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A hot preview…

"Thank you, Sir," I replied humbly. "I'm glad I could please you."

He smiled at me warmly and patted me on the head. "Good girl." Then he motioned to the door, where a handsome man in a nice suit was standing.  "This is Mr. Jackson.  You're going to be servicing him now.  He's one of our newest clients."

Mr. Jackson stepped forward, smiling brightly at me. He had dark hair and green eyes; he was very handsome indeed!

"Nice to meet you," I greeted cheerfully.

He reached out and cupped my chin with his fingers, lifting my face towards him. "You're beautiful. So beautiful," he murmured. Then he leaned down and pressed his lips against mine passionately. We kissed deeply and sensually for several minutes, enjoying each other's mouths thoroughly before he pulled away again.

"Thank you," I whispered shyly.

"Get to it then," Mr. Smith commanded impatiently.

I glanced over at him nervously but he didn't seem upset by the delay in the proceedings. He merely stood watching us intently, waiting patiently for the action to start.

I turned back to Mr. Jackson and grinned mischievously. Then I knelt down before him and undid his belt buckle, quickly pulling his zipper open and freeing his already erect cock from its confines. It sprang out immediately, standing tall and proud.

I took hold of his length in one hand and began stroking it lightly, running my fingers over the smooth skin. He moaned softly and closed his eyes momentarily. When they opened again, he fixed his gaze upon mine and grinned widely.

"You have a nice cock," I complimented sweetly, giving him a flirtatious wink.

"I'm glad you think so," he responded huskily.

With that, I opened my mouth wide and swallowed him whole in one swift movement, taking his entire member down my throat. He groaned loudly and threw his head back. His hands found their way into my hair and held tight.

I bobbed up and down on his shaft eagerly, sucking hard and fast. He grunted with pleasure as I pleasured him. His breathing became rapid and heavy as I continued to suck him off vigorously. I loved the feeling of his dick sliding across my tongue and filling my mouth completely. I could taste the precum leaking out onto my tongue. It tasted delicious!
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I quickly settled in to my new role in the workplace.  I was instructed to dress especially sexy, wearing low cut tops that showed off my breasts, short skirts, and high heels. I was told that the men in the company liked a girl with a pretty face and a nice body, and I was glad to do my part to contribute to the corporate image. After all, when they said everyone should make themselves as attractive as possible, I knew it wasn't just for me; it was for everybody's benefit.

Mr. Smith, my boss, kept very close tabs on my progress. He checked on me several times per day to make sure that I was following instructions exactly. And the fact that Mr. Smith was also very handsome was an additional motivator not to disobey him, since I wanted to keep in his good graces. Plus, I just felt a need to please men in general. If I did well, they would be more likely to compliment me, and I loved that!

One of the things Mr. Smith insisted on was regular physical examinations at work. He believed that it was important to know my body well in order to dress appropriately, so that no part of me was left uncovered or unpresented in the most flattering light. He was very interested in what clothing items showed off my curves and feminine wiles, as he called them.

"Let's see your tits," he demanded one afternoon. It was only three o'clock, but the office had pretty much cleared out for the day, since we were a small staff. And so I didn't hesitate to quickly strip my top off, and reveal the bra I was wearing beneath it.

I had been encouraged to start wearing padded bras with some cleavage in mind, so that even if my nipples were hard, it would show off my breasts without embarrassment. It felt strange at first to have something artificial on my chest, but I knew that it was necessary to achieve the right look. Besides, every now and then the padding would shift and I would catch sight of a nipple popping out over the top or the side of the fabric, and it looked pretty sexy to me too, so there were definitely some upsides.

Mr. Smith studied me intently and came up for a closer inspection of the fabric of my bra, lifting his fingers up to tweak each of my nipples through the lace fabric.

"Good girl," he nodded approvingly. "You're learning very quickly." He reached down into my skirt and slid his finger right in between my legs to rub the outside of my pussy through my panties. It was always nice when I felt men touching me this way, and I felt my breath quicken as I stood there obediently in front of him.

He moved in closer to kiss my neck while running his hands around over my breasts and backside. And then his voice went low in my ear. "Did you wear the plug in your ass like I asked you to?"

My cheeks blushed and my eyes went to the floor. "I can't, it won't fit in me," I said in a whisper. It was true—the last time he had demanded that I wear the buttplug all day long, I had tried so hard to insert it, but my ass was too tight to give it up. I hated disappointing him, and now I worried that he might be angry about my inability to obey orders.

But instead, he smiled and said, "That's okay, I'll let it go for now. I know it's hard, but that's what training is for. Next time will be easier for you, because next time I'm going to make sure your pussy and asshole are very well lubricated before I demand that you put it in, okay?"

I was relieved to hear this, and my smile quickly returned. "Yes, Sir," I replied happily. And then his lips met mine and we began kissing passionately, my shirt lying discarded on the ground around us. I was thrilled to be having these private little moments with Mr. Smith; he was obviously just concerned that I was making myself as beautiful and sexy as possible, and that made me feel special. And of course the way he kissed and touched me so intimately helped me feel appreciated too.

Mr. Smith continued sliding his hands up and down my body, taking in every curve. My breathing became shallow as he worked his hands closer and closer to my breasts once more, cupping them lovingly while rubbing his thumbs over my erect nipples. I felt the heat growing in my pussy and knew I wanted his cock inside me even more than usual.

"Take your bra off," he whispered seductively in my ear. I complied instantly, shoving it down so that I stood totally bare from the waist up. Mr. Smith then placed both hands on my ass to pull me in closer. I could feel the warmth from his body as our stomachs came together and the bulge in his pants pressed into my crotch. He reached one hand up to squeeze my left breast as he kept his other firmly in place on my asscheek, moving his hips in small motions that created a light friction against my cunt. I sighed as my knees buckled slightly with pleasure.

Finally he took his hand off my butt and used it to take my chin, pulling me forward toward his lips again. We kissed passionately for a minute, with my hands reaching out to stroke his chest through his shirt and the muscles of his back and shoulders. After several long seconds, we broke apart, gasping for breath. I felt like my whole body was on fire from desire.

Then he said, "Okay, sweetie, turn around for me." And so I spun slowly in a half circle, showing off how tight and curvy my backside was, and displaying all of my assets for his approval. "Yes, you are a hot number," he complimented me. And then I heard him drop to his knees behind me as he lifted my skirt up past my thighs to look at my panties. His fingers hooked into the waistband of the thin garment and yanked them down, all the way down to my ankles. I could hear him breathing hard behind me and I could picture what he saw, my wetness glistening in between my legs as I stood bent over with my hands braced against the desk top in front of us.

He pressed his face into my inner thighs and began licking me up and down. At first I just moaned softly at this new sensation but then soon my noises grew louder and more urgent as he pushed his tongue even further in to touch my pussy walls directly. He worked expertly, lapping up my juices until finally he paused briefly to suck on my clit. This sent me into an instant spasm that wracked my entire body.

Suddenly Mr. Smith's mouth went off of me entirely and I knew something else was happening. I wanted to turn my head to see what he was doing but I was paralyzed by fear at the prospect of seeing any action occurring there. Instead, all I could manage was to let out a low gasp when I felt his finger slide past my folds and into the wet warmth of my cunt. There was a stretching feeling followed by a second finger being inserted, and then a third! All three digits were now pushing inside me simultaneously.

At last his voice called out over the thumping noise in my ears. "Do you like that? Does it feel good?"

I managed a weak reply. "Yes..."

His hand pulled free from its previous task, leaving only his thumb left deep within me, which rubbed lightly against the sensitive spot located on my inner walls. But then suddenly there was pressure pushing against me—some kind of solid object. It pushed further inwards, filling me to bursting. "What are you doing to me?!" I cried out. But he simply grinned devilishly from behind me. The intruding phallic shape continued entering my body. And then suddenly it stopped, having lodged itself fully inside. "Is that a...?" I wondered aloud.

"Yes, it is," he chuckled. And then slowly he pushed himself forward against my ass, the base of the dildo sinking deeper in to fill up every crevice. I moaned loudly at the strange sensation, my pussy contracting tightly around the fake cock buried between my cheeks.

Mr. Smith placed one hand on either side of me, pulling me backwards towards him as he began pumping himself in and out of me. I closed my eyes tight, concentrating on trying not to make any more noise. My breath quickened as each thrust brought another jolt of pleasure through my core, forcing the dildo still further into my depths. My clit throbbed uncontrollably while he hammered away. "Oh god, I think I'm going to come!" I gasped. And suddenly everything exploded inside me and I screamed loudly as waves of ecstasy swept over me. I shuddered violently for several seconds before collapsing, exhausted, onto the floor. Mr. Smith's hands supported my lower back so that the dildo remained fully seated within me the whole time, giving me intense, prolonged contractions, almost like a second orgasm. When my muscles had calmed down enough for me to catch my breath again, Mr. Smith gently removed the toy from my pussy and placed it gently on the desk beside us.

"My sweet little bimbo doll," he cooed lovingly as he turned me to face him and planted a gentle kiss on my forehead. "You did very well." He lifted me effortlessly from my sitting position and scooped me into his arms. We shared another passionate embrace as he carried me over to a nearby couch where he carefully deposited my body before covering it with his own.

Mr. Smith was hard already, his cock poking at my thigh as he reached his fingers under my skirt once more, finding my slickened entrance. But this time, instead of shoving anything into me, he teased me gently, stroking lightly around my opening. Eventually, he allowed his middle finger to push forward into my pussy. Once inside, he pressed upwards towards my g-spot while using his thumb to rub across my clit in circles. I threw my head back involuntarily, bucking against his hand as I came immediately. "Oh yes!!!" I yelled out loudly.

I lay there panting as his fingers slipped free of me, glistening with my juices. He smiled at me warmly before leaning forward to taste the moisture on them.

I smiled back shyly. "Please don't make me wait," I pleaded softly. "Fuck me now."

And he obliged willingly, pushing himself up against me and guiding his dick between my thighs. As our bodies met, we both moaned simultaneously. The thick shaft pressed into my folds until at last it slid all the way inside, filling me completely. He moved slowly at first, grinding against me with steady rhythmic strokes, allowing me to savour each sensation. I ran my hands over his broad chest and shoulders as he worked away above me. His strong arms held me tight in place, preventing me from doing anything except enjoy the ride. It felt incredible to have such a man so close to me physically; I couldn't imagine ever wanting another man inside me again. After several minutes, he stopped thrusting and started rolling his hips from side to side instead. "Ooohhh! Yesss!" I purred, wrapping my legs tightly around him. The pressure on my cervix increased considerably as he changed tactics.

At last, he seemed ready to cum and he pulled out of me abruptly. Then he crawled up along my body and straddled my torso, jerking his cock rapidly, aiming it at my breasts. In moments, thick jets of semen spurted forth over my skin, coating my tits with sticky white globs. A couple landed on my chin and face as well, but luckily I managed to avoid getting hit in the eyes. Mr. Smith grunted loudly with each release and finally collapsed atop me. I hugged him as tight as possible while still clinging to his back. We were both sweating from exertion and breathing heavily after our lovemaking.

"Now you've been properly fucked, bimbo," he laughed as he pushed himself off of me. I looked at myself and saw the mess he had made of my tits; there was semen everywhere! But I felt proud for helping him feel so good, even if I was pretty certain that I wasn't going to leave this building tonight with anything on my mind other than fucking him again...

That's just how it was supposed to be; women didn't need brains when they had looks. And anyway, my thoughts only seemed to get in the way of pleasing Mr. Smith, so it was better if I just kept things simple and focused on being an obedient bimbo for him, rather than worrying about all those unnecessary details. Besides, who cares about learning new facts or thinking deep thoughts, when your life is full of sexual pleasure instead? Not me!

"Come on," he said once we were dressed and cleaned up, "let's go out and celebrate! You look great in that outfit!"

We exited the office and walked together down to the elevator. As we rode downward, Mr. Smith reached over to grab one of my buttocks firmly in his hand, squeezing hard as we descended past the twentieth floor.

I smiled shyly and blushed again as I felt myself becoming aroused by his touch once more. "Thank you, Mr. Smith," I whispered in response.

A wicked grin formed on Mr. Smith's lips as he replied, "My pleasure." He pulled me into a tight embrace as soon as we stepped out into the lobby. We kissed passionately in full view of everyone passing by, not caring if anyone else happened to notice or not. Then he broke off from me and started walking across the marble tile towards the front doors.

When he got a few feet ahead of me, I grabbed at his sleeve and tugged gently. "Wait, Sir! My shoes!" I pointed down at my bare feet, where he had insisted I remove them upon arriving earlier today. I couldn't walk on bare feet through the streets outside— what if people recognized me?—especially when I'd worn stilettos almost every day since coming to work here last year!

Mr. Smith chuckled darkly. "Of course. Let's get you some new shoes then, bimbo doll."

He led me over to the shoe store nearby, where several dozen pairs of heels sat in display cases. The saleswoman approached immediately, ready to assist us, but he waved her away without even acknowledging her presence.

"These will do nicely," he said.

I stared at the black patent leather pumps with white laces around the ankles. They looked incredibly high but seemed very comfortable somehow—the soles appeared almost spongy.

"Put them on," he told me, "and try walking around."

I followed instructions dutifully, sliding each foot into one shoe after the other. I stood up and took a step forward. Surprisingly enough, these fit perfectly well!

"They're beautiful!" I exclaimed excitedly as I spun around on the spot. "And so comfy too!"

"Excellent," Mr. Smith commented approvingly.

Then we proceeded to leave the store, heading towards the exit. Mr. Smith took hold of my upper arm and guided me out into the evening sunlight. Once again we embraced and began making out like crazy again. This time I felt less inhibited about kissing him in public though; I suppose I felt more secure about our relationship now than ever before. My hands slid under his jacket to rub up against his toned chest while our lips remained locked together tightly. After a moment we released from one another again, although Mr. Smith continued holding onto my wrist possessively.

"There are only three things that matter in life," he said cryptically. "First, you must be sexy and beautiful at all times. Second, you must stay young looking forever. And third, you must always obey my every command. Do you understand?"

I nodded obediently and smiled sweetly back at him. He continued staring at me intently, searching for something unknown within my eyes. It seemed like there was more left to be said between us, but he had already shared so much with me today, so I didn't question him further about it. Finally, Mr. Smith broke eye contact and turned away from me.

"Let's get going," he ordered sternly. "You have an important day tomorrow."

"Yes, Sir," I replied. And then the two of us headed off down the sidewalk towards whatever adventure awaited next....

***

The important day that Mr. Smith mentioned involved my first time servicing other men in the office.  I was very excited; not just because this would allow me to practice my newfound skills at pleasing them, but also because the idea of being passed around and fucked by different people sounded hot!

As Mr. Smith led me into one of his meetings, I tried my hardest not to grin widely at everyone. Even though he hadn't specifically instructed me to keep quiet, I felt certain that he wouldn't appreciate it if I talked out of turn during these sorts of occasions. Plus I was too busy thinking about which guy's dick I'd get to ride this time anyway!

The men were talking, planning important things, but my brain was not on business; it was on sex.  The guys in there had big bulges under their dress pants, and I was certain I would get to enjoy at least a couple of them today. They might stick them into my mouth or let me give a blowjob, maybe even slip into my pussy and fill me with their loads. The thought sent shivers down my spine. I couldn't wait to get started on the real fun!

I was instructed to get underneath the conference table and begin rubbing and sucking each cock as it popped out in front of me. I went to work eagerly, licking around the head of a thick shaft before swallowing as much as possible into my throat. I bobbed up and down rhythmically on his member while reaching around to massage his balls.

Another man had unzipped himself nearby, exposing his hard-on to the warm air. I reached over and took hold of it tightly, jerking away eagerly. Soon enough, however, he pulled away from my grasp and stood up next to me. He motioned for me to come closer, which I did happily. Then he lifted my skirt and bent me over until my head rested against the floor beneath us. With no hesitation whatsoever, he pushed his cock inside me without warning, slamming all eight inches straight into my womb instantly! It surprised me but I managed to stifle any sounds except soft moans as he started fucking me roughly from behind. His balls slapped loudly against my clit with every thrust forward, creating quite a racket between that noise and the squishy slapping sound caused by my pussy juice coating his entire length each time he withdrew fully from me. The smell of sex permeated the room now—it mixed nicely with the scent of cigar smoke drifting down from somewhere above me—but I barely noticed either one anymore, lost in ecstasy as I was.

After several minutes of being roughly penetrated, the man suddenly released himself deep within my cunt, flooding my uterus with hot semen. This sent me over the edge as well; my muscles contracted involuntarily causing me to orgasm simultaneously. We both continued riding out our pleasure until finally he collapsed atop me and rolled away panting heavily.

Once he was gone another cock took his place without missing a beat. However, rather than simply jamming himself directly into me like the last man did, this guy began teasing me first, brushing his tip gently back and forth across my wet folds, rubbing across my clit and driving me insane. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to climaxing again as his gentle strokes continued. Then he suddenly plunged deep inside me without warning causing me to gasp loudly.

I was vaguely aware of the men talking, saying, "Yes, that would be best for corporate profit; we should maximize efficiency..."

I couldn't hear them very well though because of the blood rushing through my ears at this point. My entire focus was on the cock fucking me steadily underneath the table. The man thrust into me with slow deliberate movements, gradually increasing speed until eventually he was slamming into me mercilessly. After several minutes, he reached his peak, releasing his cum load inside me and triggering another orgasm on my end.

By the time we were finished, the meeting had ended and Mr. Smith was standing near the doorway. He motioned for me to join him and led me back into his office. "Well done, slut," he said approvingly. "It seems that you are a natural born cock-sucker."

"Thank you, Sir," I replied humbly. "I'm glad I could please you."

He smiled at me warmly and patted me on the head. "Good girl." Then he motioned to the door, where a handsome man in a nice suit was standing.  "This is Mr. Jackson.  You're going to be servicing him now.  He's one of our newest clients."

Mr. Jackson stepped forward, smiling brightly at me. He had dark hair and green eyes; he was very handsome indeed!

"Nice to meet you," I greeted cheerfully.

He reached out and cupped my chin with his fingers, lifting my face towards him. "You're beautiful. So beautiful," he murmured. Then he leaned down and pressed his lips against mine passionately. We kissed deeply and sensually for several minutes, enjoying each other's mouths thoroughly before he pulled away again.

"Thank you," I whispered shyly.

"Get to it then," Mr. Smith commanded impatiently.

I glanced over at him nervously but he didn't seem upset by the delay in the proceedings. He merely stood watching us intently, waiting patiently for the action to start.

I turned back to Mr. Jackson and grinned mischievously. Then I knelt down before him and undid his belt buckle, quickly pulling his zipper open and freeing his already erect cock from its confines. It sprang out immediately, standing tall and proud.

I took hold of his length in one hand and began stroking it lightly, running my fingers over the smooth skin. He moaned softly and closed his eyes momentarily. When they opened again, he fixed his gaze upon mine and grinned widely.

"You have a nice cock," I complimented sweetly, giving him a flirtatious wink.

"I'm glad you think so," he responded huskily.

With that, I opened my mouth wide and swallowed him whole in one swift movement, taking his entire member down my throat. He groaned loudly and threw his head back. His hands found their way into my hair and held tight.

I bobbed up and down on his shaft eagerly, sucking hard and fast. He grunted with pleasure as I pleasured him. His breathing became rapid and heavy as I continued to suck him off vigorously. I loved the feeling of his dick sliding across my tongue and filling my mouth completely. I could taste the precum leaking out onto my tongue. It tasted delicious!

After a few minutes, he stopped me. "I don't want to cum yet," he explained. "Not until I'm buried deep inside your cunt. Now stand up and turn around. Bend over and show me that sexy ass of yours."

I did as instructed without hesitation. He placed one hand on my lower back while using the other to guide his cock towards my waiting pussy. With a quick thrust, he entered me fully and began thrusting deeply.

His dick stretched my insides, filling me completely with its girth. The sensation sent shivers down my spine.

"Ooohhhh!!!" I moaned loudly as he slammed into me repeatedly.

I could hear Mr. Smith chuckling to himself nearby. I glanced over at him briefly. He had pulled out his own erection and was stroking it furiously.

Mr. Jackson gripped my hips tightly and fucked me harder. "That's right, slut! Take it!" he growled between grunts.

I screamed loudly as another orgasm rocked my body, causing me to tremble uncontrollably.

"Good girl," he praised, patting my ass affectionately. Then he continued pumping into me furiously.

We continued like this for several more minutes until finally he exploded deep within my womb, flooding my insides with his hot cum. His seed spilled out onto the carpet below. I collapsed onto my stomach, panting heavily and soaked with sweat.

He pulled out and tucked himself back into his pants, then helped me stand upright once more.

"Thank you, Sir," I murmured quietly, blushing slightly as he stared at me lustfully.

"No, thank you," he replied sincerely. "That was wonderful."

Mr. Smith stepped forward and offered Mr. Jackson a business card. "Call me when you need another fuck toy," he joked.

The other man laughed and accepted the card, slipping it into his pocket before leaving the office.

As soon as the door shut behind him, Mr. Smith grabbed hold of my shoulders firmly and spun me around to face him. "You're incredible, babe.  We just scored ourselves a huge name client.  All thanks to that tight little pussy of yours."

"I'm glad, Sir," I answered humbly.

He smirked proudly and leaned forward to kiss me passionately. Our tongues danced together in an erotic dance while his hands roamed over my body possessively.

When we parted again, he looked deep into my eyes and asked, "So what do you say, babe? Will you be my personal little whore and let me pimp you out to get big guys like him from now on?"

I nodded without hesitation, "Yes, Sir!"

He chuckled softly. "Perfect." Then he pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket. It looked like some kind of contract.

He handed it to me. "Here, read this. Sign it. Make it official."

I skimmed over the document briefly. It basically said that I was agreeing to become Mr. Smith's exclusive property forever.

"I will be yours," I stated solemnly as I signed the contract, sealing my fate.

Mr. Smith grinned broadly and embraced me tightly. "Welcome to your new life, babe. You're going to love it."

***

Life was great. I got to spend all day, every day, pleasing men in any way they desired. Whether it was sucking them off under the conference table during meetings or taking turns fucking them on the desk in Mr. Smith's office.

My life consisted of constant sex, and I was happy. Very, very happy.

But there was one person who still had a problem with this arrangement, and that was my ex-boyfriend.

One night after a long day of servicing men at the office, I came home exhausted but satisfied.

I found my boyfriend sitting on the couch waiting for me. He was seething with rage, and the moment I walked in the door, he began yelling at me. "What the fuck are you wearing?! Why do you smell like a whorehouse? Where have you been?!"

I sighed heavily. This wasn't going to end well.

"Please, don't start this again," I pleaded tiredly. "It's late, and I've had a long day."

"Oh yeah?" he sneered nastily. "Did you have a good time getting fucked by all those guys?"

"Yes," I replied honestly. "I did."

"You disgust me," he spat venomously. "Why did I ever agree to this stupid deal? Why didn't I stop you?"

"Because you love me," I said simply. "You know I'm happier now than I ever was with you. Don't you want me to be happy?"

He shook his head angrily. "No. You're mine. I won't let you go."

"You can't stop me," I countered firmly. "And besides, even if you could, I wouldn't want you to. This is my life now, and I'm content with it. Why can't you just accept that?"

"Because I don't want anyone else touching what's mine!" he roared.

"But I'm not yours anymore," I pointed out. "Not since you gave me away. And even if you hadn't, you still couldn't stop me from doing whatever I wanted with my body. Because you don't own me anymore."

He glared at me hatefully. "That's bullshit! You're mine!"

I shook my head sadly. "No, I'm not."

"Fine. You want to be a whore? Then you'll act like one," he snapped angrily.

Before I knew it, he grabbed hold of my hair and pulled hard. The pain caused me to cry out, but he ignored my protests.

"Take off your clothes," he commanded harshly.

I hesitated for only a moment before deciding to obey. I had no choice anyway. He was stronger than me, and there was no one else here who could help. Besides, if I was going to act like a whore, then why shouldn't I look the part?

So I stripped off all my clothing until I stood naked before him.

"Kneel," he ordered.

Again, I did as he instructed, kneeling down in front of him.

"Now spread your legs and show me that pussy," he added.

I hesitated again briefly. But then I thought, what the hell? I've been letting dozens of strangers see my cunt all day long, so what's the difference if I show it off to my ex?

So I parted my thighs wide and lifted up my ass, giving him a clear view of everything between my legs.

He stared intently at my exposed genitals for several moments before finally speaking again. "Suck me."

I didn't argue. I didn't even hesitate.

I leaned forward and took his cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head.

He moaned softly as I worked my mouth up and down his shaft.

I realized I enjoyed it, and began sucking even harder.

He groaned louder and thrust his hips forward, forcing his member deeper into my mouth.

I gagged slightly, but kept going.

"Look at me," he demanded.

I looked up at him, my eyes watering as his dick stretched my throat.

He stared down at me coldly. "You're nothing but a slut."

I blinked back tears, unable to respond because of his cock filling my mouth.

He gripped the sides of my head and pulled me closer, fucking my face roughly.

I felt his cock hit the back of my throat repeatedly as he continued pounding me mercilessly.

"Cum!" I gasped.  "Cum in me, baby!"

My words triggered his orgasm. His cock erupted violently, shooting jets of hot cum into my mouth and down my throat. I swallowed hungrily, drinking every last drop.

Once his orgasm subsided, he pulled his cock free from my lips and stepped back, admiring the mess he'd made.

"You're a dirty little bitch, aren't you?" he taunted. "But at least you look the part."

I nodded eagerly.

"Good. Now clean yourself up. I'm not done with you yet," he ordered.

I stood and quickly made my way towards the bathroom. I knew he'd probably fuck me again later tonight, but right now, I just wanted to relax in a warm bath and reflect on what had happened.

It felt weird to be treated like a whore by someone who used to love me. But it felt right too. I was a bimbo now, and frankly...I enjoyed his rough treatment.  A lot.

Maybe that's why he was doing it. Maybe he could sense my enjoyment and was trying to punish me for liking it so much. Or maybe he just liked being an asshole.

Whatever the reason, I didn't care. I just wanted to serve and be used, no matter how humiliating or painful the situation was.

Because that's what I'd become—a mindless, obedient slut. A living, breathing fucktoy.

And there wasn't anything anyone could do to change that.

I turned off the water, dried myself, and returned to find Brad, my ex, waiting in the bedroom. He was already naked and had his erection standing tall.

I climbed onto the bed and knelt down, facing him. "Ready to continue, Sir?"

He grinned wickedly. "Yes, slut. Now bend over and let me fuck you from behind."

I obeyed without question, presenting myself to him.

He pushed his cock inside me and began fucking me roughly. I moaned loudly, enjoying every second of his assault. He slapped my ass hard as he continued pumping away.

"You're such a dirty whore," he growled through clenched teeth. "Look at you, taking my cock like a pro."

I whimpered helplessly, unable to speak because of his relentless pounding.

He continued fucking me mercilessly for several minutes before finally pulling out and shoving his cock between my lips. I sucked him eagerly, tasting my juices on his shaft.

"That's right, bitch. Suck my cock," he commanded. "I'm going to fill that mouth with cum."

"Yes, please," I whimpered.  "Please fill my mouth, baby," I begged, eager to taste his load.

He grabbed hold of my hair and began thrusting his hips forward, forcing his member deeper into my mouth. I gagged slightly as he hit the back of my throat repeatedly.

After several seconds, he exploded violently, sending streams of hot cum flooding down my throat. I swallowed hungrily, drinking every drop.

Once he was finished, he pulled his cock free from my mouth and stepped back, admiring the mess he'd made.

"You're a dirty little whore, aren't you?" he taunted. "But at least you look the part."

"Yes, Sir," I agreed eagerly, licking my lips clean.

"Good girl," he praised. Then he reached down and patted my head affectionately. "Now get dressed. I'm done with you for tonight."

I stood and quickly made my way towards the closet, grabbing a fresh set of clothing. Once I was dressed again, I returned to find him sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for me.

He smiled at me warmly. "Come here," he beckoned softly.

I walked over and stood in front of him. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me close, pressing his lips against mine passionately. We kissed deeply and sensually for several minutes before finally breaking apart.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"You're welcome," I replied shyly.

"I love you," he added.

I stared at him in surprise. "Really?"

He nodded slowly. "Yes. I've missed you."

I smiled brightly. "Me too."

"Then maybe...you wanna get back together?" he asked, hopeful.

"Yes!" I exclaimed excitedly. "I'd love nothing more than to be your girlfriend again!"

He chuckled lightly. "Great. Now let's go out and celebrate!"

"Okay," I agreed happily.

"And when we get home later tonight," he continued. "I want you to show me just how much you missed me."

I giggled excitedly. "Yes, Sir!"

With that, we left the apartment together, hand in hand. It felt wonderful to be reunited with him again.
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