You can do whatever you want to her, but she’s mine.”

A chorus of agreement rang through the room. It was well before the end of the work day, but since the women all had half the day off, I figured the men could have the same liberty. But before I could suggest that everyone head home, the door to the conference room swung open with a bang. All eyes turned to see what the problem was…

As it turned out, it was a very big problem.

“Why the fuck is Brenda covered in cum and crawling across the office?”

Mr. Pincher stood in the doorway, holding a sniffling and shaking and still-naked Brenda by the elbow.

Well…fuck.

[image: ]

Mr. Pincher’s eyes were nearly bugging out of his head. I was alone in the conference room with him, the rest of the men having been dismissed so that I could try and explain what Mr. Pincher had walked in on. Well, Brenda was there too, but she was too shocked and scared to say anything on her own behalf. Surely, the last thing she wanted was for her boss and sometimes-lover to find her in the state she was in, covered in cum with cum slut written all over her body.

“You blackmailed her?”

“Well, at first, yes,” I said. “And frankly, Mr. Pincher, the video I blackmailed her with concerned you as well.”

He looked like a tea kettle about to boil.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I saw you and her in the break room, going at it like animals,” I said. “And I recorded it on my phone. That’s what I used against her. But Mr. Pincher, I have to let you know, she’s doing this because she wants to, more than because she has to.”

“Impossible,” he said. “This is…this is…this is ludicrous! I demand to see the video! You’re all going to get fired! I’m going to cut you all in half! Starting with you.”

Mr. Pincher turned his anger on Brenda, who was now somewhat covered by some rags from under the sink. The Sybian machine was still sitting on the small table. The whole situation was very surreal.

Once the shock of being discovered passed, I remembered that I still had the upper hand, and all my panic disappeared. Mr. Pincher had a family, too. And a lot of respect in the business community. Both of which would certainly be at peril if the video got out. I pulled up the video on my phone and slid it across the desk so that he could see it.

“I have lots of backups saved on lots of flash drives and in my e-mail account,” I said blandly.

Mr. Pincher’s face distorted, his expression moving back and forth from fear and rage.

“But you don’t have to worry,” I said, leaning forward to take my phone back. “This video will never see the light of day. Not as long as you forget what you saw here.”

“I can’t do that,” he snapped. “Do you honestly think I can allow her to continue acting as a supervisor, when she clearly has no power over her employees?”

Well, that was something of a pickle, wasn’t it?

“So demote her,” I suggested. Brenda’s eyes widened. “She can go back to her starting position. Make someone else the boss. Hell, make me the boss. Yeah…yeah, Mr. Pincher. That sounds perfect.”

“I’m not going to promote you, you jackass! You’re extorting me! This is blackmail!”

“Duh,” I said. “Either you promote me, and keep her hired, or everyone will see your wrinkly old dick, plowing into your favorite employee’s pussy.”

He was back to fuming; but beneath that, I saw his surrender. Finally, his fists relaxed, his jaw drooped, and he shook his head slowly.

“I have no choice…” he said.

“No, you don’t,” I said. I felt a little bad for the old guy. He’d worked his whole life to make his company successful, and now he was being blackmailed by me, some peon punk half his age. “But you do have a choice about how you react to this.”

He grumbled something, staring down at his hands. I caught Brenda’s eye and smirked.

“Can you think of a way to make Mr. Pincher feel better about all this, slave?”

She hummed, eyes lighting up at the thought of one more dick to service.

And Mr. Pincher was looking a little more chipper, too.

“Ask Mr. Pincher how he wants to use your body,” I instructed her. “And ask nicely.”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded, then slid elegantly to the floor. She crawled over to him, the rags falling away to reveal her curvy, cum-stained, foul-worded body. I noticed that some of her “tattoos” were kind of smudged. It was a shame.

“Please, sir,” she said, batting her eyes at our boss. “How may I service your cock? I’d like to take you any way you want me.”

Now, the old guy looked positively buoyant. I guessed that in his previous dealings with Brenda, she’d been a little bitchier about giving it up to him, using her body as a bargaining chip. Now, she was begging on her hands and knees to be allowed to worship his cock.

“Suck me off, you dirty little bitch,” he said. “You were always so fucking lazy. You always acted like you were too good to fuck me. Like I should be thanking you for letting me into that cunt of yours. Now, be a good girl and suck my cock, the way you should have been doing all along.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Thank you, sir. I’ll be good this time, sir.”

She reached for him, his cock hard already as she palmed it. It was bigger than I remembered seeing in the video, and our slave moaned as she licked it to life. She treated it like a popsicle, drawing her tongue across it in long, savoring licks, sucking at the tip while humming her satisfaction. She pulled away with a pop.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned. “Will you please fuck my throat? I want you to fuck me like the dirty slut I am…”

She was so damn good at her job. It was impressive. Mr. Pincher grabbed her by the hair and forced himself into her eager mouth. Her cheeks puffed with him, her hands moving to her tits and squeezing them up, creating a beautiful tableau of cleavage for him to admire while he fucked her throat. I was getting hard myself, watching my perfect toy play with her tits while sucking this old man’s cock, nearly swallowing it whole. Mr. Pincher groaned, looked at me with eyes that told me he was getting used to this whole arrangement.

“You’ve trained her well,” he grunted.

“I have,” I admitted. “I’m actually quite good at managing people. This deal isn’t as bad as it looks. You’ll have a perfectly submissive little fuck toy whenever you want to drop into the office, and she’ll keep morale way up.”

He grunted his approval, forcing her head against his lap, her nose pushed to his lower belly as his hips worked. Her spit flowed down his balls as she gagged; how long had it been since she came up for air? Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“That’s right, you uppity cunt,” he growled. “Now, time to swallow. Eat up, bitch.”

He convulsed, groaned, and closed his eyes in ecstasy as he unloaded into her raw, abused, and willing throat. She took every drop, as usual, sucking even once he had nothing more to give. He ripped her head away, looked her right in the eye, and spit onto her face.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned.

“You’re welcome,” he chuckled, and zipped his pants up with a contented sigh. “Now, starting tomorrow, you’ll be taking Jared’s position. He’ll take your office. But, of course, you know what your real job is, right?”

“Yes, sir,” she said as he gave her hair a violent shake. “I’m a cum dumpster for the office.”

“That’s right,” he said, releasing her. “If I ever hear that you deny anyone…”

“She won’t,” I jumped in. “Or she’ll be punished by her Master. Right, pet?”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I’ll always obey you and do what you say. I will suck and fuck everyone you want me to, whenever you tell me to. My body is yours.”

“Very good,” I said, rising to shake Mr. Pincher’s hand and seal the deal. “Now, you still have to get cleaned up. And meet me in my office before you go so I can give you one last little treat. You’ve missed your Master’s dick today, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she purred. I walked Mr. Pincher to the door, letting her crawl to the bathroom on her own. We talked about my new salary and general responsibilities; but since Brenda knew all that information, I could just get it all from her. While I was fucking her ass. In my office.

[image: ]

No one questioned why I was suddenly the manager and Brenda was back working in the office. Why should they? The men knew why, and the women were just happy to see the bitch was back where she belonged, working for the man just like the rest of them.

Of course, the women had no idea just how much extra work Brenda did.

They must have noticed how often she disappeared with some man from the office, but it wasn’t talked about – at least not openly. Brenda always had her “tattoos” on under her clothes, and often she sat at her cubicle with a vibrator in her pussy or ass, with me controlling it remotely from my office. I didn’t think I’d ever really be done with her training.

And that became very clear indeed one day, two weeks after my promotion. I walked into the men’s room, thinking I would find her there. Indeed, she was bent over, her face almost pressed into the toilet, while Tom reamed her asshole. I always made her wash herself thoroughly before I fucked her, but the other guys didn’t seem to mind fucking her until she was bursting with cum. It was pretty hot, I had to admit.

“Oh, fuck,” Tom growled, slamming against her and shuddering. Her face pressed against the porcelain, one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while Tom filled her ass with cum.

“Thank you,” she moaned, over and over, as he filled her up. “Thank you, sir…”

“Whatever,” he groaned, pulling out. “I’ve got those damn reports to finish…oh, hey, boss.”

Tom grinned as he saw me waiting.

“I think her pussy’s pretty fresh,” she said, slapping her ass a few times like she was prime livestock he was showing off, which wasn’t far from the truth. “Definitely can’t say that for her ass…”

“Thanks, Tom,” I said. “But get back to those reports, huh?”

“Right-O,” Tom said. Morale really was up, and I turned out to be a good manager after all. Productivity was at an all-time high. Brenda turned to me, dropping to her knees. Usually, she was positively ecstatic whenever I came near her. She really did love her Master. Today, though, she was very morose. I’d noticed it earlier, which was why I was looking for her anyway.

“What’s wrong, pet?” I asked.

Somehow, I’d actually grown to care for the bitch, a little bit. I guess because she really was a pet; I’d worked hard to train her into exactly the kind of fuck toy I wanted, so I was invested in her.

“I…um…I…”

“Spit it out,” I said.

“He kicked me out,” she finally said, looking up at me through heavy lashes. “My husband kicked me out. I have nowhere to go…he’ll take the kids…he knows I was cheating, so I won’t get anything in the divorce…”

Poor thing was actually crying. As much as she loved being my pet and the office toy, I know she loved her life, too. She clearly chose being a submissive over her old life, but it must still hurt to lose everything.

“I’m sorry, pet,” I said, putting my hand out. She crawled towards me, nudging my palm with her head so I could stroke her hair. “Where are you staying?”

“A motel,” she sniffled. “But I don’t know how long I can stay there…I don’t have much money…”

Hmm.

“Sounds like you’re going to have a hard time,” I said. She blinked up at me, pretty little mouth screwing up, clothes disheveled so that one breast hung out of her shirt. Her lips quivered a little bit.

“Master….” She started to say. I thought I knew what she was going to ask, but I wanted her to say it.

“Yes, pet?”

“Um….I thought…maybe…what if…I could…well, maybe I could be your pet all the time?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well…I could be your slave here at the office…and at home? I could cook and clean, and I’d always be there to serve you…”

I sighed. I knew she was going to ask that.

“That sounds like it would be a lot of work for me,” I said. “Basically supporting two people, and making sure you behaved all the time…”

“I will,” she pleaded. “I will always be your good little bitch, Master. I promise, I’ll do everything you want, exactly how you want it…”

It sounded perfect, to me. But I didn’t want her to know that and get a big head. So I acted very put out by it all.

“I’d really be doing you a big favor,” I said. “I would hope you’d be very grateful to me.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I’d be so grateful. I’d devote my whole life to serving you. I’d always be the perfect fuck toy.”

“But you won’t always be pretty and fuckable forever,” I observed. She bit her lip.

“Then I’ll find you a new fuck toy, and train her so that she’s perfect for you, too,” she said. “My daughter…”

Wow. She was actually considering training her daughter to be just like her. I didn’t really want that, but it showed commitment.

“No,” I said. “I wouldn’t be interested in her. But you might be useful. Until you’re too used up to fuck, at least. And then I suppose you would make a decent house slave…”

“Yes, I would,” she nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

I sighed.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll give you a trial period.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said, on the verge of tears again. “Thank you so much!”

“Thank me properly,” I scowled down at her. Immediately, she dropped to all fours, licking my shoes before making her way up to my hard, throbbing cock. As I looked down at her, worshipping my cock, gratitude in her eyes, I thought my life was just about perfect.

And all because of some quarterly reports that should have been done in blue, instead of red.

That was the best mistake I ever made.
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