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At exactly 6am, I become alert.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking…stupid…slut…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“God, she’s wet.”

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

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

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

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

“She loves cum that much, huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t let her!”

“Let her!”

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

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

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

“Someone get under her.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, give her a break…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure am.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Ha!” Red-head laughs. “Well, I’m sold. And maybe after today, I can actually afford one. I’m ready to start a game. Anyone else?”

The men all seem to agree, and they drift over towards the table again. Owner snaps his fingers and I roll up to kneel at his feet.

“Serve us drinks, and get us some chips and dip from the kitchen. Then make yourself useful under the table. I want you to have a cock in your mouth every second. Go clockwise.”

“Trying to screw up my poker face, eh?”

There’s more laughter. I hop to my feet, giddy with the prospect of having something to do. When I’ve delivered drinks all around and set out snacks, I move under the table. Just as Owner said, I spent the rest of the day sucking cocks.

Sometimes, it takes a really long time for them to get hard. If Owner thinks I’m slacking off, he gives me a hearty slap on the ass or a kick, and I thank him for punishing me. By the time Poker Day is done, I’ve swallowed more than 17 loads! I’m so full of cum that I can feel it sloshing in my belly. My face is covered in dry seed, and it even drips down onto my tits.

As the men start to leave, I kneel at the front door. I keep my mouth open wide. One by one, they spit into my throat, giving me something to wash down all the cum. I thank them, happy that I have made Owner’s friends happy. He seems so pleased with me, he strokes my hair gently before grabbing it and dragging me to my room.

“You did just fine today, Doll,” he said, standing in the doorway. I have food in my bowl, but I can’t imagine eating anything with my stomach so full of delicious cum. “Next week, I think we’ll take a little field trip. You handled yourself really well with five of us. I bet you could take ten or twenty guys. I’d like to see that, and I bet you’d like it, too. Aren’t I a good Owner, always thinking of you?”

“Yes, sir,” I coo. “You’re the best Owner a Dolly ever had. I love you so much. Thank you for letting me serve you and your friends today. I feel so full, my belly hurts!”

“Well, make sure there’s room for breakfast,” he says with a frown.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Of course, sir. I love your cum the very best. Thank you, sir.”

“Fine,” he says. “I’ll see you in the morning then.”

He closes the door, leaving me there in the dark. Satisfied and sated, I fall to my knees. I will definitely have to clean myself very well tomorrow. Before my mind turns off, I think about what it would be like to have Owner take me outside the house. It’s a little scary. I haven’t been outside since I started training, a long time ago! But I’m sure that if Owner is with me, it will be alright. He knows how to take care of his Dolly. He wouldn’t let anything too bad happen to me. And imagine being filled by lots and lots of cocks! It’s exciting. I can’t wait.

Finally, I turn my brain off and wait for morning, when I get to serve Owner again.


Bonus Story: Punishing the Slave

I really got myself into that mess. I’m not supposed to keep any secrets from Master, ever, even little tiny ones; I knew this, and yet I did it anyway. I just thought that he would be so much more upset with me if I told him, and I thought he could never possibly find out. But of course he did. He never misses anything.

You see, I’d forgotten the milk. I was supposed to go to the Whole Foods and get Master’s groceries, and I got everything, but I forgot the milk. Now, I was halfway between the house and the grocery store; 20 minutes either way. I could have (should have) gone back to Whole Foods, but I was tired of driving.

I pulled over and thought about what would be best; obviously, it would be best to just go back and pick up milk, but I knew there was a grocery store just a few miles ahead and, since Master didn’t ask me to get any specific type of milk, I thought I could probably just get any sort of hormone-free, free-range milk and pass it off.

I could toss the receipt and he would never know.

Unless he checked the Whole Foods receipt…but then I could say they probably just forgot to scan it. I was worried about having two lies to keep from Master, but I also had worked all day and wanted to get home and back to him. I made my decision. It was the wrong one.

Two hours later, the groceries were put away and I was laying spread-eagle on the hardwood floor of Master’s library. I was naked, of course, and had my gag in, as per usual. My pussy was facing the door, just like Master likes. I wasn’t sure where he’d gone, but he likes for me to be in this exact position whenever he enters a room I’m already in. The door opened and Master entered; my heart dropped. He looked more than a little upset. He crossed his arms and looked down on me with a look that suggested disgust, disappointment, and anger.

“Did you think you were being clever?” He asked. I couldn’t respond, obviously, but I tried to convey my deep regret through my eyes.

“You thought I wouldn’t notice. Of course I noticed. You’ve never brought that brand home, and for a good reason. Whole Foods doesn’t carry it. I called.” Of course he did. Master was smart, and thorough, and always right. He walked over to my head, knelt down, and undid my gag.

“Speak,” he said.

“I forgot to get it. I forgot to get it and I was almost home.” I knew he wanted an explanation, not an apology.

“And you thought you could put one over on me? You thought I was stupid?”

“Yes, sir. No, sir,” I responded, “I know you are not stupid, I did not think you would notice.”

Master sighed, looking down on me. “It’s for our own good that we shop there. You know how I feel about organic food. Don’t act like I’m not doing this for your health.”

“Yes, Master. It is for my health.” He smirked a bit, looking down on me, then starting walking around me in a circle. I followed him with my eyes.

“You disobeyed me, and you lied to me, and you kept a secret. Those are things I simply cannot allow. You will have to be punished.”

“Yes, Master.” He stopped right at the top of my head. I heard his pants unzipping and wondered if this was going to be the start of my punishment, or if he had something bigger in mind. He sighed and aimed his dick towards my stomach. Master has very good aim, and the first drops of piss landed right in my bellybutton. He made zig-zagging motions over my torso; his piss felt warm against my skin but quickly cooled in the cold study. Finishing up, he shook a few drops in my face and zipped his pants.

“That was not your punishment. Go shower and wash your hair, shave, put on make-up. Come down in your gag and nothing else. If you take longer than an hour, the punishment will be worse.” He walked out of the room, slamming the door behind him. I lay for just a moment longer, wondering about what he would have me do. He is very creative with his punishments.

It took me 45 minutes to get myself fully shaved and made up. As I dried my long red hair, I examined myself in the full length mirror for any spots I may have missed while shaving. My long legs were perfectly smooth, as was my pussy. Master is right to eat healthy. It keeps me looking slim and toned. And I think it helps my breasts stay nice and bouncy, instead of sagging like some women with C-cups experience.

Satisfied that I have met Master’s requirements for my appearance, I put in my gag and went downstairs. Master was waiting at the foot of the stairs, having heard me close the bathroom door. He held my leash and collar, which he snapped around my neck roughly, tightening it just a bit tighter than he usually does.

“We’re going on a trip, slut,” he said. “Put on your whore boots.” He had laid my thigh-high, black leather stiletto boots next to the stairs. I slipped in and zipped them up. Outfitted in my boots, gag, and leash and collar, I was as dressed as I was going to get. He kept my leash taut, winding it around his hand, and jerked me towards the door.

I can’t walk very quickly in my whore boots, so I stumbled a bit across the carpet, but he moved as quickly as ever. I managed to get outside and down the stairs without falling, but as we walked down the cracked cement of the driveway one of my heels stuck and I tripped. The leash jerked my head and I felt the pressure of the collar as I tried to regain composure.

Master pulled me impatiently forward, and I stumbled into the side of the car, using it to brace myself so I could stand straight again. Master turned towards me and rolled his eyes.

“You should practice walking in those more, slut,” he said dismissively. I nodded. He opened the passenger side door and pushed me into the seat, buckling me in. As he leaned over to snap the buckle, he took a moment to bite at my left nipple. I squirmed in my seat.

“Don’t you leave a mess in the car,” he sneered. He slammed the door, walked to the driver’s side and got in. We pulled out onto the street. We live in a remote area on a gravel road. Master started driving the opposite way from town. I wondered where he was taking me.

Master didn’t speak during the long car ride. For a long time we passed a lot of nothing but farm houses and woods. Twice he took his hand off the wheel to rub at my pussy; I had to be careful not to get too aroused, or I would leave wetness on the seat. Finally, after an hour of driving, a roadside bar appeared on my left.

We pulled in and drove around to the back. Master parked the car and got out. I looked at the back of the bar; there had been four or five cars, mostly pick-up trucks, parked in front and there was a semi-truck pulled over on the side of the bar. It looked like a sleaze hole. As Master opened my door and grabbed my leash, I noticed there was a post set some ways behind the bar. It had a sign attached to the top that said, “Bad Girl.”

Master was very rough pulling me out of the car on my leash, and walked hurriedly to the post. There was a metal loop drilled into the post, with a short length of chain and a clip. Master undid my leash and clipped the chain to my collar. I had probably a foot’s worth of range to move around. I couldn’t stand all the way up, so I kneeled beside Master.

“Down,” he said. I took the position, kneeling forward, head on the dirt ground. My knees hurt on the dusty ground, but not any more than they do on Master’s hardwood floors. I wondered in Master was going to use me here, or maybe get some of the patrons from the bar to come watch. I heard him behind me and then felt his fingers on my slit, spreading lubrication all over my pussy and then moving on to my asshole.

Then, to my shock and fear, he started walking away. I watched out of the corner of my eye as he rounded the corner of the bar. He hadn’t just driven away, much to my relief. After about ten minutes, he came back out and walked towards me. He crouched down and petted my hair. I felt soothed by his touch.

“They’re going to come use you soon, slut. Be good,” he said. With that, he turned away, got into the car, and drove away. I was aghast. He had shared me before, but rarely with strangers, and never without him there to watch. I started to become very nervous. What sort of men would these be? What if they were mean, and too rough? What if they didn’t like the way I look and called me names?

Master called me slut and whore, and I loved it, but I thought if these men called me fat or ugly I would cry and Master would be mad that I wasn’t a good girl for them. I stayed in my down position for about fifteen minutes before I heard the backdoor of the bar slam shut. I heard a long, low whistle and footsteps approaching.

“Lemme see your face,” said a rough, gravelly voice. Raising my head, I saw that the man was tall and broad, with rough stubble on his face and dirt on his hands. He wasn’t awful looking but he wasn’t Master, and I wanted Master.

“Pretty!” said the man, smiling. When he smiled he looked friendly. I liked the compliment and decided that this wouldn’t be so bad. “Got a good cunt, too, I guess,” he said, walking around me to examine my ass, which I obligingly raised so that he could see better.

“Cute ass! Nice pussy. What’d you do to deserve this, little girl?” I felt his hands run over my ass and he dipped one finger into my slit. I moaned.

“Not a cold bitch, either. Our lucky day. I’ll be right back, whore, gonna get some of the boys out here. They didn’t think you’d be any good, but you’ll be good. You’re gonna be a good girl now, right?” I nodded.

“Good, that’s a good girl.” The man pet my head and walked back into the bar. I raised myself so I was on my hands and knees, breasts swaying underneath me. A breeze went by and my nipples tingled. I still wasn’t too keen on this punishment, but I thought it wouldn’t be too awful if all the men were like the last man.

Soon, he came around from the front of the bar with two other men. One was tall and skinny and when he grinned I saw he was missing teeth. He was the filthiest of the three, looking like he was made of dirt and dust. The other was young, no more than twenty-one, with a buzz-cut and a big, boyish grin. He was fairly clean-looking except for his jeans. I wondered if any of these were the truck driver.

“We gonna use you know, slut, then send the rest out,” explained the man who had first come to see me. “My name is Mike, this here is Josh, and that’s Scabby. Ain’t his real name, just what we call him.” Josh was the young one; Scabby the toothless one.

“Gee, she good, you right,” said Scabby, still grinning ear to ear. Josh didn’t say anything, just stood with a smile and his hands in his pockets.

“Well, seeing as how I was the one who came out to investigate, I think it’s right I get first,” said Mike, unzipping his jeans.

“Suppose so,” said Scabby. Scabby and Josh stood by as Mike walked around to my rear and knelt down behind me. He put another finger into my well-lubricated pussy and whistled. I hadn’t gotten to see his dick beforehand, so I was surprised when I felt a thick, meaty cock entering my pussy. It wasn’t very long, but it was thick and long enough that it started to hit all the right spots. Mike was a no-nonsense sort of fuck, and went straight to pounding me hard and fast. I grunted a bit as his hips slammed into my ass.

“Noisy bitch,” Mike panted, and reached over to pull my hair a bit. Scabby and Josh were looking on with bemused smiles. Mike grabbed my hips and pulled me into him as he pumped faster and faster. I was starting to feel myself getting wet from my own lubrication and it felt good, so I started pumping against him as well.

“Yeah, you like getting fucked, huh, slut, said Mike behind me. He grabbed a handful of my ass and jiggled it a bit. “I’m gonna cum in this little pussy, you’re gonna be full of cum by the time we’re done.”

This time I moaned as the thought of being used by all these dirty men turned me on. Mike chuckled and pounded me even harder. After a minute, I heard him make a sort of strangled groan and felt his hot semen filling my cunt. He didn’t seem to have much cum, but it felt nice and warm in my pussy.

Mike slowly got to his feet and said, “whoo! Who’s next? Scabby, you go, you got seniority.”

“Ya, I guess I do, alright,” said the tall, dirty man. He unzipped his pants and came to stand in front of my face, where I could see him. I looked up at him as he whipped his dick out. I was impressed. It was long and thick and seemed to grow even more as he stroked it.

“You gonna love getting fucked by me, honey,” he said with a smile. He leaned over a bit and spit on the top of my head before moving back towards my pussy, which was still dripping Mike’s cum. I moaned as soon as Scabby entered me; his dick was bigger than Master’s and it filled me entirely. Scabby was also a much slower fuck than Mike. He used slow, long strokes; he would enter almost all the way, then slam into me with the last few inches.

He made a lot of noise as he fucked me, but I felt myself starting to get very wet and I thought I might actually cum on this disgusting, toothless yokel’s long hard cock. After a few minutes of fucking me slowly, Scabby started to pound me harder. As he did, I became certain that if he kept it up, I was going to come. To my side, Josh had pulled his dick out and was started to stroke it slowly. Mike had gone back into the bar. Scabby surprised me by reaching over to rub my clit; my eyes popped open and I moaned through the gag.

“Yeah, whore, I told you you was gonna love getting fucked by me.” I felt my orgasm building as Scabby fucked me harder and harder and rubbed my engorged clit. Within a few minutes of this I felt my orgasm building to a climax, and I slammed my hips into Scabby to get him as deep in me as possible as I shook and shivered in pleasure.

Scabby spit on my lower back as I came, making me come even harder. Scabby grabbed my hips and pulled me to him, then started fucking me rapidly and with force. Soon, I heard him yell and felt his cum filling my pussy. He had a lot more cum than Mike had, and he pumped it all right into my cunt.

“You gonna like her,” I heard Scabby say to Josh. As Scabby was getting up and zipping himself back up, two more men came around the side of the bar. One was a huge fat man with a double chin and no hair, the other was probably seventy years old or older.

I wondered if he was just going to watch, or if he’d be able to get it up. I was happy from my orgasm, but I hoped Master would come back soon so I didn’t have to do every man on earth. Josh had his cock in his hand and still had the boyish smile on his face. I thought he would probably be a nice fuck.

He walked up to my face and stroked my hair. He took my chin in his mouth and said, “you’re gonna fuck me. I want you to ride my dick, whore. I’ll tell your Master if you refuse.”

I didn’t have any choice. Josh walked around to my ass, sat down, and leaned back. I looked back and positioned myself over his erect cock. Cum was dripping out of me, but he didn’t seem to care. He grabbed my hips and slammed me down on his dick. I squealed a bit in surprise.

“Ride me, slut,” he said. I began riding his dick; I wanted this all to be over, but I’m also a good whore. Master made me that way. So I started slow, wiggling my ass in his face and making slow circles with my hips as I rode him. He kept his hands on my hips, and soon I felt him start to get impatient as he started to push me down and up faster.

I bobbed up and down faster, then, but I was starting to get off on his rough hands. He was almost lifting my ass up and down, slamming it against his dick rapidly. I started to cum again, moaning through my gag, as Josh used my body like a fuck-toy, controlling the pace and making me go faster and faster. I felt his body buck underneath me and he slammed me down one more time before unloading into my pussy, thick hot cum shooting up into me as my pussy vibrated on his dick from my own orgasm.

He shoved me off abruptly, and I lost balance and fell on my face. He stood up rather quickly, turned to the two new men, and said “she’s all yours. Pussy’s a little slippery right now.” The fat man chuckled and unzipped his pants.

Unlike Mike, Josh, and Scabby, who had all at least acknowledged me, the fat man moved straight to my ass, picked me up by my hips, and slammed his dick into my asshole. He didn’t make any sounds, just panted as he fucked my ass. I could feel his sweat dripping on me, and his giant stomach felt like a weird cushion every time it hit the top of my ass.

I looked over at the old man and saw that he was frantically pumping his wrinkly, old dick. It was hard, I gave him that, and hoped that he would be able to cum, mostly because if he didn’t it might be a long time before he gave up trying. Behind me, the fat man was assaulting my asshole with no regard for me at all. He started grunting from the effort and I thought I would make it easier on the poor, obese man. I started pushing against him with each thrust.

To my delight, this seemed to do the trick and the fat man made one loud, belching sound before hot gushes of cum started filling my asshole. He had loads of cum, and stayed in my ass for probably 30 seconds unloading it all. He pulled out with a wet, popping sound and grunted as he tried to lift his immense body back to a standing position.

He used my lower back to steady himself, and stood up. Before walking away, he gave my ass a sharp, slap; I could feel his cum leaking out of my asshole. I watched him as he walked towards the semi-truck. Figured that the fat guy was the trucker. He didn’t go back into the bar, instead just laboriously climbed into the cab and drove away.

The old man was still staring at my body and pumping himself furiously. I wondered if he would use my asshole or my pussy. I figured my ass, because my pussy was so wet with cum and my own juices that I thought it would be too slippery. He had a long, thin wrinkly cock, but it was very hard. He walked over to my rear and caressed my ass with one hand.

I guess he was the old-fashioned type, because I soon felt his dick slip into my pussy. He pumped me slowly, probably because he had bad hips. Old people always have bad hips. I felt bad that he was having to do all the work, so I enthusiastically met his thrusts by pumping my hips against him. He grunted and continued to caress my ass gently with both hands. I could hear his whistling, labored breaths as he tried his best to fuck me harder. I doubled my efforts.

I could feel his saggy balls swinging against my pussy and imagined them, wrinkly and shriveled. Something about the idea of my lush, young body getting fucked by his gross, old dick made me feel excited. I thought it might help him if I made some noise, so I started moaning emphatically with each thrust. His dick was thin, but it made up for it with length.

He was very deep in my pussy when I suddenly felt him slide his finger into my asshole. Maybe he wasn’t so old-fashioned after all. He pumped my ass with his finger and I squealed in pleasure. I felt I was almost about to come again when the old man made a coughing sound and I felt him cum in my pussy. He didn’t have much to add to the loads that were already filling my cunt, but he took his time in unleashing it all.

Slipping out of me, he leaned over and planted a kiss on each of my butt cheeks, then used my ass to help himself stand up. He unzipped and walked quickly back around the bar.

I was alone now. I thought there might be more men in the bar, but for a long time no one came out. This was almost the worst, because I was bored. Gladly, I heard a car pulling up behind me. I had returned to my down position. A car door slammed and I heard footsteps approaching. I recognized Master’s shoes out of the corner of my eye. My heart leapt and I couldn’t help but wiggle my ass a bit in excitement over seeing him return for me.

“Up,” Master said. I raised my head and lifted my body up so I was on hands and knees again.

“Did you do good, slut?” Master asked. I nodded. He leaned down and removed my gag.

“How many man came in you?”

“Five, sir. Four in my pussy and one in my ass, sir.”

“Good, whore.” Master walked behind me and I felt him put one finger in my pussy. He pulled it out and put one finger in my ass. Walking back towards me, he held out the two fingers, both dripping with cum and juices. I opened my mouth eagerly and he shoved the fingers in. I sucked them off and swallowed happily. He pulled his fingers out and I smiled up at him. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. It was hard and I eagerly started licking it.

I savored the tip, rolling my tongue over it, and started sucking his whole cock slowly. Master put one hand gently on the back of my head to control my speed. He held me in place with his dick all the way in my throat, thrusting his hips slightly.

He released me and guided my head up and down his dick, now slowly, now quickly, then faster and faster until he grabbed my head with both hands, held it at the base of his cock, and pumped his load right into my throat. I gagged a bit, as I often do, but swallowed every drop of semen he gave me. Master pulled out of my mouth, pet the top of my head, leaned over, and kissed me deeply.

“Good girl. You’re my good girl,” he said lovingly.

“I’m all yours, Master. I’m your good girl,” I responded. And I meant every word.
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