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Hot for Teacher

“Wow,” I gushed. “I am just so proud of you guys!”

And I meant it, too. Looking at the four young faces beaming back at me, I felt pure pride welling up inside me. On the lab table in front of us stood the trophy they’d just won at the State Science Fair. Next stop, Nationals!

They deserved the win, no doubt about that. These guys had worked tirelessly for four years on their appetite suppression formula. Now, they were 18 and about to graduate high school. How many people can say they invented an all-new, stimulant-free diet aid before graduating high school? Not many, I promise you.

Sure, they had the benefit of attending a highly advanced technical high school, but they’d had to earn their place here, too. Dawson School for STEM Education was highly competitive, offering very few spaces each year, only for the best and brightest. As a result, we had far fewer students to tend to, and could afford state-of-the-art equipment. That’s how we came to be standing in the fully-equipped science lab, celebrating the win.

“Thanks, Ms. Sweet,” Jack said, blushing. He was the cutest of the bunch, in my opinion. A ginger with tons of freckles. Beside him stood Michael, Robert, and Frank. Michael and Robert were brown-haired proto-nerds, with thick glasses and pocket protectors. Frank was kind of a wild card, since he also played football, so he was massive compared to his thinner counterparts. Altogether, they weren’t a standout group when it came to looks. But that didn’t matter, least of all to me. I was their teacher. I couldn’t have cared less about their appearance. All I cared about was their caliber as students, which was excellent.

Of course, that feeling wasn’t exactly mutual, and I knew it. I was very young compared to the rest of the staff, only 25. And I’ve been known to turn heads – not just teenage boy heads, either. I have D-cup breasts and an ass toned by years of yoga. I keep myself trim and toned, and wear my long chestnut hair loose. I knew perfectly well the kinds of things boys thought when I was lecturing them on chemistry, but I accepted it as inevitable. I wasn’t going to give up my dual passions of teaching and science out of fear that I’d be someone’s wet dream!

“You really have outdone yourselves,” I said. “You all should go out to celebrate. Any big parties planned for the weekend?”

The boys chuckled.

“Parties? No. Not unless you count Friday night Magic…” Michael and Jack fist-bumped. Right, the little card game they liked.

“Well, you guys will let me treat you to pizza, right?” I said, picking up the vial that held their prize-winning formula. It needed to go back in the fridge. The greenish liquid splashed against the walls of the vial as I strode in my high heels across the room.

“If you insist,” Frank said. Smiling, I opened the fridge and bent over to put it on the correct shelf. No doubt those boys were getting an eyeful, but maybe this time they deserved it. I was about to turn around and ask what toppings they wanted when something in the fridge caught my eye. It looked like a beaker full of their formula, but as far as I knew they’d only actually produced enough to fill the vial. Curious, I picked it up and turned around.

“Boys, do you know what this is?” I asked. “It looks like…”

“Oh, it’s nothing!” Robert blurted. The looks of shock on the boys’ faces was priceless – and alarming. They definitely did not want to tell me what was in the beaker, and that made me think they definitely should tell me.

“Boys…”

I started to walk back towards them when the unthinkable happened. I tripped! The beaker went flying, splashing the liquid all over me, getting into my mouth and nose as I tumbled forward. I broke my fall with my hands, but I landed right in a puddle! Cursing aloud, I looked up to see that their expressions of shock had turned to something else – horror.

What was this stuff? I started to panic. Was it an acid? Corrosive? Was it going to…

“Oh, no,” Frank said. “Ms. Sweet, I’m so sorry!”

“Boys…boys, please, tell me! What was in the beaker?!”

For a long, torturous moment, they just looked at each other, mouths opening and closing like fish out of water. It was really cute, actually. But I still wanted my answer.

“Boys!”

“Okay, okay, well…okay, so….you know, how, like, when we first started experimenting…with the formula…” Robert began.

“…it had that weird side effect?” Michael finished. I racked my brain. Side effect…side effect…

“With the hamsters?” Jack practically squeaked out. Jack was so good looking. For an 18-year-old boy, he definitely looked much more mature than most of his classmates. Well, really, all the science club boys did. They were all too handsome for their own good! I felt an uncomfortable pressure on my chest, my bra suddenly feeling two sizes too tight. And I was finding it hard to control my breathing, and my body temperature was on the rise…

“Oh,” I said as it all clicked into place. Those clever boys! See, before they had all the kinks worked out of the formula, we had some trouble with a weird side-effect. When we gave the liquid to hamsters, their appetite would be suppressed, but their libidos would go through the roof! Especially the female hamsters. Not only would they try to mate with anything in sight, but they were far more likely to get pregnant, as though the formula made them ultra fertile. We had worked out all the kinks, though, and gotten rid of that side effect. So how…why…?

“We just thought it would be fun, to see if we could replicate that effect,” Frank said. The boys were staring at me as I slowly rose onto shaky legs. I grabbed a nearby chair for support. Seeing that I was having some trouble, the four of them rushed to my side, helping me to sit down. It was really nice and mature of them. And their hands felt so good on me. I didn’t want them to let go, and pouted when they did.

Oh, no! Was what happened to the hamsters happening to me?

I closed my eyes, trying to calm and center myself, but when I did…I could only think about sex. In the span of a few seconds, I envisioned myself in every sexual position imaginable. And I was imagining the boys fucking me in all those positions! Jack bending me over the table, Frank underneath me while I rode his hard cock, Michael and Robert fucking me at both ends…

I opened my eyes, actually panting with my tongue out like a dog in heat. Wild-eyed, I looked at the concerned faces of my students and knew…

I had to fuck them. All of them. Right then, right there. I needed all their cum inside me! I needed it unprotected and raw, needed to mate with them!

“Oh, god!” I practically screamed as I leaned back in the chair and clawed at my white button-up blouse. The boys shared identical expressions of disbelief as I ripped it open, revealing my heaving chest and quivering breasts. “Please! Fill me up!”

“Ms. Sweet! We can’t…you don’t…you don’t know what you’re saying!” Frank stammered, but he didn’t take his eyes off my chest. I was already pawing at my bra, desperate to expose myself and be free of the fabric. My hard nipples were rubbing against the padding, driving me mad.

“I don’t care,” I gasped, finally ripping it off so that my tits bounced free. “Please, please! Fuck me! Just fuck me!”

For a moment, all was still. The boys stared, jaws hanging open, at my exposed chest. And then suddenly they all moved at once. I watched Jack sprint across the room to lock the door. It was well after school hours, but there could still have been a janitor roaming the halls. Once the lock clicked shut, I felt their hands on me, and moaned in relief. My fevered skin rushed at their touch, their greedy hands groping and kneading my flesh as I leaned back in the chair and offered myself to them. I was naked from the waist up, and my pencil skirt felt like a prison. I couldn’t rid myself of it soon enough.

Luckily, the boys had the tact of...well, 18-year-old boys. I felt myself lifted from the seat and laid out on the table, and found myself looking up at their eager faces.

“Are you sure…” Frank started to say, even though his fingers were already on my calf and travelling upwards.

“Yes!” I cried, arching my back to push my breasts upward. Michael moaned as he grabbed my breast and kneaded it, pinching my nipple.

“You’re so hot, Ms. Sweet!” He said. Frank’s fingers had speedily drifted up my thigh and under my skirt.

“Wow, and wet,” Frank said, feeling my soaked panties. I reached down and yanked at my skirt, wanting nothing in the way so that I could be fucked faster. It was like I was on fire, and I needed their dicks to put me out. I twitched in agony and pleasure as their hands abused my body, taking advantage of my flesh. Finally, I was fully nude, my skirt falling to the floor, my panties crumpled and tossed aside. The sight seemed to stun the boys, and they each stepped back in turn to look at me.

“Please,” I whimpered, reaching down to my heated, dripping slit. “Someone…any one…I need your cum, please!”

Every second that they weren’t giving me a cock was torture. I’d never been so horny, so out of control! And it wasn’t just their dicks I wanted – I wanted their cum, my fertile body craving it. I had never thought about babies before, but now all I wanted was to feel their jizz pumping into my womb, getting me pregnant.

“We’re real sorry we did this to you,” Robert said. I was eye-level with his crotch, and saw that even if he was sorry, his dick was hard. My mouth watered. “But I guess we have to fuck you now, to be fair.”

“Yes,” I nodded desperately, plunging my fingers into my slit with a gasp. It was a poor substitute, but it had to work for now. “Please. You must. I demand that you fuck me, all of you! Someone, my mouth…want cock…”

Robert quickly undid his jeans, and I watched his cock spring free. A satisfied groan escaped my throat as I eyed the glistening tip, pre-cum tantalizingly close to my mouth. Robert put his hand on my head and somewhat timidly pulled my face towards his cock. I opened my lips wide, nearly cumming just from the taste of his cock sliding against my tongue. I swallowed the briny pre-cum, immediately craving more. So much more. Robert moaned, looking up at the ceiling as I sucked his cock. I fucked myself harder, knowing that a climax was closing in. I needed it so bad. My muscles tensed. All around me, I heard zippers going down. A cock slid against my cheek. Someone’s fingers dug into my thigh. Hands kneaded my breasts. Every sensation made me crave more. My hips bucked, my pussy clenched, and with a choked cry I came. Drool spilled from my mouth, around Robert’s thrusting cock. He grunted, shoving himself all the way to the back of my throat. Eyes watering, I gazed up at him as I came. Such a good student, giving teacher just what she asked for! My juices dripped onto the table below while someone ripped my hand away from my needy slit.

“Jesus, I’ve thought about this so many times,” Jack said. I could see him in my periphery, standing between my legs. He grabbed my hips and jerked my body forward until my ass was nearly hanging off the table. The motion forced Robert’s cock to pop out of my mouth, and another set of hands wrenched my head the other way. I found myself facing Michael, his cock throbbing at attention. Hungry for it, I whimpered and opened my mouth wide. He obliged me, sliding between my lips. His cock was the most delicious thing in the world. It slid against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat. His balls hit my saliva-soaked chin. Someone took my hand, guiding it until I grasped Robert’s soaked cock. With my throat full and my hand jerking off Robert, I was more desperate than ever to be properly fucked. I whimpered around Michaels’ cock, eyes rolling towards Jack, hips lifting. I could see that Frank was holding his dick close to my tits. His strong hand on my chest pushed me down, holding me in place as he started to slide his cock around my breasts.

“Don’t hog,” Robert grunted, and I was ripped from Michael’s cock onto Robert’s. I used my other hand on Michael to keep him hard while I let Robert thrust wildly into my throat. His face, sweaty and red, showed the kind of pleasure that I wanted to see in my students. Robert had my head in both hands, and he jerked it off the table to get a better angle, thrusting into my throat until I felt like gagging. I held myself back, tears running from my eyes. I wanted to feel him explode in my throat, pump his cum down to my stomach. Frank grabbed my free hand, and I happily began to service him, as well.

What was Jack waiting for? I needed a cock in my pussy! This was all just a tease for the real thing!

Before I could whine about it, I felt Robert’s cock throb in my throat, his thrusts becoming short and fast and erratic. He huffed, then groaned long and hard, pressing my nose into his pubes. Hot, thick, salty cum filled my throat, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as I finally got to swallow it. My stomach growled for more as I sucked him dry. His jizz filled my cheeks, spilling from my lips even though I didn’t want to waste a drop. Robert released my head so quickly that it slammed against the table, his cock sliding from my lips – a moment later, I was trying to swallow the last of his cum while Michael savaged my mouth.

Finally, thankfully, I felt the distinct shape of a swollen cock sliding between my pussy lips. Jack’s cock slid upwards, the tip rubbing my throbbing clit. My eyes rolled back as I was sent into heaven by the sensation. He was still holding my hips, holding them down even while I bucked and begged for him to enter me. My copious juices slathered Jack’s shaft as he teased my clit.

I was still jerking off Frank, who was happily abusing my tits, pinching my nipples and spitting on the flesh to get it wet. I wasn’t sure what his goal was, but he could have done anything to me and I would have thanked him. Michael was breathing hard, his cock so far down my throat that he barely had to move to fuck my mouth. His hands in my hair tightened, pulling at the strands as he heaved out a sigh and pushed himself against me. Another sweet load of cum burst in my throat, filling my belly again as I swallowed as fast as I could. Jack’s cock teasing my clit combined with Michael’s cum filling my mouth drove me to another jagged orgasm, the pleasure almost painful.

“You want to get pregnant, don’t you?” Jack said. Michael pulled out, and I gasped for breath as I nodded.

“Yes! Want, so bad!”

“God, it’s gonna be so sweet fucking you,” Frank said. He laughed. “Get it, Ms. Sweet?”

“Please,” was all I could moan. “In me!”

Jack’s cock slid down to my slit. At last, I felt him pressing forward, splitting me open.  I groaned, arching my back, my fingers curling around the edge of the table. My dangling legs wrapped around Jack’s slender body, pulling him forward. I was too distracted by the need in my cunt to notice Frank climbing up on the table.

I was so hot and wet that Jack barely had to thrust to enter me. I screamed and came immediately. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure.

“Oh, Ms. Sweet,” Jack grunted. He drove forward, moving fast from the start, fucking me with abandon. Holding me down, his cock filled me up again and again. Jack grabbed my thighs and pulled them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

That was when I finally realized Frank had climbed up onto the table, and was straddling my stomach. Licking his lips, he grabbed my tits and squeezed them together. They were wet from his spit, and now as he pinched my nipples I could understand why. He thrust his engorged cock between my generous breasts, fucking my tits right there on the table! In my classroom! Part of me couldn’t believe how far this was going – how badly I wanted my students to use my body as a cum dumpster. Another part of me didn’t care, so long as they kept fucking me.

“Oh, man, your tits are awesome, Ms. Sweet,” Frank groaned, squeezing them harder as he slid his cock quickly back and forth. “I’m gonna cum on your face, okay?”

“Please!” I moaned, lifting my head from the table and opening my mouth. It allowed me to lick the head of Frank’s cock each time he thrust, and soon he was mashing my tits harder than ever, groaning and jerking as buckets of cum poured from his fat cock into my waiting mouth. I swallowed gratefully, feeling Jack’s thrusts speed up as he fucked my pussy raw. I was still guzzling Frank’s cum when I felt Jack release inside me, his cock spewing hot jizz against my unprotected womb. He made a feral noise, fingertips digging into my thighs. I bucked, cumming at the sensation of finally being filled with cum.

“Yesssss,” I hissed. “Yes, please, more, more!”

Tongue desperately trying to collect every drop of Frank’s cum from my chin and cheeks, I felt so empty when Jack pulled out of me. I needed another cock, fast. Luckily, Michael was there to give it to me. These boys had a ton of stamina, thank goodness.

“Can we flip you over? I want to fuck you from behind,” Michael asked, almost timidly despite the lewd nature of his question. I nodded.

“Anything, anything you want! Please, don’t make me beg you anymore!”

I was quickly flipped onto my stomach, my knees drawn up under me so that my ass was high in the air, my slit on display. Michael plunged forward, going deep in the very first thrust. I cried out, my jaw slack from pleasure as he fucked me.

“M-more,” I managed to mumble. When a cock appeared in front of me, I had no idea whose it was and I couldn’t have cared less. I leaned forward, tongue out and lapping eagerly. Fucked from both ends at once, I was satisfied for the moment; a cock fucking my raw, abused throat, a cock slamming into my slit. It was all I wanted, and I was glad to have such good students to give it to me. I was cumming over and over again, nonstop, as the boys took turns filling me with load after load of cum.

I felt like an animal, my only conscious thought being more. More cock, more cum. I knew it couldn’t last forever – we didn’t even know how long the formula would last, and no matter what I knew my boys couldn’t fuck me like that non-stop. It would take a team of men to satisfy me.

Maybe…a football team?

Frank…he could help me…I looked up at him, his cock in my throat while Robert fucking my slit. He would understand…they would understand how badly I needed it, that sharing me was the right thing to do. They’d done this to me, and I needed their help. I was going to be pregnant with one of my students’ babies – and it wasn’t like they were going to be around to help me raise it. They owed me.

“Need more,” I whined as the boys fell to the side, collapsing into chairs, totally spent and exhausted. They shared identical looks of exasperation.

“Not now, Ms. Sweet,” Jack sighed. “We need a break. A long break. Don’t you?”

“No,” I protested, sliding my hand between my legs to feel my cum-filled pussy. “I need more.”

The boys shared another look, this one slightly concerned.

“What should we do?” Robert asked gently. I found Frank and made eye contact.

“You have friends you can call, right?” I moaned.

“And what should we tell them? That the science teacher turned into a total nympho slut, and needs dick or she’ll die?” Michael scoffed.

“Yes!” I urged him, groaning in impatience. “Do it now!”

“Okay, well…” Frank started to say, but Jack stopped him.

“Wait a minute,” Jack said. “I don’t want to share her. I think we should make her wait for us to be ready for her. I don’t think Ms. Sweet gets to call the shots anymore.”

I moaned my protest, fingering myself to take the edge off.

“I think that we own her now,” Jack grinned. He always was kind of the ring leader. “After all, she’ll probably be having one of our babies. I think Ms. Sweet should count her blessings, and thank us for fucking her. And then I think she should be patient and wait until we’re ready to go again.”

“Mmfmm,” I moaned, pinching my nipple and rubbing my clit. “Thank you!”

“Good girl,” Jack said, standing over me, casting a shadow on my naked, cum-stained body. “Now…where are we going to keep our new fuckslave?”

I rolled over, thrusting two fingers into my slit while they discussed my fate. In the end, it was decided that I would have to stay in my house for the time being, but that the boys would have keys to let themselves in. I was to quit my job, and stay in my house. They would bring me food and anything else I needed. I only had one purpose from that moment on: being there for them to fuck whenever they wanted. Being their broodmare. Fucking them any way they wanted, anywhere they wanted. I was going to have their babies, and I was going to thank them for the privilege.

Well, it wasn’t how I pictured my day would go, but there was nothing I could do about it. They had what I needed more than anything in the world: dicks, and hot, fresh cum. I would have done anything to keep them happy so they would fuck me. If that meant becoming their slave…well, so be it.

At least I had vibrators at home that would help me deal with all the time in between…

The boys helped me up, and watched as I cleaned the table and floor with my tongue, collecting every drop of cum until it was all shiny and new. Naked, I crawled on my hands and knees through the hallways of the school I once taught at. I left it all behind, following my new masters into the dark night beyond the school doors.


Bonus Story: Training the Office Pet

“Allison, what is this?”

I rolled my eyes and sighed, pausing my game before turning to see whatever Mark was babbling about. He was holding out the client report I’d finished that morning.

“Uh, duh,” I said. “It’s the report from the Builder’s campaign.”

I turned back to resume my game, but Mark coughed before I could turn away completely.

“What?!” I asked.

“Why is it handwritten in pink pen?” He asked, clearly annoyed. He fluttered the papers in my face.

“Because it’s fun,” I pouted, leaning back in my chair. “There’s nothing fun in this stupid office, I thought…”

“Allison, you realize someone is going to have to stay late today to type it up?”

“Uh, why?” I asked.

“Because it’s…it’s inappropriate, Allison,” Mark said. “Now, who do you think should be responsible for making sure it gets typed up?”

“Pfff, like I care,” I said, finally able to spin my chair away from him. “I’m not doing it.”

“Allison!” Mark sounded exasperated.

“I have an important daddy-daughter date tonight,” I said. “Do you want to explain to Daddy why I can’t make it?”

Just as I thought, that got rid of Mark. No one in the office wanted to piss off Daddy, since he owned the company. Mostly in title, since he’d retired years ago, but still. One word from me and it was big trouble for everyone.

A little while after I got rid of Mark, I had another intruder. Which really sucked because it actually made me lose my game! Lewis stood sniveling in my cubicle entry.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Ummm, well I was wondering, this weekend, if…”

“If you’re asking me out again, I’ll save you the trouble,” I said. “No. The answer is no. No way am I ever going out with you. Bye, Lewis!”

Like the shy little mouse he was, Lewis scurried away. Lewis was always trying to date me, even though I was miles out of his league. I mean, he was five foot five at best, with acne scars and glasses. I was a perfect ten. Blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup tits and an ass toned by years of pilates. At 19, I was at my prime. Lewis didn’t stand a chance.

The rest of the day was as boring as ever. My dad’s company was an advertising agency with a few different branches. The branch I worked at only had six employees, myself included, and our boss Mr. Banks. There was Mark and Lewis, and then there was Jim (so old it was gross), Tom (faaaaattt), and Sid (weirdo!). I definitely didn’t fit in with the crowd at all, but I couldn’t really complain since I barely ever had to do anything.

I’m too pretty to work, and Daddy realized that.

About an hour before we were supposed to leave for the day, Mr. Banks called us all into his office for yet another boring meeting. We had these meetings, like, every day. It was lame.

“So, everyone, I’m pleased to say we’ve gotten our hands on a hot new account,” he began, looking very pleased with himself indeed. He was so old, with gray hair and glasses, I couldn’t imagine he could actually feel good about himself. Who cared how many new accounts you get if you’re boring and gross?

“Nymphotechnics is a big leader in sexual enhancement technology,” he began, and went on droning for a while talking about the new client and their product. What their vision was, blah blah blah. I didn’t even really know what the hell we were going to be selling, I was so bored to distraction by Mr. Banks’ droning voice.

“It’s a simple pill, taken once, that will be a great relationship aid,” he said, holding up a pill bottle. The company must have sent it so we could check out the product before getting down to business on an ad campaign. The bottle itself was very plain, it just had the company’s name on it. We’d be designing the logo and everything, and I could see everyone around me taking notes, brainstorming already. Geeks.

“It only works for women, but we’ll be marketing for both men and women,” Mr. Banks went on. “The end result of the pill is a woman who is much more enthusiastic about sex with her man. It increases her libido and makes her much more submissive.”

“Does it really work?” Mark asked. Mr. Banks shrugged, looking at the bottle.

“Well, I’m not sure,” he said. “It would be a great help to all of us if we could see, firsthand, the effects of the pill. I, for one, think it would make it much easier to design an ad campaign if we were fully informed of its results.”

A silence settled over the room, and I realized everyone was looking at me.

“What?” I snipped.

“Allison, you’re the only woman who works here,” Mr. Banks said. “Would you be willing to test out the product for us?”

“Uh, no,” I scoffed. “I’m not a guinea pig.”

“Oh well,” Mr. Banks said, shaking the pill bottle. “In that case, since you’re a woman, I’d like you to do the majority work on this campaign. Guys, you should really stay focused on your ongoing projects. Allison, I’ll need to see something quite soon. Three days, at the latest.”

“What?!” I gasped. “You can’t make me do that!”

“You are an employee,” Mr. Banks said. “It’s not unusual for a boss to ask an employee to do work at her job.”

“Yeah, but…I’m…but…” I stammered, seeking an excuse. Would Daddy come to my aid this time? I wasn’t sure. Mr. Banks had a lot more sway than stupid Mark. “Well…what if I agree to take the pill? Then will you give me a break, since I’ll be doing my part for the company?”

“I think I could agree to that,” Mr. Banks said with a grin. The rest of the men shifted in their seats. Pervs were probably thinking about me being all horny and stuff. Ha, that was unlikely. I hated sex. Always had, ever since I first tried it in high school. Sex was totally boring, just a messy, sloppy, annoying thing you had to do if you had a boyfriend. I never masturbated or anything like that, either. So that pill wasn’t going to work on me. I just knew it.

“Fine,” I said, getting up and snatching the pill bottle from Mr. Banks’ hand. “How do I use these?”

“Just take one before bed,” Mr. Banks said. “And come in tomorrow as usual to report anything you might feel or experience.”

“Whatever,” I mumbled, taking my seat again. I’d take the stupid pill that night, and I would show these dudes that it was all bullshit. And they’d get off my back about working. It was a “whatever” situation if I ever saw one.

That night, after my Daddy-Daughter date, I popped one of the weird-looking pink pills with a glass of water. Nothing happened after I took it. I watched some TV and fell asleep and didn’t even have any sexy dreams! See? I was right. Totally useless.
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The next day when I woke up, I felt just the same as always. I was horny, as usual, but I was late for work and didn’t have time to fuck myself. I wondered how I’d gotten by for so long without any dildo’s or vibrators, and decided I would have to remedy that very soon.

I stood in front of my closet, studying my options for an outfit. The options sucked! Who had picked out this wardrobe? It couldn’t have been me. It was all stuffy pantsuits. Ew. After some rummaging, I finally found a short skirt and a too-tight blouse. With the blouse unbuttoned enough to give a generous view of my cleavage and the skirt hiked up to show off my thighs all the way up to my ass, I slipped on a pair of black heels and applied red lipstick. I wanted to look really hot and fuckable for all the guys at the office. They worked so hard, they deserved to have something good to look at!

The drive to work was really fun. I never realized how much my car vibrated, but the subtle shaking of the seat beneath me felt so good! I hadn’t worn panties, and when I arrived at the office I noticed a wet stain on the driver’s seat where my pussy had dripped. Oh well. It would dry. It felt so nice to have a wet slit, and I hoped that I would have a chance to use it soon! If only I could fuck someone at the office…

But that wouldn’t be very professional.

I was a little bit late, and I was embarrassed as I snuck towards my desk, hoping no one noticed. But then, I was also a little disappointed when no one did notice. Where was everyone? Curious, I left my purse in my cubicle and went hunting for my co-workers. I found them hovering around the water cooler.

Wow. I sure did work with some handsome men! Mark, dignified and smart. Lewis, so cute and tasty-looking! Tom, burly and strong. Jim, funny and wise. Sid, so original and interesting. The thought that silly little me got to spend all day with them, five days a week, was so crazy. I was the luckiest girl in the whole world.

“Hi, guys!” I chirped, bouncing towards the group. They all turned to look at me, and Sid actually dropped his cup of water on the ground. They stood around slack-jawed, devouring me with their eyes. My skin tingled with excitement as my mind filled with sexy thoughts.

“Allison…woah,” Tom said. “What are you wearing?”

“Oh…I just thought….isn’t it a cute outfit?” I pouted, wondering why they didn’t like my super short skirt, cleavage-busting top, and high heels. Maybe it wasn’t very business-like, but wasn’t it more important for me to be nice to look at than to be business-like?

“It sure is,” Mark said, licking his lips. I beamed, flush with pride. I knew I’d picked right! The way Mark looked at me, all I wanted to do was drop to my knees and thank him the right way. Maybe at lunch…

“So I guess you took that pill…” Jim started to say, but we were quickly interrupted by Mr. Banks. He came out of his office and approached us. I thought he would scold us for wasting time when we were on the clock, and prepared to give him my best apology. But he didn’t seem that angry as he approached. He studied me with interest, his attention lingering on my barely-clad ass.

“Allison, good morning,” he said. “Men, same to you.”

“Good morning, Mr. Banks,” we all said.

“Let’s take a walk, Allison,” Mr. Banks said. He certainly did look good that day in his blue tie, his distinguished salt-and-pepper hair and glasses giving him the air of a man who knew what he was doing. “I’d like to see you in my office.”

“Yes, sir!” I squealed, bouncing up happily to follow him. I waved to the guys clustered around the water cooler and felt compelled to add a special swivel to my hips to get their attention and give them some excitement. Poor guys probably needed to relax. They’d been at work a whole hour! I wished I could give them some relief from the stress of our business.

Thinking about all the possible ways I could do that carried me all the way to Mr. Banks’ office, which was glass on all sides. It also made my wet pussy even wetter. Mr. Banks held the door open but stood against the door jamb, so I had to squeeze past him, my breasts rubbing against his chest as I did so. It nearly had me on my knees in pleasure, and I was panting as I walked to the chair across from his desk.

“Now, Allison, did you take the new product last night, as we discussed?” Mr. Banks didn’t even try to hide the way his eyes rolled up and down my body. It was almost as good as hands, and I arched my back for him so he could get a better eyeful of my tits. He sure deserved it. He had always been sooo good to me!

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“And do you believe…that you have experienced any effects?” Mr. Banks asked. I looked up at the ceiling, thinking about it. I couldn’t really come up with a good answer, because I couldn’t really remember what I’d been like before waking up that morning.  Hadn’t I always been this way?

“Ummm….I don’t know,” I giggled, biting my lip. “Sorry, sir. I wish I could tell you, like, for sure, but…I think…well…mmm…”

“Don’t strain yourself,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Tell me, Allison. Do you remember how you felt about me prior to today?”

“Ummm….” I said, wondering if this was a trick question. What was there to feel about Mr. Banks? He was my hot, older boss! He worked so hard to make life good for me and the rest of his employees. In fact, he was probably the best, sexiest boss in the world. “Good? I felt good about you?”

That made him laugh out loud.

“Is that how you feel about me now?” He asked. I nodded enthusiastically, really wanting him to understand how much I liked him.

“I do,” I said. “I think you’re so amazing, just so smart, so strong, so handsome…”

The more I spoke, the more my stomach felt like it was hollowing out. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together for a quick thrill. I wanted something so bad…something that I knew Mr. Banks could give me. But how to ask for it? Was it right for a useless slut like me to ask her boss to fuck her?

“Are you okay?” Mr. Banks asked.

“Y..y…n..no,” I admitted. “I’m…I’m really embarrassed.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…you see, I’m all wet and horny, and I just want to fuck you so bad!”

There! I said it! I was brave and told him what I wanted. Mr. Banks looked a little surprised by my candor, but I was proud of myself.

“I just…I’ve always been a slut, sir, and I’ve always wanted so bad for you to bend me over your desk and treat me like it,” I admitted, feeling so good to get it all out there. Mr. Banks is quiet as he studies me.

“You want me to fuck you,” he said. I nodded. He studied my body again, and I leaned forward to give him a better angle to admire my cleavage.

“Please, sir,” I begged. “I’ll get down on my knees if you want. I’d be happy if you just let me suck your dick, or even just worship your balls while you jack off! Anything to please you!”

“Anything…” Mr. Banks mused, now scratching his chin. He rolled back in his chair, creating space between him and the desk. My heart hitched with excitement and hope. When he finally beckoned me forward, I bounced up and rushed to stand before him. “Well. Remember, you asked for this. All of this. You were willing.”

“Of course,” I said, nearly shaking with my lust. Mr. Banks grabbed my too-tight shirt and ripped, popping the buttons open. I moaned in pleasure as my breasts finally bounced free, uncontained. His hands immediately covered them, squeezing the generous flesh, going straight for my nipples with his fingers. I was so excited to look down and see his cock, hard and obvious under his slacks. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, my nipples hard and sending shocks of pleasure straight to my clit. Mr. Banks pushed me until I hit the desk with my ass.

“This what you want?” Mr. Banks growled, looking up at me as he leaned into suck my nipple into his mouth. He bit down slightly, and I buried my hands in his hair as the pleasure flowed through me. I’d never been happier in my whole life!

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Thank you so much, thank you sir…”

With his mouth on my breast and one hand still kneading the flesh, his other hand fell to my short skirt, pulling it down to reveal my bare pussy. It had been a good idea to not wear panties, after all! It made it all the easier for my boss to shove his fingers between my legs and up into my dripping cunt. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy contracted around him, and the cry carried through the whole office. I looked over my shoulder and saw my co-workers standing at the wall, staring through the glass as I gave Mr. Banks my body to use as he saw fit. I wished I could please them all the same way!

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” he promised, pumping his fingers in my pussy in a way that nearly drove me to climax in an instant. His mouth was ravenous on my breasts, moving between them, sucking and licking at my red, raw, taut nipples. “You’re gonna be my little office fuckslave.”

“Oh, god,” I moaned. “Please, sir, yes! That’s what I want! So bad!”

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you? I’ve barely even started, and you’re already about to cum?”

“Yes,” I admitted, teeth gritted together. “Yes, sir. M…may I?”

“Fine,” he said, and thrust his fingers deep inside my slit while sucking my nipple into his mouth. I shook with pleasure, fireworks in my blood going off as I humped his hand and fucked myself on his fingers. The orgasm left me panting and dripping, but nowhere near satisfied.

“Need more, don’t you?” Mr. Banks said, pulling his fingers away all too soon. I couldn’t answer, as I was too busy sucking his fingers clean. He stood, grabbing me and throwing me onto his desk. He unzipped himself, revealing his thick, throbbing cock. It looked so good, my mouth watered for it.

“We’ve got an audience,” he observed. “Wave to your fans, you stupid bitch.”

I looked behind me at my coworkers staring, and gave them a happy wave. If only they knew how hot I thought they all were, how badly I wished I could fuck all of them at once! The thought of being full of cocks, one for each hole, one in each hand, made my pussy drip onto Mr. Banks’ desk.

“Now look at me,” he said, and I obeyed immediately, wiggling in excitement over the way his cock would split me open and fill me up. “You don’t seem to remember this, but you’ve been a pain in the ass since your Daddy made me hire you. You’re been a spoiled little bitch, giving everyone attitude. Now, I’m going to fuck all of that right out of you. You’ve been asking for this for longer than you think. And when I’m done with you, I’m going to throw you out there to the wolves, let them tear your ass apart…”

“Really?!” I gasped, gratitude flooding my brain. He grinned at my reaction, hands on my thighs forcing them apart. He shoved my chest until I hit the desk with a painful thud. “Thank you, sir, thank you, thank…OH!”

“We’re gonna keep you pumped full of cum,” Mr. Banks sighed as he positioned himself between my legs, his tip spreading my tight slit. The pleasure almost made me pass out. “You’re going to live in this office, eat what we decide you deserve, sleep in a dog bed. You’re gonna be our brainless little office pet. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” I screamed as he thrust forward, burying two inches of his cock between my legs. “Anything, sir! I want to be your slut!”

He rewarded me by slamming his entire length inside me with one enormous thrust. It forced my body forward, my head falling over the edge of the desk, my tits bouncing. I could see the guys watching us, and knew I was going to be able to taste all their delicious cum, fill myself with their beautiful cocks. Mr. Banks grabbed my breasts, squeezing them as he withdrew his cock and slammed it back in.

The sensation tipped me toward another climax, and the faster he went the more I love it. My mouth opened in pleasure, my tongue hanging out like an animal while my boss fucked me in front of the whole office. He held my breasts like handles, using them as leverage to push himself deeper and deeper, right up against my womb. My thighs trembled in pleasure, an aching need to release burning in my belly.

“Wait for me to fill you up before you cum, pet,” he barked, and I did my best to obey, fighting the rising tide, letting my cheeks burn and my toes curl without giving in. But I couldn’t hold it back forever! I wanted so bad to feel my boss explode inside me, give me his hot cum…finally, he groaned, collapsing on top of me as he came.

I let go, my slit milking him dry, contractions squeezing his shaft as he gifted me with every drop of cum in his balls. I smiled at the men on the other side of the glass, so happy they could see what a good office pet I was going to be! I could do this to each and every one of them, individually or one at a time! I couldn’t wait until I got to feel a cock reaming my ass while another filled my pussy. The best was yet to come, I could tell…

And so could they!
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When Mr. Banks pulled out, trailing cum down my thigh, I sighed. It had felt so good to be full of him…but I knew I wouldn’t be left wanting for long. He pulled me up off the desk, putting me on my feet. As he turned me towards the door, he smacked my ass, which made me squeal in delight. I sure liked that! I wondered if any of the guys would spank me, because that sounded really hot.

My coworkers were slack-jawed as we exited the office. I was naked, of course, and Mr. Banks had his hand on the back of my neck, squeezing gently, remind me I was his property now. Like I needed reminding – it was a dream come true.

“Men, we’ve got ourselves an office pet,” Mr. Banks announced, pleased. The men looked at each other in silence for a moment, then all cheered. I beamed, proud to already be making them happy! “Now, we’ll need to lay down some ground rules. She’ll sleep here in the office, of course, but we’ll have to make a plan for weekends. Perhaps we will each take turns using her at home. But right now, I can tell, you all just want a chance to try her out. I’m going to go out and get some supplies at the pet store. I leave her in your capable hands, gentlemen.”

The men were practically salivating. Tom and Jim and Lewis and Mark and Sid all stared at me like I was a bowl of candy. My stomach fluttered with excitement.

“You understand, Allison, that you are now our property. You’re furniture. You don’t say no to what the men ask of you. You understand?”

“Yes, sir! Why would I ever say no? I’m so excited to be here for your pleasure!”

That got a smile from the crowd. Mr. Banks laughed and released me.

“Take her to the break room, and try not to make too much of a mess,” he instructed. Seconds later and they were on me like a pack of dogs. They all wanted to get a feel of me, and I was in heaven with their groping, insistent hands!

Somehow, they managed to get me into the break room, and I was pushed to the floor on my knees. The cold tile was a shock to my skin, but I didn’t care. I sat back on my heels, looking up expectantly at their faces. Though now that they had me, they didn’t quite seem to know what to do with me! I looked at each of them in turn, noting their hardening cocks outlined by their pants. I was starving for cum.

“Can I pleeeease suck someone’s cock?” I begged, putting my hands together and pouting. “Pretty please?”

“Oh, hell,” Sid said, immediately going for his zipper. “I can’t believe this. Stupid bitch, I’m going to make you pay. I hope you like choking on dick.”

I did!

Sid grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked. I had my mouth open and ready, and he shoved his cock deep between my lips. I barely even got a good look at it, but I could tell that it was really thick even though it wasn’t super long. He groaned in satisfaction, a sound so lovely it made me shudder in ecstasy. My cum-filled pussy was soaked again, my abused nipples hard as diamonds.

“Suck it good, Allison,” Sid sighed, eyes closed in bliss as I worked his shaft with my tongue. His salty, hot pre-cum dripped down my throat, whetting my appetite for cum. Inspired, the gang moved in, hands reaching for me again, grabbing my tits and slapping at my ass. The more they pinched my nipples and spanked my ass, the more my clit throbbed and my pussy dripped. Even without stimulation between my legs, I felt myself on the verge of another climax. I reminded myself that I am an object, a pet, meant to obey and please. My eyes rolled back into my head at the dirty pleasure of it.

Just when I thought I might actually come just from having Sid’s thick cock slamming into my throat while everyone else teased my body, I felt someone yank at my hair. I was pulled away from Sid’s delicious cock and found myself in front of another cock waiting to be worshipped. I looked up and saw Jim smiling down at me, waving his cock in my face. His cock was huge! I was sure I couldn’t fit it into my mouth.

But he didn’t let me take my time finding out, as he pushed himself between my lips and forced himself into my throat. He triggered my gag reflex, and spit flowed down my chin as I struggled to breathe. My body, in a panic, rebelled against the lack of oxygen. I slapped my palms lightly against Jim’s thighs.

“Son of a…fuck that!” Jim growled, yanking me again by my hair, this time pulling me off his cock. A sharp slap across my face taught me an important lesson: I would never protest again, not even to beg for air. Laughter accompanied my mewling apology. I put a hand to my reddening cheek, but it was grabbed away. I found myself holding Sid’s cock, and I knew what I was meant to do with it.

“Back at it, bitch,” Jim growled, shoving his meaty cock into my mouth again. I jerked Sid’s cock while Jim raped my throat, my body poked and pinched from all sides. Someone knelt behind me, I couldn’t tell who, and grabbed my breasts from behind, giving them a good hard squeeze while simultaneously pinching my nipples. My eyes rolled back and I choked out a groan of satisfaction at the sensation, my pussy dripping into a puddle beneath me.

Another hand made its way between my legs, finding my swollen clit and cruelly flicking it. With a painful tug, I was forced to switch positions, jacking off Jim while Sid fucked my throat. He was impatient, grunting, and when I looked up through my tear-filled eyes I could see him red-faced and sweating. Drooling, I sucked him as best I could, wanting to taste his cum and fill my tummy with it.

“You guys can’t have all the fun,” the man holding my tits chuckled. I recognized his voice as Tom. After some confusing movement, I felt a cock pressing against my pussy. Ecstatic, I pushed back against it.

“Eyes on me,” Sid grunted, shaking my head from where he held my hair. I quickly looked up, making eye contact just as he reamed me hard in the throat, burying his cock so deep I felt like I was swallowing it. Thick, hot ropes of cum burst from his cock, his balls against my chin churning, yummy jizz pumping straight into my belly while a thick cock pushed itself into my pussy. I was in heaven, taken at both ends while gripping Jim’s monstrous cock.

“Horny little slut,” Tom said as he slipped inside me and felt me clench around him. “Fuck me. Go ahead, move those hips and fuck me.”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped as Sid slid his limp cock from my mouth, trailing cum that I happily lapped up. I couldn’t say any more, because Jim was quick to take Sid’s place, and then I found myself holding Lewis’ cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Mark stroke himself, waiting for his turn. I busy myself with the pleasurable business of fucking myself on Tom’s long cock, moving my hips back and forth so that he could fuck me without moving.

My eyes rolled back at the delicious feel of his cock filling me up. Jim, grunting, spread this thighs wider and forced himself into my throat, making me take every inch of him. My dripping pussy soaked Tom’s balls, dripping everywhere as I fucked him harder and harder, slamming against him so I could feel him all the way against my womb.

Poor Lewis! I was doing my best to stroke him steadily, but he just couldn’t hold back, and before I knew it he was throbbing in my palm! Just as Jim held my head against his pubes and shot his load into my throat, Lewis came on my face and tits. Coated in his cum, another load filling my belly, I slammed back against Tom and came in pleasure. My tight muscles snapped and released as I bucked and cried out in wild ecstasy.

“Get me hard again,” Lewis demanded, shoving his way against my face, lifting his limp cock to give me access to his balls. I figured he wants me to worship them and I’m more than happy to do so, sucking them between my lips as Tom’s fingers dug into my hips and he moaned in satisfaction, releasing himself into my pussy, filling me with his cum.

I lapped and licked at the heavy, tight balls in front of me, my pussy clenching to milk every last drop of Tom’s load. No sooner did he finish than Mark took his place, shoving his hard cock right where Tom’s had been, and making me moan and roll my eyes back in pleasure.

My worship had paid off, and Lewis was hard again. I happily opened my mouth to take him in, and he immediately started fucking my mouth like a pussy. My raw, abused throat accepted his violent thrusts, my body pinned between his and Mark’s. Lewis almost seemed angry as he raped my mouth, holding my hair so tight it hurt.

But Mark made up for it with the way he gave me long, deep, steady strokes of his cock, almost as though he cared about my pleasure. He even reached around my waist to stroke my tight little clit, and it made me cum immediately, my body exhausted but still capable of pleasure. My screams were muffled by Lewis’ thrusting cock.

“Stupid…bitch…” he muttered before cumming again, this time adding to the cum that filled my little stomach. I swallowed eagerly, loving the way each man tasted different, and how their tastes lingered in my throat. I barley noticed Mark exploding inside me, giving me one last beautiful load of cum to savor for the time being. I hoped my pussy could hold all three loads, because I hated to think of losing any of their precious seed!

Soon enough, with all men satisfied, they lost interest in my cum-covered and trembling body. They had to go back to work, and they left me without a look back to where I lay prone on the break room floor. Not sure what I was supposed to do, I reached between my legs, feeling the cum in my pussy, and all my own wetness. I had barely touched myself before realizing how badly I still wanted to cum, and how perfectly lubricated I was to masturbate. With nothing else to do, I let my mind wander, and dreamed of a future full of cocks and cum.
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By the time Mr. Banks returned with his pet supplies, I had cum over 20 times. I was panting, barely awake, exhausted and spent. He found me in the break room, right where I’d been left after the men used me.

“The fuck is…ah, geeze. Get the fuck up. What have you been doing?” Mr. Banks sneered down at me. Had I done something bad? Ashamed, I quickly got to my knees and crawled forward, kneeling penitent at his feet.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said. “I just didn’t know what to do…”

“When you’re not being used, you don’t do anything,” Mr. Banks. “Except think dirty thoughts to keep yourself wet. You’re furniture, understand? Our pet, and you do as we command. You speak when spoken to, and move when we tell you to move.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed eagerly, shaking my head, hoping for some kind of reward. Like maybe some more cum…?

“Fine,” he sighed. “Now, here, I’ve got your bed and your food bowl…”

I watched Mr. Banks set up a corner of the break room with a big dog bed and two silver dog bowls. In one, he poured water. I hadn’t even realized how thirsty I was!

“Sir, can I please drink the water?” I begged. Mr. Banks nodded, snapping his fingers to call me forward. I eagerly crawled over and began to lap at the water, my still-reddened nipples brushing the ground as I leaned forward.

In the other bowl, Mr. Banks pours some dry cereal.

“Kibble,” he grinned. “Hungry?”

Well, I had eaten a lot of cum, but my stomach growled at the smell of food. I nodded.

“Before you can eat, how about some tricks?” Mr. Banks mused. “Like…bark.”

I barked, woofing like a puppy.

“And roll over.”

I got down on my belly and rolled over, spreading my legs to show Mr. Banks my wet cunt.

“And…hmm…well, you’re already good at beg. Let’s see that again.”

On my knees again, I crawled forward, pouting.

“Please, Sir. Please, let me eat! I’m a good girl, please!”

“Fine,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Go ahead.”

I leaned down to eat.

“No hands,” Mr. Banks said. Obediently, I clasped my hands behind me and used only my mouth to bring the cereal into my throat. While I chewed, ass in the air and hands behind my back, I felt Mr. Banks move around the room. An unzipping sound, and then he was kneeling behind me. I started to turn around to see what he was doing, but he gave me a quick slap on the ass to teach me that wasn’t appropriate.

“Keep eating, or you won’t get any more,” he grunted. I closed my eyes and focused on the food while Mr. Banks pressed his cock against my ass. He groaned, sinking down into me. I was wet all over, and he easily slid between my cheeks, splitting my rosebud with his cock.

“Good girl,” Mr. Banks panted, thrusting hard into my ass. It didn’t really feel that good, but I was happy to be making him happy! “Good girl…oh, fuck…”

Just as I cleaned the last bite of cereal from my bowl, Mr. Banks came in my ass, filling me in a brand new hole! Excited, I pressed back against him so he could get even deeper as he came. The sensation wass odd, but I was sure I’d get used to it.

“Good…good girl…” Mr. Banks sighed, sliding out of me and getting to his feet. “Go lie down. I’m sure you’ll be wanted again before everyone goes home for the night.”

I lay down on the dog bed, curling up into a ball. I watched in adoration as Mr. Banks left the break room. I could hear phones ringing, keyboards tapping, chatter coming from the office outside and thought about how I used to have to work out there. Lame! This was much better, relaxing in the break room while waiting for someone to want to use me as a cum receptacle. Happy and whole, I finally fell asleep. I couldn’t wait to wake up and continue my new life as the office pet!


Bonus Story: Summer of Submission

“What are you doing, nerd?”

Samantha’s snotty voice carried across the whole kitchen. I groaned before looking up. My step-sister was such a bitch.

“Nothing you would understand,” I shot back, barely able to look at her. She was wearing a tiny little bikini, approximately the size of a postage stamp. Her D-cup breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the cups. I could tell her pussy was shaved just from looking at the little triangle covering it.

Samantha’s blonde hair hung in loose curls around her heart-shaped face. I’m not ashamed to admit that my stepsister was hot. She was. Absolutely, undeniably, hot. Objectively hot. Playboy Playmate hot. Victoria’s Secret Angel hot.

You get the picture.

She was also a royal bitch. Her and her friend, Angie. They were both outside, lounging around half-naked by the pool. I was inside, finishing up my last semester project for advanced chemistry. I was a college sophomore, while Samantha and Angie had both just finished high school. They thought they were big shit because they were 18. I was 20, but that didn’t seem to mean anything to them. They still acted like I was some kid brother who existed just to be teased.

“Whatever,” Samantha said, rolling her eyes all the way back in her head. “We need snacks. Bring out some chips and dip for us, Brian. Pleeeeeeeease?”

When Samantha wasn’t torturing me with her teasing, she was torturing me with her pouting. Now, she leaned forward, pushing her arms together so I had a good look at her massive tits. I might have the IQ of Einstein, but I, too, could be distracted by a pair of knockers like Sam’s.

“Get your own chips,” I shot back once I managed to tear my eyes away from Samantha’s tits. She loved flouncing around, showing them off, using them to get her way. Behind her, I could see Angie behind the glass door, giving Sam a frustrated look and gesturing with her hands. Angie was almost as hot as Samantha. She was Filipino, with C-Cup breasts and wide, sexy hips. Her almond eyes were warm, but she was just as cold-hearted as my stepsister.

“Ugh,” Samantha groaned, stomping past me and my science kit. “You’re so lame, Brian. Have you even gotten laid in college yet? I bet not. Once a geek, always a geek.”

I heard Sam rustling through the cabinets and fridge behind me while I checked out Angie through the door. She wasn’t paying any attention to me. Which was just fine, because it gave me the chance to leer at her, imagining all the things I’d have her do if…

But no. That would be very unethical. I couldn’t possibly test out my project on my sister and her friend. My formula was designed as a non-intoxicating, psychoactive “love potion”. It would make whoever drank it extremely horny, and extremely affectionate. And fertile, though that was just an unintended side effect. The formula would make the user so dumbstruck with lust that they would forget everything but their desire.

I longed to sprinkle some of it on Samantha and her friend, but I was far too scrupulous for that.

Samantha tossed her perky ass back and forth as she flounced past me, towards the door. She turned around, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Later, loser,” she said.

“Whatever, skank,” I said right as she closed the door. Angie gave me the finger, and I heard them laughing as they disappeared out of sight. I sighed and tried to get back to work. I was trying to isolate the neurotropic elements of the formula, so that the user would retain some intelligence. As it was, the formula made people pretty dumb. Of course, they still had their free will. It wasn’t like they would do something they didn’t want to do. It was just that they would want to do things they didn’t normally want to do!

A half hour later, I thought I’d gotten some good results and decided to take a break. My solution needed to be kept cool, so I put it in the fridge. It was bright green, and I figured no one would be stupid enough to just drink a random bright green liquid in a beaker, so I didn’t bother labelling it.

Well, I shouldn’t have “figured” anything when it came to Samantha. Or Angie. What happened next is still barely believable to me, but it’s totally true. Everything changed on that fateful day. I think it all changed for the better, and I’m quite sure the girls agree.

***


I was watching TV in the living room, still mulling over my formula. I heard someone opening the back door and padding around in the kitchen. Just one of the girls, getting more snacks. How they ate so much without turning into fat pigs, I’ll never understand. I heard the fridge open and close, and ice being plunked into a glass. Still, I didn’t think anything of it. They were drinking soda or whatever. I flipped through the channels idly. The sounds in the kitchen pretty much stopped, and I forgot all about it. 

“Ooooh,” I heard my stepsister’s voice travel through the hall. It was a weird sound for her to make, but I still sat there, totally oblivious. “Umm…ooooh!”

Alright, the more she made those noises, the weirder it sounded. I turned down the volume on the TV. If I didn’t know better, I’d think my baby sister was masturbating in the kitchen!

“Samantha?” I called her name, thinking that she might be hurt or sick or something. “Are you…”

“Brian?” Samantha’s voice was closer, and I turned to the door. Samantha appeared, looking very red in the face. Her chest was heaving, her skin glowy, her eyes a bit cloudy. “Wow. Hi.”

Samantha giggled as she looked at me, crossing her legs a little and blushing. I quirked an eyebrow. This was…weird.

“Hi,” I said. “What’s up.”

“Umm…” Samantha said, giggling again. “Boy. That drink was good, Brian. Did you make it?”

Drink? What dri…

Oh, my god!

“Samantha, what drink?” I asked. “The green one?”

“Yeah!” Samantha squealed, hopping closer towards me, those generous tits bouncing. “It was sooo good. It made me feel really gooooood. Brian, have you been working out?”

No, I had not been working out. My mind raced as I realized what had happened. My sister had drank the formula! She was a relentlessly horny bimbo! I could almost see her salivating as she looked at me, her eyes roaming up and down my body. I’ll admit, having my bitchy stepsister gazing at me with such lust, her big tits nearly in my face, had an effect on me. And my gym shorts did little to hide the effect. It doesn’t help that I was gifted with a big cock as well as a big brain. It took approximately two seconds for Samantha to notice this, and her face was priceless.

“Brian!” She gasped. “Your dick! Ooohhh….”

“What about it?” I said, deciding that since there was no way to counteract the formula, I might as well go along with it. The poor girl would be torturously horny without me there to help her out, and I’d rather keep her safe with me than have her roaming the streets.

“It’s so…it’s so…mmmm…..”

She was practically drooling, drifting closer to me.

“It’s so hard,” she finally moaned.

“Well, sure,” I said, grabbing myself through my loose shorts. “What about it? What do you care?”

Samantha groaned. I could see her nipples, hard as diamonds under her bikini top. And her bottoms were soaked, sticking between her pussy lips.

“I…I…Brian, can I touch it? Please? I really want to…”

“You want to touch my cock, Samantha?” I said. “You want to feel it, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, dropping to her knees in front of me.

“Please, Brian,” she moaned.

“But you’re my sister,” I said. “I’m not sure I should let you.”

She blinked up at me, blue eyes wide and desperate.

“Please,” she moaned again. “I won’t tell Mommy or Daddy. I just want to touch it a little bit…taste it…”

“If I let you,” I said. “Will you promise to do all my chores around the house, and be my slave for the rest of the summer?”

Samantha nodded eagerly, wet ponytail bouncing. Her tits heaved between my knees, pressing against my thighs. I couldn’t control myself for a second longer.

“Alright,” I said. “Go ahead. But make sure you show how grateful you are.”

“Thank you, Brian!” she squealed. She pulled on my pants, my cock springing to live, angry and erect.

“You're so big, Brian,” she marveled, taking the shaft in her hand. She could barely form a fist around it. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker. My sister always ran around like a slut, but now I knew for sure that she was one!

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, Samantha,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let my bratty sister suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, baby sister,” I said, seeing her face light up. “How do you feel?”

“I feel good, Brian,” she said. “Thank you for letting me suck your cock! Can I do it more? I liked it so much…I want to taste your cum!”

Damn. I almost let her make me cum right then and there. But I wanted to make sure I wrang every possible pleasure out of this opportunity, and I had a vision in my head of making my bitch of a stepsister scream my name while she came like a whore on my tongue.

I switched our positions, throwing her onto the couch and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The bikini thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. It was also radiating heat, the fertility side-effect in full swing. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. She grabbed my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, Samantha was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, Brian,” Samantha cried, her pussy clenching tight then releasing, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. I wished she hadn't screamed; she was likely to get Angie’s attention, and she’d certainly put a stop to this. No way was bitchy Angie going to let Samantha fuck her own brother.

“Brian?” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning, as I pulled away and licked my lips. “That was so good…I want more, Brian. Can I have more, please? I need more!”

She didn't actually think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. Even dripping with nectar, it was like fucking a virgin. She finally settled at the bottom of my cock, back arched, tits against my face, fully impaled on my member. My sister was so damn hot, and I was finally getting to show her what bratty little teases got. I leaned forward, sucking her chlorine-soaked nipple between my lips until she cried out.

“Oh, big brother,” she moaned. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself, and slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples one by one.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, brother, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” Samantha cried. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her blonde hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. We were screwed! It was Angie!

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. Angie was looking at us – but it wasn’t horror in her eyes. Not at all.

“I…I drank some weird…thing…and…oooohhh….”

Angie looked like she was about to cum right there, watching Samantha fuck me. Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet her friend, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Angie,” she moaned. “My brother’s cock is soooooo good!”

“God damn right it is, you little whore,” I grit out, watching Angie shake, her nipples just as hard under her bikini. “Get naked, Angie, and come over here if you want some of this.”

“Yes!” Angie squealed, ripping her top off, her tan breasts spilling forward. “Thank you! Oh, it looks so good, I want it!”

To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. Angie kneeled beside me on the couch. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but my little sister had already worked so hard, she deserved to cum.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Brian,” Angie begged. “I’m sorry we were so mean, please fuck me!”

She was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. I barked her name,  stroking my cock, an idea forming in my brain. Samantha scrambled up between my knees, eager to please me.

“Get underneath Angie, and lick her clit while I fuck her,” I said. Angie moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Angie's until she could lap at Angie's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Angie's mouth.

But Angie didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: my bitchy little sister and her best friend, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

It was too good to stand on the sidelines for very long.

I grabbed Angie's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Angie lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Angie's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummelled Angie's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Brian,” Angie moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. And she would almost certainly get pregnant, with the formula working the way it did. But I wasn’t going to stop now. Maybe I could get Samantha to lick it all out of Angie before any of it managed to get into her womb. I slapped Angie's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her teenage body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes soooo good,” Samantha said, writhing, mouth open and begging for more. “Please, more, Brian!”

“It feels like heaven,” Angie groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“Two little sluts,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. “Greedy little whores like you should be grateful for what you get.”

The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Angie's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight. I didn’t even care if I got Angie pregnant. Maybe I would get them both pregnant. It would serve them right, after the way they’d always treated me!

“Is that...is that all, Brian?” Angie asked, pouting. I grinned.

“For now, yes,” I said. “Why don’t you two go get me a snack and something to drink? Not the green liquid. Soda. If you’re very good and lick my balls and feet, I might be able to get hard again after nourishing myself.

The two girls almost trampled each other rushing to do just what I said. Soon enough, I was eating a huge plate of nachos, my feet up on Angie’s back, using her like a table while my sister licked and sucked my balls, fingering herself desperately at the same time.

Damn.

That formula still needed some work, but I’d say it worked damn good so far.

And I had a whole summer to work on perfecting it!
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