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His Living Doll

I can’t imagine wanting to be anything but a living Doll.

I guess other girls want to be doctors or teachers or whatever.

Not me. I knew from the time I was a toddler what I wanted to be.

And as soon as I could make the decision, I went for it.

Sure, my parents were sad to lose me. But what I was doing was important. And training for Dollhood has to start early, so you’re ready for your Owner the minute you turn 18.

On the night before my 18th birthday, I was so excited I couldn’t sleep. I’d spent years training for that morning. I would be boxed up and sent out to meet Owner. My Owner. The man I would spend the rest of my life serving.

See, a Doll’s life is very simple. All you have to do is be the perfect toy for a man to use. We are taught how to live on very little food, and with very little attention. We need to be easy pets to keep, not too much of a hassle.

We are trained to take all sizes of men. We don’t actually have sex with anyone until we turn 18 and meet our Owners, but there are tools we use to make sure we can pleasure any size of man, from the smallest to the largest. We are trained to be perfect cocksuckers, again using tools designed for that purpose alone. Owner would be the first man to touch me, but I was well prepared to please him any way he wanted me to.

A Doll doesn’t speak unless she’s spoken to. And when she does speak, she always calls Owner by his rightful title of sir. A Doll has one purpose: please Owner. Love Owner. Serve Owner. So anything you do or say should fulfill this purpose. We must be gorgeous at all times, trim but buxom.

We have artificially designed bodies that resist aging. Our breasts are uniformly large but perky, perfectly round. Our nipples are altered to show constant arousal, and it is our job to always be wet and ready should Owner decide to fuck us. We have had all our body hair removed with laser hair removal, and make-up tattooed onto our faces. Even our voices are trained to be pleasingly high-pitched and innocent.

At any time, our Owner can walk away. And if he comes back a week later, we will be just as beautiful and ready to serve him as we were before.

An Owner can choose whatever type of Doll he wants. Me, I’m a blonde Dolly with blue eyes. My nipples are a nice, bright pink. I didn’t know what to expect from my Owner, but I knew I would love him.

The morning of my 18th birthday, I bid a happy farewell to the Doll Training Academy. I had friends and mentors there, but they didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered now was Owner. I was placed in a large box and put on a truck. Some time later, I felt the box being moved. Each passing moment had me more excited than the last. Finally, I knew, I was close to Owner! I must be, because I could hear male voices. A bunch, at first. And then only one.

“Alright, Doll,” the voice said. “Let’s have a look at you.”

My first vision of Master was almost too much. He was perfect. He was in his 50’s, with grey hair and glasses. He had a nice, roundish body. He was the most handsome man in the world. I loved him so much. I couldn’t wait to serve him. I hoped he would let me take him in my mouth first, so I could taste him.

“Huh,” he said. “Well, you’re pretty enough, I guess. Come on out there. Take a look at your room.”

The room he had for me was amazing. There was a table and a chair, and the walls were light blue. There was a small bar set up in one corner, and a bunch of chains attached to one of the walls. There was a closet with lots of fun clothes in it. Outfits ranging from French maids to nurses to schoolgirls. And I could see a toybox, too, overflowing with toys. Whips, chains, dildos, vibrators, and all sorts of joyous things. Owner was so thoughtful to provide such a nice room for me.

“Why’d they dress you in this shit? I want to see what I paid for,” he grumbled, sounding annoyed. My heart broke. I didn’t want Owner to be upset. He was right; the dress I wore was loose and dull. It didn’t show off my perfect breasts or my ass or my pink, glistening pussy. He pushed the box out of the door and walked past me to the closet. He skimmed the clothes, then picked out a dress and brought it to me.

“Put this on,” he said. “I’ve got to make a call. When I get back, you’ll be dressed and ready to start your new life, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, thrilled beyond my wildest dreams. I couldn’t wait! Immediately, I stepped from the boring burlap sack of a dress and slipped into the outfit Owner gave me. It was quite short, barely covering my rump. It was also very frilly, like a baby doll’s dress. The top had no straps, my breasts basically overflowing, my perpetually hard nipples showing through the thin fabric. Its pale pink color and blue ruffles complimented my painted-on make-up.

The heels Owner left for me were very pointy, and I had to really concentrate when I stood up or walked so that I wouldn’t fall over. With my new outfit snugly adorning my body, I waited in the dark for Owner to return. Since I didn’t know how long it would be, I shut off my mind. That’s an important skill for a Doll to have. We can shut our minds off, and think only about cock and pleasing Owner, which keeps us wet until we’re ready to be used again.

When the lights came on again, I snapped back into consciousness. Owner admired his new Doll, his eyes rolling up and down my body. He clearly approved of what he saw, which made me very happy. There is nothing more wonderful for a doll than an Owner’s approval.

“You certainly look like you’re worth the price,” he growled. Owner cut across the room and settled himself into the large leather chair. He crossed one leg over the other. I followed his path, turning so that he always had a clear view of me.

“Let’s see what else you can do,” he said. “Make me a drink. Whiskey, on the rocks.”

I beamed, happy to serve Owner. I was desperate to show him I was worth the money he’d spent. I tip-toed my way to the bar, focusing very hard on not falling over. All Dolls know how to make and serve drinks, as well as certain basic meals. After all, men enjoy more than just sex. A Doll should be a perfect addition to a household, not just a bedroom. I fixed Owner’s drink and tottered back to him. He sipped it and nodded in approval.

“Not bad,” he said. “Come closer.”

I came to him as quickly as the heels would allow. He set the drink down on the table beside him. Now, up close, he could really admire and judge my body. He moved his hands down my waist, over and around my rump, examining me for flaws. He pulled my thighs apart and looked at my shaved pussy.

When he slipped a finger between my lips and found me sopping wet, I sighed in pleasure. A Doll is always wet, so that her Owner can take her whenever he wants. And nothing brings a Doll more pleasure than serving her Owner and taking his cock wherever he chooses to put it. Owner pulled his finger away and sucked it, tasting me. Our chemical make-up is altered during our training, so that we always taste like vanilla. I knew Owner enjoyed it as he grinned.

“Very nice,” he said. “And you can feel everything, can’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I can feel everything.”

“And you like the way I touch you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like the way you touch me.”

“What if I were to touch you like this,” he said, and grabbed my chest, pulling at my breast, kneading it hard as he yanked me towards him. I bent at the waist, holding still while he tugged and abused my tits.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like it when you touch me like that.”

“Or this?” He released my breast and slapped my ass, which was totally exposed as I bent over. He slapped it hard enough to leave a mark. I kept my eyes on his, my cheeks reddening as the pleasure of Owner’s hands on me set in.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like it when you touch me like that.”

“Hm,” he said, apparently satisfied by my answer. “Very nice. Kiss me.”

I was filled with joy as I leaned in and pressed my painted lips to his. He grabbed at my head, his hand burying in my hair. I let him take control, his tongue spreading my lips wide and plunging into my mouth, down my throat. He kissed me hard, daring me to keep up. I used my tongue to explore every inch of Owner’s mouth, savoring his taste for the first time. When he pulled away, I couldn’t wait to taste him again, everywhere. Already, his taste and scent were branded into my mind. I would always crave him.

He grinned now as he looked down into my cleavage. He reached up with both hands and ripped the top of the tiny dress down. My D-cup breasts, designed to have perfect bounce and perkiness, spilled forward. He grabbed them from below, kneading them roughly once more, enjoying the smooth weight of them.

When he teased my hard nipples, I moaned in appreciation. A Doll’s body is designed to be so sensitive that I could cum from the mere stimulation of my nipples. Owner knew this, and seemed determined to test it out for himself. He glared at me while he pinched and twisted my nipples, each tug sending jolts of pleasure to my pussy.

“You’re a perfect little fuck machine, aren’t you?” he said through a dark grin. “I want to see it. I want to see you cum for your Owner.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. Already, I could feel the swell of pressure in my womb. Owner leaned in, pulling me forward at the same time. He sucked one breast into his mouth and bit down on my nipple; immediately, the pressure exploded, and I came for him, shaking as pleasure rolled up and down my spine.

His hand continued to play with my other breast as he suckled and nipped my nipple, moving between my tits until they were both red and swollen from his abuse. Each lick and tug had me dripping, my clit ringing with pure pleasure. Looking down, I saw that Owner was hard, his cock swollen as he forced his new Doll to cum again and again. He pulled away, noticing where my eyes had gone.

“See something you like, Doll?” he grinned. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve been trained for.”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, my mouth watering as I dropped down between his legs.

I unzipped him and moaned in pleasure as his cock sprang forth. It was beautiful to me, and I couldn’t wait to taste it. I would always adore his cock, and worship it night and day. Leaning in, I began to lick at it, from base to tip. His smell filled my nose, intoxicating. I covered him with my lips and tongue until he was wet from my spit, and then lapped at the head. Sliding down to his balls, I sucked and licked them into my mouth, enjoying the way his hips thrust in pleasure. I could – and would – suck and lick him all day, but Owner was impatient.

He yanked me up by my hair and forced his tip between my lips. Eagerly, I relaxed my throat and slid down his shaft. At the same time, he thrust himself into me, and the combined force had him lodged all the way into my throat. He groaned as I deep-throated him, wrapping every inch of his cock in my warm, wet mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft while I cupped and teased his balls. I knew how to breathe through my nose so I could take him for as long as he wanted.

Owner’s hips were thrusting, his hand stiff as he held my head in place. My nose was pressed into his curly pubes, and I was filled with the smell and taste of him. I was desperate for him cum, wanting so badly to please him. Owner’s cock throbbed and swelled in my mouth, and his hips jerked harder.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum…”

It was music to my ears. And soon enough, I was rewarded. His cock throbbed once more, and he released a warm burst of seed into my throat. Each drop of his cum was sacred to me, and I swallowed it all happily, feeling it fill my belly. I moaned in lust, wanting even more, sucking hard throughout his climax so that nothing would be left over when he finally slid from my lips. The taste of him was my new favorite flavor.

When he began to wilt, I kept my mouth around his shaft. I wouldn’t be done until he told me I was done. He could fuck my throat again  and again, and I would be happy to take it all.

He pulled at my hair, forcing my head up. Immediately, I found his eyes, and was thrilled to see his approval.

“Not bad,” he mused. “But now I guess I’ll have to wait before I try out the rest of you.”

I didn’t respond at all. Whatever Owner wanted to do was fine.

“Just sit here,” he said. “I’m going to go do some work. Don’t move.”

I sat back on my haunches, doing as he said. He got up and walked to the door. He looked back at me once, making sure I hadn’t moved. I didn’t even turn my head to follow him, but waited, frozen in place. He chuckled, the lights went out, and the door clicked shut.

I could still taste him in my throat. For however long he was gone, which felt like forever, I just enjoyed that taste. Owner’s taste. His cum was so delicious. I couldn’t wait to eat it every day. I hoped he liked my mouth enough to let me serve him with it often.

When he came back, I wasn’t sure how much time had passed. Time doesn’t really mean anything to a Doll. We don’t know how to tell time. We’re just objects, so it doesn’t matter. He flicked the switch and light flooded the room.

“Ha,” he laughed, walking over to me and towering above me. “You really didn’t move an inch.”

“No, sir,” I said. “I obeyed you, see?”

“So you did,” he grinned. “And now I’m ready to try out the rest of you. See? Nice and hard again.”

I salivated, looking at the bulge in his pants.

“Take it out,” he barked. I hurried to obey, my fingers shaking in excitement. “Show me how much you missed me.”

Moaning, I enveloped the head in my lips and tongue, sucking it into my cheeks. I swirled my tongue around the tip over and over again, desperate to taste his pre-cum. He grabbed me by the hair and grunted, pulling my face away, tilting it up so he could look down at me.

“Alright,” he said. “That’s enough. Lay down on the carpet, Doll.”

I eagerly rolled onto my back. He towered above me, as an Owner should. My breasts were still exposed from before, and now they pointed towards him in a way I hoped was appealing.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and walked around until he was standing at my feet. I parted my thighs, stretching them as far apart as I could, giving Owner a good look at my pussy. He rubbed at his chin, examining me.

“Very nice, my little fuck toy,” he said. Pride bloomed in my chest and I smiled up at him. He crouched down between my knees and reached forward. Even though he had been gone for a while, I was still dripping wet and ready for him. I would always be wet for him. Owner thrust two fingers into my spread slit and felt me from inside.

I moaned in pleasure as he tested my pussy. He rubbed my clit at the same time, using the pad of his thumb. Within seconds, I was ready to cum for him again. I was trained to cum on command, and had only to wait for his order. I was at Owner’s total control. I could only be satisfied when he wanted me to be satisfied. Only his command could release me. I squirmed and waited for him to decide whether or not I deserved to cum.

“Shit,” he smiled, crooking his fingers inside me to press harder against my pussy walls. “You’re a desperate little thing, aren’t you? Tell me, fuck toy. Do you want to cum for Owner?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped. “I want to show you how good you make me feel. I want to show you how much I love you, Owner.”

“Hmm,” he said, continuing to torture me with his thumb and fingers. “I think I’d like to see that, Doll. Do it. Cum for me. Now.”

With a squeal, I obeyed, my pussy clenching and gushing around his fingers. I panted and groaned as he drove me to climax, prolonging it with every jerk of his fingers. I kept eye contact with him as I came, showing him what a good little Doll I was. How obedient and sweet and eager to make him happy.

Before I was even done with my spasms, he was crawling over my prone body, his cock hard as it dragged along my thigh. He grabbed my tits again, roughly using them to support himself as he buried his face in my neck. He bit hard on my flesh, claiming me as his property. His thighs pushed my thighs further apart, and then I felt his cock nudging at my entrance.

I kept still, an inanimate object, waiting for him to penetrate me for the first time. He groaned as he slid his cock up and down my soaked lips, getting himself even harder.

“Perfect little toy,” he moaned. “Ready to take me. Ready for every inch. Fuck. Beg me for it. I want to hear you beg me for it.”

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “I need your cock inside me. I want to be your perfect little toy. Please fuck me. Please, fill me with your cock. I need to feel you inside me…”

“Shit,” he groaned, and suddenly I felt him thrust into me. I gasped as the sensation thrust me into pure ecstasy. Being filled with Owner is the closest to paradise a Doll can get. The way his cock filled me, it was better than anything I’d ever felt before. As much as we were trained to love and worship cock, there was no preparing for the utter bliss of being taken by Owner for the first time.

He grinned down at me as my pussy clenched around his cock. We are well-trained in how to pleasure a man, and I put every muscle to use as he started fucking me. He went at me hard, still kneading and twisting my breasts as he buried himself inside my tailor-made cunt.

“God damn,” he groaned, rolling over so that I was splayed out above him. Immediately, I took the position we were taught for riding. A Doll should be skilled in every position. It’s not fair for an Owner to have to do all the work. I began to bounce up and down on his cock, loving every inch as it pierced me.

My breasts bounced along with me, giving him something to look at and feel. He grabbed them from below, grunting as I slid my tight pussy up and down on his member. Pinching and twisting my nipples, he sent my body into throes of torturous pleasure. I could have come again at any second, but I would wait for his command.

“You’re good at this,” he groaned, his hips shifting so that each bounce drove him deeper and deeper into my warmth. “Do you like it?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. “I love riding your cock. It’s all I want to do. I want to be the perfect Doll for you, all I want is to take your cum…”

“Yeah, bitch,” he grumbled, moving his hands to grab my waist. He began to lift and lower me at his desired pace, my slight figure light enough for him to use however he desired. This was what I was made for. To be used as his toy, whenever and however he wanted. “I’m gonna cum for you alright…but not here. I want to cum in  your ass. I want you to fuck me just like this, with your ass.”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, heat flushing through me as his words pleasured me to my core. “Thank you, sir. I’m so happy to please you, sir.”

“Shut up and do it,” he growled, grabbing my hair. “Turn around so I can watch your ass bounce on my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, and immediately did as he commanded. I lifted myself off his cock and turned around so I was straddling him the other way. We were well-trained in anal sex, as well, and we were taught to always keep ourselves neat and clean so that we would always be available to our Owners. Positioning my tight rosebud against his cock, I groaned in pleasure when he thrust forward. He grabbed my ass cheeks and squeezed them, his dick buried deep in my ass.

“Ride me,” he barked, and I was eager to obey. I used every muscle in my thighs and hips to ride his cock, feeling him throb in my ass as I showed Owner how good and obedient I was. He was panting with pleasure. “You like this too, don’t you, you slutty little Doll? You like having your ass full of cock?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, loving it more than words could say.

“You want me to fill your pretty little ass with my cum?”

He was teasing me beyond belief with his filthy promises. Of course, nothing would give me more pleasure than to know that my Owner was satisfied.

“Yes, sir, please,” I begged. “Please fill Dolly’s ass with your cum.”

“Fuck, yeah,” he groaned, and slammed himself against me. I felt wave after wave of hot seed filling me as he came, his balls churning against my slit as he gave me every ounce of his satisfaction. I panted in pleasure, feeling him burst inside me.

“Thank you, sir,” I groaned, the warmth of his seed radiating in my ass. He slid out, cock limp, and pushed me off. “Thank you so much for treating your Doll so well. I love serving you.”

“So I see,” he chuckled. “Shit. I’m dripping out of you. Can’t waste a drop, can we? Why don’t you go ahead and fuck yourself for me. Use my cum to tease that hard little clit of yours. I want to get this on tape. Show the guys what they have to look forward to.”

He pulled out his phone and started recording me from above. I didn’t know what he meant, but it’s not a Dolly’s place to question anything. I just collected his cum as it dripped from my asshole and used it to further lubricate my clit, rubbing myself desperately for him to film.

“Go ahead and finger yourself,” he grinned. “I know you want to.”

I moaned in satisfied pleasure, digging my fingers into my cunt and pulsing them. I was strung out on pleasure, ready to burst as soon as he said the word. His cum was still warm on my fingers, and knowing that it was Owner’s seed made me shudder all over.

“Cum for me,” he finally said. “Cum for the camera.”

“Y-ye-yes, sir,” I groaned, and cried out in pleasure. My pussy gushed and clenched with my climax, my clit jumping as I kept rubbing it. Owner’s cum was smeared all over my pussy now, from my ass to my clit. I drove my climax deeper, sucking his seed from my fingers, tasting my own pleasure at the same time. Soon, I was spent, lying before him on the carpet, waiting for his next command.

“Alright,” he said, putting his phone away. “That was fun. You’ll be a fun toy to play with.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, pulling myself up to kneel at his feet.

“You need to eat and drink, right? Yeah, they said so. Alright, give me a second…”

He left me alone in the playroom, and I waited patiently, not moving, until he returned. He held two bowls, one with water and the other with cereal. He set them on the floor.

“There,” he said. “That should keep you satisfied for the night.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, feeling my hunger rise at the sight of food. We Dolls don’t eat often, but we do get hungry. We try to satisfy ourselves almost completely on Owner’s cum. It tastes so much better when you’re hungry. And it’s almost filling enough to keep you going for days at a time.

“Tomorrow will be a big day for you,” he mused. “I have friends coming over. Mama always did tell me to share my toys. We’ll keep you busy, for sure. I’d say you’ll have at least five cocks to suck and fuck all day. Does that make you happy? Knowing you’ll have plenty of cum to swallow? Lots of dicks to worship?”

“Yes, sir,” I nodded, thrilling at the idea.

“But you know who your Owner is, don’t you?” he grinned, reaching down to pet me.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “You are my Owner. I only love you. Your cock is my God. I am yours to play with whenever you want. I will always belong to you and no one else.”

“Very good,” he said, stepping back through the door. He put a hand over the light switch. “Now stay here until I’m ready to play with you again.”

He switched the light out and closed the door. I was hungry and thirsty, but I decided I’d wait exactly where I was. I wanted to make sure I hadn’t moved an inch when Owner came back. And I had lots of exciting things to think about to keep me distracted. Like how much I loved being a Doll, and couldn’t wait to serve Owner for the rest of my life.


A Day in the Life

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.

[image: ]

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.


Dolly’s Big Day

The whole night before, I was too excited to turn off. It was my big day. Owner promised to take me out for a field trip! He promised that I would have lots of cocks to worship and cum to swallow. I starved myself for a week to make sure I had plenty of room for my big day. The only thing I ate was Owner’s seed.

Of course, Dolls are used to not eating much, anyway. It’s one of the ways we’re designed to be perfect toys for men’s use. We’re also designed to crave cock and cum at all times. Our genes are changed so that we age normally, but never look older than our starting age of 18. Our bodies are designed to be perfect: tiny waists, bouncy D-cup tits, and fat, grabbable asses. I’m a white Doll, with blonde hair and blue eyes, but we come in all colors and types.

I met my Owner a few months ago, I think. It’s hard to tell time when you’re a Doll. But as soon as I turned 18, I was sent out to Owner, my soulmate. He’s a handsome man in his 50’s, with a big belly and gray hair. He has the most amazing cock, wrinkly and fat, and his balls are low and hairy, perfect for me to suck and lick. There's no man on earth like Owner, and I don’t even want to imagine life without him.

Owner likes to share me. So far, he only shared me with his friends, but on my big day, I knew there would be lots of men. He’s so generous, it makes me love him even more! When the sun finally came up, I eagerly jumped to my feet, washed myself free of the cum on my skin, and dressed in Owner’s favorite pale pink baby doll dress. It barely covers my ass or my tits, and is very tight around my waist. I slipped on my six-inch heels and skipped all the way to his bedroom to wake him up. With my mouth, of course.

Once I sucked Owner off and had my breakfast of cum, he went on with his day. I had to wait a long time before he was ready to take me out on my big day. He called for me and I hurried to kneel before him.

“Ready, stupid?” he asked, grinning down at me.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I can’t wait to serve all your friends, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Good,” he said, and grabbed my ponytail. Owner likes to pull me around the house by my hair, and I like it because he likes it.

It was my first time being outside since my 18th birthday. It seemed way too bright and noisy outside. I decided I liked staying inside with Owner better. Owner’s neighbors, two men I’d served a while ago, were outside sipping drinks. Owner waved and they waved back.

“Where are you taking her?” One called out.

“Special event,” he hollered, dragging me towards his car. “Big party. I don’t even know if she’ll make it out alive!”

The neighbors laughed. Owner dragged me to the back of the car and opened the trunk. Leaning down, he scooped me up and threw me inside, shutting the trunk over my head. And then we were off!

It felt like it took forever to get there, but finally the car came to a stop. Owner opened the trunk and pulled me out. The house looked normal from the outside, but as soon as we were inside I saw that it wasn’t so normal.

It was full of men! More than I’d ever seen! They all had little tags on their shirts with a letter. I guess they didn’t want anyone knowing their names, because when they talked to each other, they called each other by the letters. I don’t know how to read, I was un-taught how to read when I entered Doll School, but I know the ABC’s. They cheered and laughed as Owner dragged me through the crowd and into a big, empty room with only a table in it. All the men followed us and filed in, standing around me in a big circle.

“Gentleman,” Owner said, pulling me to my feet and steadying me on my heels. “I present my living Doll. For your enjoyment.”

Owner reached for the zipper of my dress and it fell to the ground, leaving me totally naked in front of the cheering crowd. There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. I was just so excited to start serving them! Owner stepped to the side, grinning. One man came forward. He had the letter R. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my titties for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get on your knees and get ready to suck.”

I dropped to my knees, my legs spread so everyone could see the stream of arousal running down my thighs. Licking my lips, I waited. A man whose nametag said T came towards me, circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” a man called N said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, meaning it. A good Doll doesn’t show any pain, but takes everything with pleasure. I forced myself to enjoy the pain in my shoulders.

“You better be,” N growled, unzipping himself before my face. Behind me, I felt T bind my wrists together tightly. To my surprise, it wasn’t just my hands he tied, but my ankles; and when he tied my wrists and ankles together, bending my back, I realized that the angle made my perfect, bouncy tits jut out for their enjoyment. Men are so clever! I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum.

N stepped forward, showing off his long, thick cock, dribbling pre-cum from the tip.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my ponytail, shoving my head onto his cock.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue. He was standing over me, looking down into my wide blue eyes as he fucked my mouth. He was so rough with me. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat, the crowd cheering him on. Smirking, he spat down onto my face, aiming for my eye. I moaned my thanks for his gift, hoping that Owner could see how good I was doing. N’s balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. He pulled away violently, keeping his fist on my ponytail.

“You ready to be our filthy little fuckslut tonight?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, desperate for his cum. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

“Where do you want my cum, trash?” His hips were jerking, and I felt he must be close to cumming.

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered. “Dolly wants cum, please.”

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting once more, this time into my mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I said. “Thank you soooo much.”

“That all you got, N?” Another man called P said, pushing himself forward. “That’s not how you rape a Doll’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He tasted funny, kind of dirty, but I stopped myself from reacting to it. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. I couldn’t see who, but someone came around behind me and dropped down. I felt his hands on my tits, kneading them hard and pinching my nipples. The sensation went straight to my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as P filled my mouth with his seed. I could feel a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“That’s a good little Dolly,” the voice said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that seed.”

Owner said I could cum when anyone told me to that night, so I let myself shudder in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. P stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

“Flip her around, put her on the table,” a voice called from the crowd. There was a cheer of approval, and the man behind me picked me up by the armpits. The table was cloaked in velvet, and there was a pillow at the top for my neck; I was laid down, on my bound ankles and wrists, the sensation exquisitely painful. My limbs, crushed and bent by my own weight, screamed at the abuse, but I forced myself to love it.

The table was the perfect size for my head to hang over one side. To my body’s relief, a man labeled Z came forward and cut the ties around my ankles, so that I was only bound by my wrists. Silently, patiently, I let the men position me. My ass hung off one end, my head off the other. I saw that the man who’d let me come was called D, and I could also see his beautiful, thick cock, ready to fuck me and fill me with cum.

Z stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. With my head upside down, it was much easier for him to rape my throat with his whole cock, and his balls smacked against my nose, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, so happy to be used for my core purpose,  wanting only to please Owner by performing well for these strangers. My pussy clenched around D’s cock, stroking him even as he thrust into me.

“Cum again, whore,” a voice said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as D lifted my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still Z raped my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as D pulled out and another man took his place.

“Dirty fucking skank,” Z said when he pulled away. “Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the man between my legs rammed against my womb, showing everyone how much I loved cum. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little fuckdoll?” The question came from the man between my legs; when I looked up, I could see faces looking back down, waiting for my response; for every face, there was a beautiful, hard cock, waiting for me to worship.

“I love it, sir,” I cooed. “I want more, please. Please give Dolly more…”

To my pure elation, the next man to use my mouth was Owner! He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down.

“You’re doing so well, my little cumslut,” he said. “Ready for Owner?”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix. “Thank you, sir. Dolly loves you, sir.”

“Damn fucking right she does,” he said, and slammed inside me, reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle he took.

“Cum, bitch,” he ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while another man stepped between my legs. This time, I felt my thighs lifted further, and a hand smearing the cum from my pussy onto my asshole. While Owner humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, a man was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

No matter how many times my ass was stretched, it always returned to perfect tightness, like a virgin. It made me an excellent toy, just like my lack of gag reflex and my enhanced tits and my snug little pussy. While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing Owner, drooling and lapping at his cock just the way he liked. He pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When he came in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

“Here she is!” A voice called, and another cheer filled the room. I didn’t move to look at what was happening, because I was distracted trying to be the perfect ass slut for the man fucking me. He grunted and reached up to squeeze my tits, cursing aloud when he came and filled my ass for the first time that night. Finally, I realized what all the commotion was about when I saw another Doll being led into the room by a collar and leash.

“Playtime,” a voice said, laughing. I was so excited! I hadn’t been able to play with another Doll in a long time! Her eyes lit up too, when she saw me laid out on the table, already filled and covered with cum. I could almost see her mouth watering as she was led forward. She was a black Doll, and very pretty, with nipples like dark chocolate kisses.

“Hi!” I squealed.

“Hi!” She squealed back.

“C’mon, greet ‘er with a kiss,” someone shouted, and the black Doll happily obeyed, leaning over me and shoving her tongue into my mouth. I moaned in pleasure at the taste of her. Dolls taste soooo good. She wrapped her tongue around mine, probed deep in my throat, tasting all the cum I’d already swallowed. I knew she must be jealous, but I was sure she’d have plenty of cum for herself soon. I could feel her big, soft tits against my body as she leaned over me, and squirmed in pleasure.

“You taste soooo good,” she said, mirroring my thoughts exactly. “You’ve had a lot of cum tonight.”

“Yeah, they’re so good,” I said. “It’s the best.”

“You want some cum?” the man labelled N said, shoving the black Doll towards my feet. “Eat it out of her. “

“Yes, sir,” she said brightly. “Thank you, sir!”

Immediately, she went to work on my pussy, digging her tongue inside me to lick and suck the cum out of me. I groaned and jerked my hips in pleasure as she licked at my clit and then moved down again, using her fingers to scoop out thick streams of cum and press it between her lips. When she found that my ass was leaking, too, she started licking and sucking that, and soon my head was spinning with bliss.

A stranger came up to my head and started fucking my throat while the black Doll ate the cum from my ass and pussy, and it was all I could do not to cum until someone gave me permission. At that point, I went crazy, squirting into black Doll’s mouth, adding to the men’s cum that dripped down her throat. The man in my throat didn’t last long, and soon I was happily gargling his cum, showing off how much I could swallow. 


“Boring,” a voice called. “Have ‘em 69, so we can fuck ‘em.” 

The crowd cheered their approval at this idea, and in a rush of lifting and arranging I found myself positioned underneath the black Doll’s pussy. Like all Dolls, her pussy was beautiful; she had puffy dark lips and an unnaturally swollen clit. And, like all Dolls, her juices were artificially engineered to taste and smell like vanilla. It was a joy to reach my head up and begin to lick her, wrapping my tongue around her throbbing clit and collecting her juices on my tongue to swallow.

She was doing the same to me, still digging for cum in my slit, now rolling my clit under her tongue from time to time. While we tongue-bathed each other, the men positioned themselves so that they could fuck us. Each time a cock thrust into her slit, I lapped at the base, moving my tongue from her clit to his balls and back, getting everything wet and slippery with my tongue. My pussy filled, my mouth working at her luscious twat, I was in paradise.

Every so often, the crowd would chant for us to cum, and we would groan and shake in pleasure, spilling our nectar for each other to lap up. The man fucking me came quickly, and black Doll eagerly lapped at his cum; I was a little jealous, until the man fucking her released his seed, and I got a chance to eat it from her tender cunt and hear her moan in delight.

Together, we served man after man after man, until we were covered in each other’s juices and load after load of cum. Every time a man unloaded in her pussy or ass, my tongue was there to collect it and fill my belly. I thought, and hoped, that this could go on forever. But as the hours went by, the men slowly became drained and bored by the scene. Finally, black Doll and I were left to each other, desperately licking the cum from each others’ bodies and writhing in pleasure over our full bellies and pussies.

“Alright, alright,” I heard Owner’s voice and immediately perked up, hoping I’d done well for him. “That’s enough. Girls, stop.”

Immediately, black Doll went limp on top of me, and I did the same. Someone lifted her off me, while more hands turned me over and cut the bind that held my wrist together. I kept my body perfectly still and limp until Owner told me I could move again. To my surprise, he came forward with a camera, aimed at my face. He was smiling very big.

“Smile for the camera, slut,” he said. ‘You just made me a lot of money. Gonna sell this tape to the highest bidder. Damn. A twenty-man gangbang, with Doll-on-Doll action? That’ll bring in a pretty penny.”

I was so glad to have made Owner happy, I smiled up at him. My belly ached a little from all the cum, but if he wanted to reward me with another load I would happily suck him off. But he didn’t seem to want that. He grabbed my long blonde ponytail, now entirely caked in spit and cum, and dragged me off the table.

“Good night, boys,” he said, dragging me off while the men cheered and laughed at my struggle to keep up with him. I waved bye-bye to black Doll, who was being led out another door by the man who must be her Owner.

It had gone from day to night outside, and it was very cold. I was naked, of course, but I didn’t shiver or anything. Owner pushed me into the trunk, I folded myself up small as I could, and he slammed the door, plunging me into darkness. I turned my mind off until we got home. When I heard the trunk opening again, I turned on, and was waiting, smiling, for Owner to pull me out again. He tugged my ponytail and waved to the neighbors, who were standing on their lawn, talking. Once inside, he threw me onto the sofa, made himself a drink, and sighed.

For a long time, Owner didn’t say anything. He just stared at me. I wasn’t sure what that stare meant. It wasn’t happy, but it didn’t seem sad, either. It just seemed….thoughtful.

“Did you enjoy that?” he finally asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding enthusiastically. “Thank you, sir.”

“I’ll bet you did, taking all that cum. You’re a fucking mess. Hard to believe you were anything but this disgusting little fuckslut you are now.”

“Yes, sir,” I agreed. “I am a disgusting little fuckslut.”

“Come here,” he said, putting his drink down. “Kneel down before me.”

My favorite place to be! I scurried to Owner’s feet and waited for further instructions. He unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. I waited for him to tell me to suck it or something, but he didn’t. He just looked at me and stroked himself until he was nice and hard.

“I wish I had another Doll,” he said aloud. “You’re starting to bore me.”

I can’t describe to you how crushed I was. I never wanted to bore Owner! I did everything I could to please him! He groaned as he jacked off.

“I think I might just sell you off,” he said. “Does that make you said, bitch?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. “I don’t want to leave Owner. Dolly loves Owner so much.”

“So cry for me,” he said. “Go on, cry. Maybe that will get me off. Almost nothing you do gets me off anymore. You’re useless.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks as I imagined life without Owner. I’d have a new owner, but he wouldn’t be Owner. What had I done that was so bad, that he wanted to sell me? How could I convince him not to?

“Shit,” Owner groaned. “That’s good. Keep crying. Louder.”

I sobbed. What if Owner got a new Dolly, and he loved her more than me? What if the only time I got to swallow Owner’s seed is if I was licking it out of another Doll’s slit or ass? What would I do then?

“Suck my balls while you cry, stupid,” he barked, and I sprang forward, wrapping my tongue around his balls and sucking them into my mouth. My tears wet his cock, lubing it as he stroked himself. Snot ran down my face and down my chin as I kept sobbing at the thought of losing Owner. Finally, he grunted and grabbed my ponytail; he pulled me off his balls, aimed his cock at the ground, and came on the floor. The puddle grew and grew, but he held me away from it. Why was Owner wasting delicious cum like that?

“Lick it up,” he finally said. “While I punish you for boring me.”

The moment he released me I was down on all fours, lapping up his cum. I wanted every sweet, salty drop of it. Behind me, I felt Owner kneel down and start spanking me. Hard. Really hard. Harder than ever before. I held still and took it like a good Doll, trying to enjoy the touch of his hand against my ass, focusing on the taste of his cum on my tongue.

“How am I gonna make you more interesting?” Owner asked between spanks. I could feel myself reddening, then bruising. I was almost out of cum to lap up, and desperately licked at the dirty floor to get every last little bit that I could. “Maybe I’ll start abusing you more. Whipping you, cutting you, making you bleed and cry. Do you want that, Doll?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. “Whatever you want, sir. I just want to make you happy, sir.”

“Good,” he grunted, and shoved first two fingers, then three, then his whole fist into my pussy. I cried out in surprise. “Cum.”

Shuddering, bucking, I came in a flood, the sensation almost painful. My face ground into the dirty floor, my tongue still searching for any last remnant of Owner’s seed. My ass burned and stung with his spanks, and my pussy was stretched to its limits by his fist, but I enjoyed it because it made Owner happy.

“I want you to start being my own personal urinal,” he said, pulling his hand out. “When I have to piss, you come to me with your mouth open. Got it?”

He spanked me, hard.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“And from now on, you will always wear nipple clamps. That should just about torture you, huh? I know how sensitive these little buds are…”
 

As though to prove it, he reached up and pinched my nipples, making me squirm.

“Yes, sir,” I squealed.

“And…hmmm…let’s see…how about this. From now on, when I’m done playing with you, I’m going to tie you up and throw you in your room. No more letting you wait on your knees. Every morning, you’re gonna have to find a way to crawl to me for my morning services. How’s that?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’ll find a way, sir. Anything to please Owner.”

“That’s right,” he chuckled. “Anything to please me. Let’s start right now.”

He grabbed me by my hair again, jerking me off the floor, my mouth level with his cock.

“Open up,” he said. “From now on, you’re gonna have to work hard to prove you’re worth keeping around. Or else I’ll put you up for auction, and get a new Doll to worship me.”

I opened my mouth wide, and thus began my new life as Owner’s personal urinal. The nipple clamps are terrible, but I endure them for his sake. And my knees are always scabbed, my elbows always bleeding, from the laborious crawl to his side every morning.

But I love it all, every moment. There’s nothing a Doll loves more than serving her Owner.


Bonus Story: The Stranger and the Slut

“Brenda, where'd you get that nice dress? The carpet store?”

“Hey, why don't you skip home, Brenda, and give everyone a nice show?”

“When you go to the bra store, do they use a tape measure, or a scale?”

“Hey, Brenda, tell your brother thanks for the offer, but I don't fuck animals!”

I tried to tune them out. I tried to just keep walking. But they blocked me however I turned, wherever I tried to go. Them. The cool kids. The impossibly thin cheerleaders and their football star boyfriends. Always so ready to pick on poor, buxom, slutty Brenda.

Well, it's not like I didn't know why they picked on me. The girls picked on me because they were jealous – I started developing in eighth grade, and didn't stop until turning 18 last month. My chest has its own gravitational orbit. And the boys picked on me because I wouldn't sleep with them.

Oh, I was a slut, don't get me wrong. I was a slut, and I loved it. But I wouldn't touch those jock freaks even if they had dicks the size of China.

No, give me a nerdy comic club boy, or one of those handymen who took woodshop. The kinds of guys who never expected to get laid, and worked all the harder for me when I chose them to be my flavor of the week. I doubted any of the jock boys knew what a tongue was for, besides shoving it down their anorexic girlfriends' throats.

I held my head high, no matter what they said. But I did wish they would leave me alone. Just for once, I wished I could walk home without being assailed by their dull insults and would-be witticisms. Hell, I'd settle for an insult that was actually clever, something for me to respect. As it was, I was doomed to endless afternoons trying to push through the pack without rolling my eyes straight out of my head.

That day, though, they had something else in store for me. Just as I was almost out of their clutches, Simone Gold slapped my books out of my hand. And while I was busy trying to process what had happened, Timmy Farb pushed me into a tree. This was new; they'd never gotten physical before, and suddenly I felt afraid for my physical well-being. They flocked around me in a taunting circle, and I bit my lip and begged the skies for help.

“Shit!”

I only noticed the sleek BMW because they did. It swerved to a quick and messy stop at the curb, nearly taking Johnny Timmons out at the knees. The passenger side door flew open. A man, a handsome man, leaned out, made eye contact with me, and waved.

“Hey! These assholes bothering you?”

I guess he'd seen the way they circled me, their jeering faces. Maybe he'd even heard their stupid laughter, or seen Simone slap my books away, or Timmy push me into tree. At any rate, he was as good a savior as any, and I beamed as I nodded.

“Get in,” he said. “I'll give you a lift home. You don't need to deal with that shit. Scram!”

The cool kids stared with their mouths hanging open, looking dumb as hell. I couldn't help but smirk as I gathered my books and slid onto the cool, leather seats. The man shot one last dirty look at the crowd, I gave them a haughty wave, and we were speeding away from them in a squeal of rubber on pavement.

“Thanks,” I said, turning to look at him. He was probably in his early thirties, with jet black hair and dark eyes, some stubble across his chin. He wore a suit that looked tailor made, his figure underneath it slim but powerful. My pussy was already responding to him. Or maybe it was the smooth rumble of the car's powerful engine. At any rate, he was looking at me with genuine concern in his eyes.

“What was going on back there?” He asked, his voice a rich velvet.

“Oh,” I mused. “Just the usual. Assholes being assholes.”

“They looked like they were hurting you,” he said as we paused at a red light.

“Yeah...” I said. “They usually just tease me...”

“Kids,” he grunted, shaking his head. “Fuck 'em. They used to tease me, too.”

“You?” I scoffed, taking in his good looks and expensive car. “Who the hell would tease you?”

He smirked, and my legs went to jelly.

“I didn't always used to be rich and handsome,” he said with a wink. “You're looking at the sole member of the Richmond High AV Club, clocking in at 300 pounds.”

“No shit,” I said. Then, I sighed. “I love AV kids...”

He laughed out loud.

“Girls like you certainly didn't like boys like me when I was 16.”

“I'm 18,” I corrected him smoothly. His eyebrows rose slightly, and as the light changed from red to green, I caught him eying me. I knew he'd like what he saw. Most men did. I'm blonde, blue-eyed, with a D-cup chest and an ass that bounces like a tennis ball. “And you're driving nowhere.”

He smiled again, chuckling lightly.

“You're right,” he said. “Where do you live?”

“Across town,” I lied. I wanted to take advantage of this luxurious ride with this handsome man. And if that meant taking him in circles for a while, I could live with that. “Take a left here, I think.”

He did as I said.

“My name is Brenda,” I said, letting my books settle on the floor in front of me. “And you're...um...Lancelot?”

“Derek,” he said. “Derek Kidder.”

“Derek Kidder,” I said, arching my back as though I was cracking it, but only wanting to give him an ample view of my chest. He took the bait. “Do you make a habit of saving poor little teenage girls from their bullies?”

He seemed to get a little red in the cheeks, and his knuckles seemed to get a little whiter.

“Only when I have the chance to,” he said without a hint of a stammer.

“And how do these teenage girls usually reward you?” I asked, sliding a little closer to him. He was definitely blushing now.

“Uh...with a thank you?”

“Hmmm,” I hummed, letting my fingers wander. Wouldn't you know it, my fingers found themselves tracing along his knee! The fancy BMW swerved slightly on the small suburban road as Derek's body jerked. “What kind of thank you?”

“Uh...the...verbal...kind?” Derek gulped.

“Oh,” I said. “You mean, with their mouths?”

Now, he didn't even try to keep his eyes on the road. He turned his head to me, eyes wide, jaw slack. My fingers slid up his tailored suit pants and landed on his crotch, where I could feel something slowly coming to life.

“You know why those kids tease me?” I asked, batting my eyelashes. He shook his head, desperately glancing back and forth from me to the road. “Because of what a little slut I am.”

I smiled as he seemed to shudder all over, nearly losing control of the car again. He was sweating now, a trickle running down the side of his cheek, down to his bushy beard.

“They know how much I love to suck and fuck...”

The car started to slow down. Perfect.

“...and how much I love having my pussy filled with cum...”

He was moving the car towards the side of the road.

“...how much I loooooove giving a man everything he could possibly want from my hot, tight, young body...”

He parked the car and leaned back. He was hard as a rock underneath my fingers. He turned to face me, and I saw the full effect of my teasing on him. He'd gone from surprised to ready-as-hell.

“You're saying you're a slut?” he said, his voice a low growl. I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and nodded. “Do you realize what you're saying to me?”

I rubbed him harder, and nodded again.

“Because if you don't want me to treat you like I slut,” he growled. “You need to tell me right now. Or else I'm going to shove this cock so far down your little whore throat, you'll be tasting me for weeks.”

Oh, hell, yes. The game was on. I let my blue eyes go wide and pouted, bringing one hand to my chest.

“Are you teasing me, Mr. Kidder? Because it's not nice to tease...”

“Fuck,” he grunted, and lunged across the seat. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. I moaned, hot as could be, as his tongue slipped between my lips and began to explore my mouth, tasting the bubblegum I always chewed, thrusting his tongue down my throat like a preview of what his cock would soon be doing. His hands tore at my dress, pulling it down; if anyone walked by, they'd get an eyeful of my healthy young tits. They'd watch me serve this older man with my teenage body. I was 18, legal, and ready to take everything he wanted to give me.

He ripped his lips from mine as his hands tore my bra down, letting it settle around my trim waist, not even bothering to unclasp it. Pushing me back so that I hit the door, he grabbed and squeezed my breasts, my nipples hardening as he teased them with his thumbs.

“God, these are beautiful,” he groaned, lowering his mouth to suck my nipple between his lips, flicking it with his tongue until I moaned and squirmed in my seat, my slit damp. I never wore panties. I'd get his fancy leather seats all wet with my juices. Good; he'd have something to remember me by. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. I managed to squirm my arm down between us and found his cock again, still straining under his pants, now seeming to throb as I rubbed it. God, I wanted that cock in my mouth!

“Please, mister,” I moaned. “Let me taste this cock!”

He nipped my breasts one more time before pulling away and unzipping himself, unleashing his nine-inch cock; I was salivating. Gripping the base with my hand, I leaned forward, letting my tits rub up and down the shaft before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it. His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat.

A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and sweet. I moaned, shifted so that I was kneeling, my ass pressing against the window, showing off my pussy to the whole neighborhood. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning again as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my cunt, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He adjusted the seat, leaning back slightly to watch my teenage mouth worship his cock.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut.”

I made eye contact as I licked up and down his shaft, trying to show him just how right he was. I lived for cock. It was my God, my own personal religion.

“Do you want to fuck me, my little slut?” he asked, making my pussy gush at the very idea. I popped up, breathing hard.

“Yes, please, mister,” I begged. “Please, let me fuck you, I want this cock in me...”

“Then hurry up,” he growled, spanking my ass once. “Before I change my mind and release this load into your tight little throat.”

I scurried across the seat, settling onto his lap and dropping down, impaling myself on his cock. He groaned and grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up.

“Oh, yes, sir, thank you sir, thank you for letting me fuck you, oh, fuck,” I cried out, slamming myself against him and grinding down, my clit buzzing as I came. My pussy gushed around him, dripping down his balls, and he bit down on my nipple, adding to the sensation. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck, and thrust up into me one more time. I felt him explode, hot and thick and hard, against my womb, filling my cunt with his seed, using me for my intended purpose: a cum receptacle.

“Thank you,” I moaned, clenching my pussy to milk him of every last drop. He released my hair, leaned back in his seat, and groaned in satisfaction. Giggling and grinding against him one last time, I slid onto the passenger seat again, reaching between my legs to collect some of his dripping cum so I could taste it. “Mmmmm.”

“Holy shit,” he moaned. “You're...something else.”

“That's what they tell me,” I said.

He ran a hand through his hair, groaned again as he put his cock away.

“So I guess...I should...bring you home now?” He asked, looking at me questioningly. I shrugged.

“Sure,” I said. “Unless you want more from me.”

“More?” He asked, not seeming to know what I meant.

“Well,” I said, smiling widely and waggling my eyebrows. “You’ve only tried two out of three. Don’t you want the grand tour?”

He grinned and gunned the engine. My bad day was becoming much, much better.


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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