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Chapter One

“How many?!” I said, my eyes wide. 

“Between fifteen and twenty,” said Jason, a sly smile curling his lips. 

“And I’ll be the only woman?” 

Jason’s grin spread wider. “Yup,” he said, “all those cocks, just for you.” 

I heard my pulse pounding in my ears, and my mouth dried up. It had all seemed easy enough when we’d spoken about it as we watched films together and fucked each other, but now, when it could become a reality, I was a little nervous about the whole thing. 

Fantasies were one thing, but to really be the whore at a bukkake party was another. 

“I’m not sure,” I said, taking a seat at the kitchen table. “Let me think about it.” 

Jason sat opposite me and laughed. “Come on, Sarah,” he said, “it’s always been your fantasy. I thought you’d jump at the chance.” 

He was right. It had always been my fantasy, ever since I’d watched my first bukkake film, I’d been obsessed with what it would feel like to be fucked by lots of men and have them all empty their loads over me. 

I loved the feeling of cum on my skin and the taste in my mouth, and I had really wanted to experience the feeling of being absolutely covered with it. 

Now it was on offer, I was more nervous than I thought I would be. 

“How did you find these men, Jason?” I said, twirling a long strand of hair between finger and thumb. 

“The magic of the internet,” he said, looking pleased with himself. “There’s a forum I’ve joined. The guys are always looking for open minded women like you.” 

“Cum sluts you mean,” I smiled. 

“If you want to put it like that, then yes. Dirty little cum sluts.” 

My pussy tingled and my nipples hardened. I loved being called names. 

I stared at my husband. “And you’re sure you can handle watching it?” 

“Fuck yeah,” he laughed, “I’ll be at the front of the queue to empty myself on your whore face.” 

I slipped a hand under the table and slid it under my skirt. My panties were damp under my fingers as I found my hard clit beneath the fabric. 

I shuddered as I applied pressure, and shifted in my seat. 

“Mmmm,” I murmured, “I think you’ve persuaded me.” 

Chapter Two

Jason stood behind me as we looked in the mirror together. “Do I look slutty enough?” I said, running my eyes up and down my reflection. 

Jason put a hand on my shoulder. “Like a true bukkake queen,” he said. 

I had chosen a simple tight short skirt and boob hugging top. I knew I wouldn’t be dressed for long when I arrived at the venue, but I wanted to look the part. 

I had applied bright red lipstick and my long brown hair hung over my shoulders and down my back. 

A pair of black high heels finished off the look, and I had to admit that I looked like I was about to go and stand under a street lamp on a corner. 

“Do you think they’ll like me?” I said. 

Jason placed his hand on one of my ass cheeks and squeezed hard. “They’ll fucking love you,” he said, looking me up and down. 

I reached behind and grabbed the prominent bulge in his trousers. 

Jason groaned and took a step backwards. “No,” he said, “I need to save every last drop for later. I don’t want to be the only one who’s empty, when it’s my wife we’re coming on.” 

I rolled my eyes and laughed. “Okay,” I said, “concentrate on getting it soft then, it’s tempting me every time I look at your crotch.” 

Jason patted his erection. “Down boy!” he said, as he adjusted it in his trousers. 

Giggling together, we left the bedroom and made our way downstairs. We had to be leaving soon – my appointment with over a dozen cocks was in less than an hour. 

Chapter Three

The nondescript building was tucked away in a rarely used side street. 

According to Jason it was owned by a business man who would be attending the party. 

Jason parked a few metres from the building and with the clacking of my heels on the pavement, we walked to the big wooden door. 

“It’s an old warehouse,” said Jason, as he pressed the buzzer. “No one ever comes here.” 

My heart thumped in my chest as we waited for the door to be opened and my pussy opened and closed in anticipation of the hammering it would be receiving. 

“I’m nervous,” I said, taking my husband’s hand in mine. 

“You’ll be fine babe,” he said, “just think, a few hours from now you’ll be able to say you’ve been gangbanged.” 

“That’s quite the accolade,” I said, squeezing his fingers. “Remind me not to mention it at work.” 

“They’d only be jealous,” said Jason, “not many women can say they’ve had the attention of as many hard dicks as you’re going to.” 

The sound of a lock clicking stopped our conversation and I put a smile on my face as the door swung inwards with a loud creak of rusty hinges. 

A man in his thirties stood in the doorway. He stepped aside to let us in. “Hi,” he said, “you must be Jason, and the lovely Sarah we’ve heard so much about.” 

I took his outstretched hand in mine and shook it. “That’s us,” I said, “pleased to meet you.” 

He released my hand and shook Jason’s. “The pleasures all mine darling,” he said, “I’m Charlie. Follow me, the boys are getting restless.” 

We walked behind him as he climbed a dusty staircase. Music came from upstairs and I could hear the sound of men laughing and talking. 

My nipples stiffened as I realised I was minutes away from entertaining a gang of men, all eager to use me as their slut. 

Jason placed his hand on my hip as he followed me. “You okay babe?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I said, quietly. “I’m fine.” 

I was far from fine. My stomach was knotted with fear and my pussy clamped open and closed with desire. My body didn’t seem to know how to react to the

situation I was entering. 

We reached the top of the stairs and Charlie turned to face me. “The rooms down there,” he said, nodding at a door at the end of a long corridor. “Are you ready?” 

I swallowed, licked my lips, and turned to Jason. “Well? Are we ready for this?” 

Jason smiled. “Yes,” he said, “come on babe, show them what you can do.” 

I adjusted my clothing and shook my hair out. “Okay, Charlie, take me to the cocks.” 

Charlie smiled and took my hand. “You’re shaking,” he said, “don’t worry, they won’t bite.” 

“I’m not worried about that,” I laughed, “the rougher the better for this girl.” 

We reached the door and Charlie pushed it open. “Gentlemen,” he called out, 

“this is Sarah, and her generous husband, Jason.” 

Whistles and shouts filled the room and I looked around with wide eyes and a slack jaw. Jesus, this was every woman’s fantasy. 

Men were everywhere, all in different stages of undress. Some were almost fully clothed and the more adventurous among them were already naked. 

A large plastic sheet was laid out on the concrete floor and a table with a thin mattress on it stood in the centre of the room. 

Chairs covered in clothes were dotted around the walls, and a table stood in a corner laden with beer bottles and wine. 

A stereo pumped out music I wasn’t familiar with, from its place on the floor in another corner. 

I turned to Charlie. “So, what happens now?” 

“Now, my darling, you get undressed and make your way to the centre of the room. Where you’ll get fucked and covered in cum.” 

Straight to the point, just the way I liked it. 

Men began undressing and taking their dicks in their hands as I slipped my top over my head and removed my bra. 

“Nice,” yelled one, and others agreed with sounds of approval. 

“Thanks guys,” I said, beginning to gain confidence. 

Jason stepped behind me and undid the button on the waistband of my skirt, 

“You ready to see the rest?” he yelled to the room. 

He slipped my skirt down to a chorus of cat calls and clapping. My pussy throbbed as I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my panties and slipped them over my feet. 

I quickly counted the men in the room. Including my husband there were sixteen. 

I was naked in front of sixteen men. 

As Jason began undressing I made my way slowly to the centre of the room, swaying to the music and enjoying the sight of every last man looking me up and down. 

“Where do you want me boys?” I asked, as I stepped onto the plastic sheeting. 

One man stepped forward. He was tall and well-built and his cock rose high from between his legs, thick, long and heavily veined. 

He pointed at his feet. “Kneel here, sweetheart,” he said, in a deep voice. 

I looked at Jason who nodded. “Kneel down, babe,” he said, his cock in his hand. 

I slowly lowered myself, parting my thighs and allowing my ass to sink to the floor between my feet. 

My pussy felt wet and ready for cock, and my nipples were as hard as glass. 

Men crowded around me in a circle, hard cocks bobbing in the air around my head. 

I licked my lips and reached for the man’s dick who’d told me to kneel. 

It jerked under my touch and I wrapped my hand around it as I guided it to my open mouth. 

I licked the large head and the man groaned as his cock jolted and twitched. 

I reached out and grabbed another cock in each hand and began stroking them as I took the cock next to my face between my lips and slid it into my mouth. 

I jerked the cocks in my hands as other men jerked themselves off around me. I had never felt so dirty in my life, like one of the filthy sluts I’d seen on the films that Jason and I watched. 

A hand grabbed my hair and forced me onto the cock in my mouth, making me gag as it found its way deep into my throat. 

My eyes watered as the man withdrew it an inch or two and rammed it into my face again, his big balls slapping my chin. 

I took him from my mouth and turned to the side, taking another cock between my lips - a beautifully shaped black dick with a set of big heavy balls hanging below it. 

I looked up at the man as I took his dick into my mouth and raised my eyebrows as he winked at me. “Suck it,” he said as his hand found the back of my head. 

I took him as far into my throat as I could, while other men began rubbing their cocks on my face and groping my tits. 

I moaned as someone’s hand found my ass cheek and I raised myself off the floor a little, hoping someone would touch me between my legs. 

The black man began pumping himself in and out of my face and I reached out for two more cocks, trying to pay attention to as many men as I could. 

A wall of flesh surrounded me and I glanced around for Jason. He was lost in the huddle of men and I concentrated again on what I was doing. 

Cocks stood erect everywhere I looked. Some small and some bigger than I had ever seen. I made a mental note to get the largest ones in my pussy at some stage of the night. 

I gasped as the man I was sucking pulled his cock from my mouth, a string of saliva leading from my top lip to the bulbous chocolate head. 

“Good girl,” he said as he moved to the side and another man took his place, ramming his cock between my lips without waiting to ask. 

The room was heavy with male sexual tension and the men’s hands began to get rougher on my body, pulling my nipples and slapping my ass. 

I slid the dick in my mouth out from between my lips. “Someone please touch my cunt,” I begged, moving my ass from side to side as hands slid over it. 

I took another cock between my lips and groaned as thick fingers forced themselves past my pussy lips and deep into my wet hole. 

I shuddered as the fingers began fucking me, hard and fast, the squelching wet sound of my excited sex louder than the music. 

I breathed deeply through my nostrils as I sucked on a dick, the masculine smell of sexually aroused men making me hornier than I already was. 

I took the cock from my mouth and looked up. “Can I get on the table?” I asked, 

“I think I need to be fucked.” 

The man who was fingering me laughed. “You’re certainly fucking wet enough, love.” 

I stood up as men grabbed my arms and helped me to my feet. The fingers slid from my pussy as I rose, and I ached to feel something in there again. 

I climbed onto the table and lay on my back, the mattress soft and warm under my skin and gazed around the room again. 

Some men were jerking off and others were just staring at me, their cocks standing upright in front of them. 

I looked for my husband. He was standing to the left of my head, a wide smile on his face and his dick in his fist. 

“My turn, slut,” he said, as he pushed his cock against my lips. 

I opened my mouth wide and swallowed my husband as hands began groping me again. 

Somebody grasped my ankles and I trembled as my legs were pulled wide apart, exposing my shaved pussy to everyone in the room. 

I took Jason from my mouth and looked between my legs as I felt the flesh of a man on my inner thighs. 

“Yes, go on, fuck me,” I said as the man began bending his thick cock downwards, towards my cunt. 

I squealed as a hand grabbed my hair and pulled my head to the right. I opened my mouth just as I realised what was happening. A hot stream of cum flew through the air as a man jerked himself to orgasm over my face. 

He groaned as he emptied himself on my face and in my mouth, spraying me with sticky warmth from my chin to my forehead. 

I swallowed the cum that had found its way into my open mouth and groaned as the man between my legs forced his girth deep inside me, with one long powerful thrust that forced my tight pussy wide open. 

I arched my back as another man unloaded on me, spraying my neck and tits as I massaged his balls, helping him with his release. 

I pushed against the cock in my pussy, trying to get it deeper and wanting to be fucked harder and faster. 

Men jerked off all around me as I rubbed cum into my tits and face, the sweet scent sending my arousal to deliciously new heights. 

“Cover me boys,” I gasped, as another man grunted and sprayed my face with a powerful jet of hot seed which covered my eyelids and nose, making my eyes sting, and my nostrils sticky. 

The man who was fucking me suddenly withdrew from me and rushed to the top of the table, his cock beginning to erupt in his hand as he moved. 

He managed to land the last spurt in my open mouth and I greedily swallowed it, before taking the head of his cock between my lips tasting my own pussy on it, and sucking the last of his load from him. 

Another man positioned himself between my legs and impaled me with one swift thrust of his hips, which made me squeal with delight. 

I moaned as another man lowered his head and began licking my hard clit bringing me near to an orgasm as soon as his tongue found my swollen bud. 

“I’m going to come,” I gasped, as another shot of cum landed on my wet face. 

My pussy tightened around the cock which probed me deep inside, and my clit tingled as it was licked and nibbled. I gripped the edge of the table with one hand and held a hard dick in the other as I climaxed, moaning and shifting my ass from side to side. 

“I’m gonna come too,” said the man fucking me, as he ripped his dick from me and moved quickly to the other end of the table. 

He stood behind me, his balls on my face, as he sprayed my body with his cum. 

It was hard to see as I looked around for my husband, cum kept one eye closed and the other was covered with a thin veil of sperm and had begun to water. 

“Jason,” I said, as I gazed around, “Where are you?” 

“I’m here babe, you’ve got my dick in your hand,” came his voice from my right. 

I squeezed the cock in my hand and brought it to my face. 

I rubbed it over my skin, coating my husband’s helmet with a mix of several men’s cum and took it in my mouth, sucking it clean and listening to him moan. 

I whimpered as a heavy dick slapped against my clit over and over again and looked down to see the black man whacking my pussy with his shaft. 

“Stick it in me,” I said, lifting my ass off the table. “Fuck me.” 

He prodded my entrance with his helmet and forced himself inside me, making a satisfied groan as my wet pussy enveloped his length. 

He began fucking me, ramming himself in and out with long powerful strokes, his black flesh beautifully contrasted against my pale white skin. 

I took my husband back into my mouth and felt the tell-tale twitches that indicated he was about to come. 

I took his balls in my hand and rolled them between my fingers as his ejaculation began. 

The familiar taste of my husband’s cum mingled with the strange taste of the other men’s as it splattered the back of my throat in powerful spurts. 

The man between my legs withdrew himself from my pussy and spoke to me with a sly grin on his face. “Is the other hole open for business, darling?” he asked. 

I’d never been a huge fan of anal, but in these circumstances, my asshole twitched and tightened at the thought of a cock inside it. 

“Yes!” I said, beginning to clamber off the table. “Somebody get on the floor and let me ride them,” I demanded, “I want a cock in both holes.” 

“Good girl,” said a man to my right, “sit on my cock,” he said, as he lay on the floor, his huge penis throbbing with anticipation. 

I licked my lips as I climbed into position on top of him and reached between my legs for his thick shaft. 

I lifted my ass and lowered my excited hole onto the bulbous tip. I lowered my body, and my pussy stretched as I took him all the way in. He reached up and grabbed my tits, one in each hand, and squeezed them hard. 

A hand touched my back and pushed me forward, bending me over the man I was straddling. The man in my cunt began thrusting upwards, ramming himself into me over and over, making me squeal every time the tip of his cock hit me deep inside. 

“Pass me the lube,” came a deep voice from behind me as a finger grazed my puckering asshole. 

My heart rate quickened and my pussy flooded with juice as I felt the cold slippery liquid being applied to my tightest of holes. 

I closed my eyes as I felt the heat of a prodding cock against my hole. 

I let out a breath and tried to relax the tight muscles of my anus as the cock pushed slowly inside me, sending tingles of painful pleasure rushing through my body. 

With a slap of flesh on my ass cheeks, the cock buried itself to the hilt inside me and I revelled in the knowledge that I had finally experienced double penetration. 

As the two men fucked me I made sounds that were alien to me as the cocks vied for space inside my tight body. 

A hand grabbed my hair and pulled me upwards straightening my back, and almost immediately a dick prodded my mouth begging me to open it. 

I parted my lips and allowed the twitching penis deep into my throat. As the realisation that all my holes were plugged with man flesh, a powerful orgasm ripped through me, making my eyes roll in my head and my pussy and asshole tighten around the men inside me. 

I sighed as I felt the beautiful warmth of another man emptying his hot load on my back, as the man I was sucking started groaning as his own ejaculation flooded my throat. 

Nothing mattered to me anymore, apart from pleasing all these men. I wanted each of them to realise that I was their whore, their slut, their dirty little bitch. 

I wriggled and bucked on the two cocks which impaled me, and orgasm after orgasm sent me to levels of pleasure I’d never thought possible. 

Cum landed on my back and trickled in rivers over my body as man after man emptied his balls on me. 

The cum on my face had begun to dry, and it was increasingly hard to see through the thick salty film that covered my eyes. 

I was a woman in the throes of sexual passion, a passion that I’d never felt before, and inwardly prayed I would feel again. 

I’d stopped wondering where my husband was and was fully committed to making sure that every man in the room took his pleasure from me. I wanted every man in the room to remember me when they left, I wanted them to remember what a dirty fucking slut I was. 

The man in my ass suddenly withdrew his cock and a warm torrent of seed splattered my gaping asshole making me shiver with pleasure. 

Almost immediately a fresh cock replaced the one that had left me and in one swift beautiful thrust, filled my depths with throbbing manhood. 

The man in my cunt stopped thrusting, and with a contorted face and loud groan, began emptying himself inside me. I hadn’t been expecting to take a load in my pussy, but as jet after jet of hot seed warmed my tunnel, I knew I would take as many loads as I could inside me. 

The thought of being these men’s bitch, belonging to them in a sense, thrilled me, and I knew there and then that there was absolutely nothing I wouldn’t do to please them. 

Another cock erupted over my face as cum dribbled from my swollen pussy lips, and I allowed myself to ride the wave of pleasure that heightened my senses and made every nerve in my body tingle. 

Grunts and groans filled the room as man after man orgasmed over me, some of them for the second or third time. My body was a canvas for cum, and abstract patterns of seed covered most of my flesh. 

The cock in my asshole jerked powerfully and a stream of warmth tickled my insides, triggering yet another orgasm. 

As the man in my ass withdrew, I climbed off the man beneath me, a torrent of cum flooding from my pussy and splattering his belly. 

I clambered back onto the table and spread my legs as wide as I could, holding my pussy open with cum covered fingers. I looked around the room and with a hoarse voice, spoke to the group. “I’m not leaving here until every last one of

you has been inside me,” I said, spreading my pulsating hole as wide as possible, enjoying the feeling of cum dribbling between my ass cheeks. 

The first man to take me up on my offer was Jason. As my husband slid himself into my slippery stretched pussy, his face was a mask of pure delight and pride. 

He only managed a few strokes before he released his load inside me, his cum mingling with the other man’s, and joining the trickle which was pooling on the mattress beneath me. 

As soon as Jason had deposited his full load inside me, another man took his place, a long thick cock held tightly in his fist. He impaled me on its full length with one long thrust and began fucking me so hard that I squealed from the mix of pain and pleasure which tore through my pussy. 

Arcs of hot cum flew through the air as men continued to jerk off around me, their masculine grunts and groans making me feel more feminine than I had ever felt in my life. 

As I gazed at the different cocks which surrounded me, I realised that from now on my life was going to be very different. My life was going to be filled with gangbangs and beautiful nights of passion. 

My orgasms had become one long powerful climax, each of them rolling into the next, leaving me defenceless against my carnal desires. I screamed and moaned and swore as I came over and over again, my pussy a sore swollen mess of stretched skin that leaked rivers of virile seed. 

As more cum splattered my face I lay my head back on the mattress and swilled hot seed around my mouth, allowing myself to slide into the depths of ecstasy. 

Chapter Four

It had only been two weeks since my introduction to being a bukkake cum slut, and already Jason had arranged the next meeting. 

News of my sluttish behaviour had spread fast on the Internet forums and we were receiving invite after invite from groups of men who wanted to use me. 

I promised myself that I would make sure that I honoured every invite, and my clit quivered each time I imagined being covered from head to foot in cum once again. 

 My life had begun again, and I was going to grasp it in both hands. 

The End
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