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A hot preview…

As his thick shaft slid deep within me, the feeling was like nothing else. There was no pain whatsoever; instead, intense waves of pleasure coursed through every inch of me until every nerve ending lit up like fireworks. "Oooohhhh!" I gasped in ecstasy while his hips rocked against mine, sending sparks of joy across my brain.

The rest of them watched us intently, jerking off to the sight of me getting dominated by another man's cock.

"Fuck her good," grunted the guy standing near my head, pumping his shaft furiously. He seemed very close to climaxing already. "Give it to her hard!"

"This slut's taking it well," groaned the guy on top, pounding away at me relentlessly.

"Yeah, she likes it, huh?" the one behind him chuckled hoarsely.

Sooner than I expected, he tensed up and threw back his head, moaning loudly as he ejaculated deep inside my pussy. It felt so wonderful that I didn't even notice the others were cumming too - covering me in jets of sticky hot cum. They shot over and over again until finally everyone went quiet and collapsed against each other in exhaustion.

Then after catching our breath, we kept at it for the whole afternoon, until finally Brad came home and found us all naked and covered with sweat, cock and pussy juices everywhere, as we lay exhausted in post-orgasmic bliss.

As I heard his footsteps come into the bedroom, I grinned excitedly at the prospect of having more sex with him. "Master, you're finally here! Come take care of this needy little whore of yours."

He eyed the mess of sweaty bodies strewn about the room and smiled approvingly at me before nodding towards the guards. They nodded in return before gathering their clothes and leaving the penthouse without another word, leaving Brad and I alone once more.

With those big thugs out of the way, I quickly rolled over on my side and sat up facing Brad, who was now standing right in front of me.

"Did you enjoy getting ravaged by those guys, my little pet?" he asked teasingly as he undid his tie and tossed it aside. Then he stripped off his jacket and started unbuttoning his shirt.

My whole body trembled slightly at the question and my heart pounded in excitement, knowing what would happen next. "I loved it, Master."

"Mmm...good. Because I'm going to fuck you even harder now that they're gone," he replied huskily. "You'll get plenty of sex with these men when I need you to, but there is nothing like fucking your own property."

In a flash, he yanked me off the bed, pinning me down on the floor and flipping me onto my hands and knees, positioning himself behind me. His cock rubbed against my wet folds, causing my breath to quicken. Then he gripped my waist and slammed deep into me, bottoming out instantly. My walls clenched around his member and his balls slapped against my clit with every thrust.

"Ohhhh yesss!" I cried out ecstatically as he penetrated me.
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As the sunlight filtered through the blinds, a new day began to dawn. Brad gently nudged me awake with his morning hardness against my thigh. I stretched and opened my eyes, yawning lazily. What a dream last night had been! We'd gone out to celebrate our reunion at a fancy restaurant, filled with teasing glances and lingering touches under the table. We'd even shared dessert—and then some—in the restroom, much to our waitress's dismay. Once we got home, we'd been unable to keep our hands off each other, frantically tearing at each other's clothes as soon as we closed the door. The sex had been mind-blowing, and multiple times at that.

"Morning," he said sleepily, running a hand through my hair. "Hungry?"

"Starving," I purred, giving him a wanton smile. "For you."

He chuckled and pulled me in for a deep kiss, his tongue invading my mouth hungrily as if it had been months since he'd last tasted me... which wasn't far from the truth. His grip on my hips tightened, and I could feel his arousal growing harder by the second.

"Greedy little slut," he teased. "I see some things haven't changed."

"No, Sir," I breathed against his lips. "I've missed you so much."

"Mmm... I know you have. And I plan to take advantage of it."

I shivered in anticipation.

He reached over to grab something from the nightstand—a pair of red handcuffs. My eyes widened, and he grinned wickedly.

"What, you didn't think I'd forget, did you? Now be a good girl and get on all fours. Face away from me."

I obeyed without hesitation, spreading my knees apart and arching my back to give him the perfect view of my soaking wet cunt. He ran a finger along the outside of my lips and I shuddered.

"Fuck, baby," he growled. "So wet already. So ready to be fucked."

I whimpered in response.

He leaned over and wrapped one hand around my throat, forcing my head up and back toward him. His free hand cupped my breast, massaging roughly.

Vaguely, in my mind, I remembered that I didn't 'technically' want to get back together with him... but somehow, he had ended up here, and I had welcomed him back into my life. Why?  I...couldn't remember.

I just knew I needed rough, dominant sex from men, even abusive ones like him, and that was all that mattered.

"I want to hear you beg for it," he ordered.

"Please, Master," I moaned. "Please fuck me."

"Hmmm...that doesn't sound very sincere."

"Please, Sir!" I gasped as his fingers pinched my nipples. "Please fuck me hard. Make me your whore."

"You are my whore," he said, smirking. "But I'm not convinced. Keep begging."

"Please, Sir," I repeated. "Please, please, please. Fuck my brains out."

"Now we're getting somewhere," he chuckled.

He pulled his hands away and reached between my legs, sliding his cock inside me with a groan. I whimpered in pleasure, feeling him fill me completely.

"Oh God," I breathed. "Yes!"

"Such a dirty little slut," he groaned.

My whole body shook with ecstasy as he thrust into me. I was lost in bliss, moaning loudly and rocking my hips back against him. His fingers dug into my hip as he moved faster and deeper, driving into me harder and harder with every stroke.

After what felt like hours but was probably minutes, we came together in a shuddering climax, panting heavily.

Brad slowly pulled himself free from me, lying back on the bed next to me. His erection was still throbbing and wet, and my eyes were fixed upon it. I glanced at him, silently pleading with him.

He sighed and rolled his eyes, shaking his head. "God, you're such a filthy little bitch. Fine, have it your way."

He pushed me down onto my knees and guided the tip of his cock between my lips. I swallowed eagerly, running my tongue along the underside of his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down. My mouth slid up and down his length until he finished in my throat.

We cleaned up, then dressed before heading out into the living room. The place looked immaculate, like there was a maid service that just stepped out of the house moments ago. There was no evidence whatsoever of us tearing into each other like animals last night.

"Well, this is your home again, babe," he said smugly. "I'm going to go downstairs and work."

I nodded eagerly, grinning from ear to ear. We kissed briefly before he headed downstairs to the basement, leaving me alone in the quiet apartment.

I took my time wandering through the house, inspecting everything closely and remembering every detail. When I returned to the kitchen, I noticed something sitting on the table. It was an envelope with a note attached:

Congratulations, Jessica. You made it.

You can now begin working for your new career, if you haven't already. Your phone should contain all the information you need, as well as some additional tips that might help you succeed in your new life.

Sincerely,

Sasha

I frowned at the letter. What the hell was she talking about? I pulled out my phone, opening the email app. A message was waiting for me there...one I hadn't seen yet.

To Whom It May Concern,

Jessica Smith is now officially part of the Bimbo Corps. Please be sure to train her appropriately and assist in making her transition smooth. Her personal assets will be divided accordingly between herself and the members of the Corps. She may live wherever she pleases, but will always be required to assist any male officer who comes looking for aid, and may be called upon by law enforcement for any special assignments that they deem necessary.

She is also required to attend all meetings of the Bimbo Council once a month as per Bimbo Corps Law (1786.32a) which was recently amended to allow women the right to participate in public discussion and debate. These gatherings will typically occur every Wednesday night at the club where Jessica worked prior to joining.

Thank you, and we hope this arrangement proves mutually beneficial for everyone involved.

Warmly,

Sasha K.

The second section had been crossed out (The part about me being required to attend Bimbo Council Meetings) and had been replaced with a note:

"She may instead substitute three blowjobs to a male member of the Bimbo Council. These blowjobs must be performed during Council meetings but don't have to be oral-only, though Jessica will need permission from another member before proceeding."

My face flushed with embarrassment as I read the letter.  I was...supposed to start servicing men and working with the Bimbo Council?  What even was that?  Was Brad responsible for this?  And what about my work at the office?

My hands shook slightly, my body trembling at the implications of my actions. I thought back to how Brad had gotten me addicted to sex with him, then moved me back in.

There was no way I could've known all that before. And yet...why was I not panicking?

No, wait. That's stupid. Of course I know why I'm not panicking. I'm bimbofied, so of course I would react happily to being 'brainwashed.'

Hmm.

It was so weird.

The idea of sucking off strangers sounded exciting. The idea of giving blowjobs to random guys? So hot. Being turned into a total slut and bimbo in order to work with them? Thrilling. The idea of being treated like a piece of meat...well, maybe a little intimidating too, but at least the fear didn't feel overwhelming or anything.

Maybe...maybe I'd always secretly wanted this? To give myself up completely and do whatever a man told me?

Well, I mean, the more I think about it, I am already basically obeying everything Brad tells me. Why not just submit totally to him and become his mindless fucktoy? It's not like I had anything better to do with my life.

"That sounds awesome!" I giggled excitedly.

Wait. Did I just say that out loud?

I heard footsteps behind me as Brad stepped into the room, holding two steaming mugs of coffee. "Sounds awesome?" he asked with a frown. "What are you talking about?"

I quickly looked back down at my phone and began typing furiously, trying to seem busy. When he came over next to me, however, I was surprised to feel his hands resting on my shoulders.

"Are you okay, babe?" he said gently, massaging me lightly.

"Uhm... I'm fine," I muttered quietly.

"You sure?"

"Yeah. Just thinking..." I trailed off uncertainly, taking another sip of the hot beverage.

He leaned forward and reached under my shirt, finding my hard nipples beneath the thin cotton fabric. He pinched them slightly, making me moan softly in pleasure. "Mmmm..."

"I love hearing you make those sounds," he breathed huskily against my neck.

My pulse quickened. He was clearly enjoying himself and getting turned on. Maybe we could take this further tonight? I was so horny after last night! And he seemed happy enough...

So why did something still niggle at the back of my mind?

I pushed aside my unease and smiled brightly, turning to face him and pressing my chest against his.  "Should I service you now, baby?" I said, stroking his muscular arm with one hand. "Do you want me to go down on you again right here?"

His face lit up as he grinned at me. "Yes," he growled lustfully. "Service your master, whore."

With pleasure! My knees buckled instantly as they hit the floor. His erection stood tall as I took hold of his length and began running my tongue along its base, sucking on the tip. He groaned loudly, gripping my hair tightly and forcing himself deeper inside my mouth.

"Mmmm..."

My body shivered slightly, but I focused on giving him everything I had to offer, sucking and licking every inch of his cock until it felt like my jaw would collapse from exhaustion. I couldn't tell whether or not he came in my mouth; I'd become too engrossed in serving him.

Afterward, I licked my lips clean and swallowed every drop of his semen that clung to my skin.

"Damn," he laughed hoarsely as he wiped his brow with a handkerchief, still breathing heavily from his climax. "You really are a practiced slut now.  Whatever training they gave you at that place did wonders..."

Training...I vaguely remembered something about that, too, but it was all so fuzzy.  I could only think about how horny I was, and how bad I needed to get fucked.

Brad pulled me to my feet.  "C'mon, babe, we're going out.  We're gonna go to a restaurant today—a fancy one. Then tonight I'll bring you over to my place. You'll stay there with me from now on, and we'll have some real fun."

He sounded so excited that it made me smile despite my uncertainty about what I'd agreed to. It made me happy to see him enjoying himself. "I look forward to it, Sir."

After getting dressed (which meant putting on another skimpy dress that was so short that it barely covered anything) and doing some basic makeup (though I knew my tits were still prominently displayed), we headed outside, walking along the streets hand in hand. We went straight to the parking garage where Brad kept his car and drove to his condo in downtown Portland, a nice high-rise apartment complex right near the business district.

Once we parked in the private underground garage and took the elevator up to the top floor, he ushered me inside the luxurious penthouse apartment, which was decorated in an ultramodern style—black leather, chrome fixtures, white carpeting, etc...very 'hip'. I saw my bags already waiting for me by the doorway and wondered how they had gotten here before I did.

The kitchen and living room were connected via a huge marble archway and there was an elegant spiral staircase leading up to the second floor. Everything seemed so much bigger than normal. In fact, all the furniture appeared bigger in general too, almost like they'd been enlarged somehow...

Brad led me past the main living areas down a short hallway to the master bedroom. Inside was a king sized bed with black satin sheets and a plush red carpet covering most of the floor.

I also saw there were several men here; two of them standing guard near the entrance and one other at the window looking out onto the city below.

This guy looked a lot different from Brad, being built like an athlete and wearing tight leather pants and a matching vest, showing off his tattooed arms. He was clearly into hardcore bdsm if his tattoos were any indication, sporting multiple skulls and scythes along his biceps and forearms. The fact that he also had piercings in both ears (along with a nose piercing) wasn't exactly reassuring either...

"These are going to be your playmates for the day, Jessica.  I know you need lots of sex, so - these guys should keep your schedule - and other parts of you - full while I'm at work.  Then tonight we can play some more. Don't worry, you're going to enjoy every minute of it."

As soon as Brad spoke, I got goosebumps all over.

"Yes, Master," I purred, rubbing my thighs together in anticipation of being pleasured. "I love cock."

"I know," he grinned smugly, winking at me before turning on his heel and striding off into the next room.

My jaw dropped slightly at seeing him leave me alone with these men who were practically strangers to me. In a way, that made it even hotter; these men could be criminals, or gang members, and I'd have no way of stopping anything they wanted to do to me...

The man at the window turned back to face me and stared at me intently for a few seconds. "Come closer, girlie," he ordered.

I obediently walked up to him and stood at attention in front of his massive frame. His piercing blue eyes bore into mine, sending shivers down my spine.

Without warning, he slapped me hard across the face, knocking me back a step. I yelped in surprise and pain but managed to stay upright. Then he grabbed my arms and yanked me forward, pulling me toward him until I was pressed up against his hard abs.

He smelled like cigarettes and leather, and the heat coming off his skin was incredible. My heart raced inside my chest as I inhaled his masculine scent, feeling my pussy getting wetter with every second.

He let go of me long enough to unzip his leather pants and shove them down around his ankles. He pulled out his huge cock and held it in one hand, stroking it slowly and deliberately while keeping eye contact with me the whole time.

My body reacted immediately; my nipples grew hard again underneath the fabric of my dress, making them poke through the thin material and poke against the muscular chest beneath.

"That's right, bitch," he growled. "This cock owns you now."

With that declaration, he pushed me down onto my knees onto the carpeted floor in front of him, gripping his shaft tight around the base with one hand. His balls hung heavy between his legs, almost touching me. I could see them visibly throb and twitch as his cock swelled and pulsated inside his palm.

I leaned forward instinctively, licking my lips as my mouth salivated from the sight of his giant member. "I love cock," I repeated dumbly, fixated on his pulsing dick, wondering if he was going to force it deep in my throat soon.

Without warning, he gripped me by the hair and yanked my face closer to his crotch, holding my head still while his other hand jerked himself off vigorously. Within seconds, he came violently, shooting a thick load of cum all over my face and chest. Some even landed on my cheeks and nose.

His hot, sticky fluid dripped down between my breasts before sliding over my stomach and trickling along my inner thighs. It made me want to squirm around in ecstasy until I could reach orgasm myself. Instead, I stayed perfectly still while he coated me in his semen, not wanting to anger him further.

"That's more like it, cunt!" he shouted triumphantly. "Now get on the fucking bed! You're going to give me exactly what I deserve after this little display of yours..."

I stood up obediently and went to lie flat on my back atop the cool silk sheets. The two guards who had been watching quietly began removing their clothing and joining me. One of them knelt beside me while the other climbed atop my stomach to straddle me, rubbing his cock between my breasts while I tried to focus on the one staring hungrily at me from above.

I felt my pussy getting wetter than it ever had before at the idea of being roughly used by these dominant, violent men. It made me crave sex more intensely than ever before. They were so big and strong; I wondered if their big cocks were going to fit inside me...

"Look at these tits," said one guy with a grin, rubbing all over my big boobs.  "Her nipples are so hard."

I blushed brightly as both men took turns pawing at my chest, massaging and pinching my nipples until I moaned softly in pleasure. After several minutes of teasing and squeezing, they finally released me from their clutches and moved down to spread apart my thighs.

One guard grabbed my ankles, lifting them high in the air as the other spread open my legs wide enough to reveal my soaked pussy lips. His cock looked enormous from this angle, especially since I couldn't move anywhere else. My muscles trembled involuntarily as I imagined his huge dick plunging into me.

Suddenly, there came another voice: "Hold her steady. I'm gonna ride this slut."

"Wait a second!" I cried out fearfully as the first man approached me with his monstrous member ready to penetrate me. "Please let me adjust to you!"

However, he just laughed in response before thrusting forward suddenly, burying himself fully inside my wetness in one smooth stroke. His massive size stretched my tight hole - but to my amazement, my pussy easily accommodated him, as if I'd been prepped specifically to take his cock.

As his thick shaft slid deep within me, the feeling was like nothing else. There was no pain whatsoever; instead, intense waves of pleasure coursed through every inch of me until every nerve ending lit up like fireworks. "Oooohhhh!" I gasped in ecstasy while his hips rocked against mine, sending sparks of joy across my brain.

The rest of them watched us intently, jerking off to the sight of me getting dominated by another man's cock.

"Fuck her good," grunted the guy standing near my head, pumping his shaft furiously. He seemed very close to climaxing already. "Give it to her hard!"

"This slut's taking it well," groaned the guy on top, pounding away at me relentlessly.

"Yeah, she likes it, huh?" the one behind him chuckled hoarsely.

Sooner than I expected, he tensed up and threw back his head, moaning loudly as he ejaculated deep inside my pussy. It felt so wonderful that I didn't even notice the others were cumming too - covering me in jets of sticky hot cum. They shot over and over again until finally everyone went quiet and collapsed against each other in exhaustion.

Then after catching our breath, we kept at it for the whole afternoon, until finally Brad came home and found us all naked and covered with sweat, cock and pussy juices everywhere, as we lay exhausted in post-orgasmic bliss.

As I heard his footsteps come into the bedroom, I grinned excitedly at the prospect of having more sex with him. "Master, you're finally here! Come take care of this needy little whore of yours."

He eyed the mess of sweaty bodies strewn about the room and smiled approvingly at me before nodding towards the guards. They nodded in return before gathering their clothes and leaving the penthouse without another word, leaving Brad and I alone once more.

With those big thugs out of the way, I quickly rolled over on my side and sat up facing Brad, who was now standing right in front of me.

"Did you enjoy getting ravaged by those guys, my little pet?" he asked teasingly as he undid his tie and tossed it aside. Then he stripped off his jacket and started unbuttoning his shirt.

My whole body trembled slightly at the question and my heart pounded in excitement, knowing what would happen next. "I loved it, Master."

"Mmm...good. Because I'm going to fuck you even harder now that they're gone," he replied huskily. "You'll get plenty of sex with these men when I need you to, but there is nothing like fucking your own property."

In a flash, he yanked me off the bed, pinning me down on the floor and flipping me onto my hands and knees, positioning himself behind me. His cock rubbed against my wet folds, causing my breath to quicken. Then he gripped my waist and slammed deep into me, bottoming out instantly. My walls clenched around his member and his balls slapped against my clit with every thrust.

"Ohhhh yesss!" I cried out ecstatically as he penetrated me.

We fucked long into the night and passed out next to each other on the soft sheets, utterly spent from the day's activities.

***

When I woke up the following morning, I found myself still wrapped tightly around Brad's muscular frame, his arm draped over my hip possessively.  I felt so much cum dried in my pussy and on my skin from the constant gangbanging from yesterday that I wondered how I was going to clean myself up. Not that I cared too much anyway; I loved being covered with cum...

Suddenly I remembered something else: today was Friday, which meant that Brad would be going to work later on. He usually got back home early in the evenings on weekdays, though I had no clue what kind of job he did for a living...

It didn't really matter though; I enjoyed pleasing him no matter what kind of stuff he liked doing in his free time. He wasn't my ex anymore - he was my boyfriend now, for real.  I kissed him and began going down on him, gently waking him up with soft kisses on his shaft and balls. When his eyes fluttered open, he grabbed my head and shoved me down hard until I gagged.

"You'd better take all of that in your mouth, slut," he growled hoarsely. "Or else I might just have to fuck you hard again this morning. Then I would leave you covered in cum all day long."

I sucked eagerly on his ballsack, licking them thoroughly as he pushed me further down on his massive dick. It felt like forever since I'd been able to give head properly, and my throat muscles relaxed immediately once I tasted the tip of his cock. My mind went blank and my eyelids grew heavy as I became lost in the haze of arousal, giving in completely to his needs.

He groaned loudly when my lips sealed around the base of his cock, engulfing it fully in one swift motion. He bucked his hips wildly as he fucked my face with abandon, grunting every time he plunged his meat stick deeper inside my mouth.

All my anxiety, worry, and fear melted away when I had a big hard dick like his in my mouth, and I couldn't help myself; I was addicted to having a man treat me like his personal toy. Soon after I took as much of his cock as I could fit into my throat, he began coming inside me, shooting ropes of semen onto my tongue and directly into my stomach.

I swallowed every last drop willingly before letting go with an audible pop. Once again I found myself on the receiving end of yet another messy facial. It made my heart race to see my new Master enjoying himself so thoroughly while using my body for his own pleasure. I loved everything about him, especially his big fat cock!

Finally Brad got off of the bed and walked naked to the bathroom, telling me to stay where I was for the time being. As I waited obediently for his return, I wondered how much longer he was going to spend dominating me before giving me any rest...

I figured I would find out soon enough.

He emerged from the washroom fully dressed in slacks and button-down shirt, freshly shaven and ready for the office. My face felt sticky with dried jizz and I suddenly wanted nothing more than to take a hot shower, but instead I smiled brightly up at him from the foot of the bed. He gave me an odd look in response, but said nothing. Instead he crossed the room in three long strides, grabbing me by the hair and pushing me back on the sheets. Then he pinned me down roughly beneath him, looming over me menacingly with his thick meat dangling right above my stomach. His massive cock looked twice its normal size as he spread my legs wide apart with his knees, pressing against the entrance to my pussy.

I shuddered in anticipation. "Oh yesss," I moaned, arching my back, offering myself fully to him. He didn't hesitate for even a moment before forcing his entire length deep into my tight hole, filling me completely. The sudden forceful entry felt sooo good, so amazing! I almost screamed in ecstasy. He thrust inside me relentlessly, pounding me raw without mercy, making me cry out and gasp as his huge shaft stretched me wide open. My breasts bounced wildly under his powerful strokes and my walls clenched tightly around his enormous member, squeezing every inch of his meat.

"Fucking hell, Jessica! Take this dick!" Brad yelled as he continued ramming into my dripping wet cunt, causing my entire body to convulse uncontrollably in orgasmic bliss.

I came over and over until I lost count; waves upon waves of pleasure coursing through me until my mind became completely numb. His balls slammed into my clit repeatedly, sending me spiraling into another orgasm - and yet another after that - before he finally relented and pulled back.

As my vision cleared and consciousness slowly returned to me, I noticed his expression had softened somewhat. "You're incredible, babygirl," he muttered softly before leaning down to kiss me passionately. "I could never imagine life without you again."

"Me neither, Master," I purred happily.

He smiled and released his grip on me. "Good. Now clean yourself up. It's time for you to go do some real work today. You'll be earning your keep here, little pet."

I sat upright immediately, feeling a rush of excitement and joy at his command. I couldn't wait to make myself useful! "Yes Sir! Thank you for being so generous, Master Brad!"

He just chuckled and shook his head slightly, leaving the room.

I hurried to go take a shower, excited for a full day of rough sex and cock. 

My new life was so happy!
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