

Satisfying Them All

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are over 19 years of age. Please note that this is a work of erotica which contains explicit descriptions of a woman enjoying being fucked by an entire room of impeccably dressed men as she desperately tries to make them cum one after another another. This is my most explicit and detailed story and should only be read by those interested in group sex and menages. All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;)

“You can back out now. But once you open that door, there's no turning back.”

Kendra bit her lip, looking at the large wooden door in front of her. She could feel his strong hand resting immobile on the small of her back and it felt as though he was pushing her towards the door. She could imagine what was behind the door. It was her deepest, darkest fantasy come alive. 

“You told me every word of your fantasy, your deepest desire. That's what lies behind that door.”

Kendra shivered in desire. She was trying her hardest not to reach forward, not to turn the doorknob and walk inside. 

“How... how many people are there in your house?”

“You're asking the wrong question Kendra. What you should be asking yourself is whether you will regret turning down this chance. You should be asking yourself if you can ever be the same again once you experience something like this. You should be wondering if once you get a taste of this you will be addicted. You've told me every one of your desires. Every single guest in my house is waiting for you. Waiting to fulfil your carnal needs.”

His voice was neutral, well mannered, polished. It was a voice that pushed past all her defences, all of her barriers and inflamed her repressed need. 

“Imagine how will feel to have them all watching you, unable to tear their eyes off of you. You will be their only focus. They will be unable to keep their hands off you, all of those strong, prying hands pulling off your clothes, pinching your nipples, rubbing over your body. You have never felt the deep, aching need of so many men at once, the way they look at you as something to be used and desired. You have never felt the pure power of giving in, the control over their pleasure you can have by submitting to their needs. Not one of them has unleashed their loads in over a week. They are waiting for you. You are the key to their release. They need you to serve their every need, and in doing so you will finally be fulfilled in a way you have never imagined is possible.”

Kendra swallowed hard and reached forward, opening the door. 

The First Day of Class

“Now, you may think we are the most sexually liberated society in the history of humanity. Any one of you could right now type any sort of nasty phrase into any search engine and be bombarded by thousands of videos, stories and content catering to whatever improbable thing you desire. Please don't right now though – it's against college rules! Welcome to Theory of Sexuality 203. For those of you who do not know me, I'm professor Bridge, or Thomas, whatever you feel comfortable with.”

The class laughed and students looked at each other, incredulous at their professor. Kendra did not know what she had been expecting when she signed up for a Theory of Sexuality class as an elective. What she had not counted on was a professor who obviously loved his work. Dressed impeccably, Professor Bridge was tall with black hair with the slightest hint of grey to it that gave him the look of a dashing gentleman. Where other professors wore sweaters and t shirts, he had walked into class in a full suit, and Kendra had watched appreciatively as he pulled the suit jacket off, his athletic body accentuated by a well made white dress shirt.

“But on the contrary, we are a frustrated and repressed society, from a heritage of repression. Did you know that in 19th century England, it was common for posh, dapper women to go to the doctor complaining that they were unable to conceive? Can anyone tell me why?”

The class was silent. Kendra tried to think. 18Th century England was the industrial revolution, could it have been the smoke and smog? She raised her hand hesitantly.

“If we are talking about the early 1800s, did the industrial revolution and increased pollution and smog cause impotence?”

“That's an interesting theory, and I would be surprised if it had no merit. However, I was looking for something more along the themes of sexual repression. Anyone else want to take a chance? Raise your hands, this class is much more interesting with participation.”

When no one in the class raised their hands, professor Bridge looked theatrically crestfallen.

“No one? Well, many a doctor was quite surprised when otherwise healthy noblewomen and members of the upper class came in to their offices complaining that they were unable to procreate. They tried everything – even prescribing small doses of hemlock! Finally, they would have the couple, who were both probably red faced in embarrassment, demonstrate the act of coitus in front of them. It turns out that sex was so off limits and sexuality was so repressed that there was a complete and utter lack of sexual education in their society. This unfortunately meant that neither partner had even the slightest grasp of the basic female anatomy. You can probably guess where the men were putting their cocks! Girls, stay away from Englishmen, they have a history of sneaking it into the wrong hole.”

Kendra's eyes widened. This was surprising, to say the least. It was not just the subject matter, but how he was delivering it. She had honestly never heard a professor say the word “cock” before. 

“Our society right now is sexually liberated while being sexually frustrated. Cave men drew stick figures in crude sexual positions, and pornography has only become more graphic and accessible as technology progresses. All of your dirtiest fantasies can be experience through a computer. Comics depict scenarios and fetishes that could not even be possible in real life. Do you think, if you went back 500 years that there would be women frustrated that they could experience being strapped to a vibrator while their mouth is used by a never-ending line of men? No, they would not even have imagined such a sight. If anyone is squeamish, by the way, this course might not be for you. Sexuality is not just theoretical. It isn't vanilla and plain, and this course will not be about missionary, if you catch my drift. To continue, pornography and the accessibility of kinks, of bizarre fetishes have not simply catered to desires and needs, they have created them. We have a society that knows what it wants, but members of our society cannot experience their desires in their lives.”

Kendra paused in her notes, his words sinking in. If she was being honest with herself, the true reason for taking this course was not that it had been a random choice. She had hid her choice of courses from everyone she knew. It had been a month ago when she had stumbled on something that had changed her. She had been watching porn and rubbing her clit when she saw a recommended video and clicked before she could think, and had been transfixed by what she had seen. A young woman that looked like her was used by a group of men, stroking their cocks and sliding them into her pussy, ass and mouth. She had imagined what it must be like to be the centre of their attention, to look around her and see only hard, throbbing cocks that wanted to cum all over and inside of her. When they were done fucking her senseless, she had opened her mouth to take load after load of cum, unable to swallow it all. Kendra had came loudly as she watched a thick, hard cock cumming on the woman's face, forcing her to close her eyes as she was coated in his seed. She could not stop herself. Every night she searched more videos like it, and she came imagining that it was her in the middle of the men, horny, older men who wanted to fuck her in any way they pleased and then cum in her mouth, on her face, cover her body in their cum. 

“Today's class will be an introduction. I want you all to disrupt your presumptions and leave your bias at home when you walk into this class. We will be going over basic concepts, the theory of sex, the way desire is socially organized and the power dynamics of sex in feminism and the way that gender has been formed and changed in historical context and the modern day. We will also be studying the politics of sexuality, the racialization of sexuality, and sexuality in medicine. This course is a good general outline of the field and will serve as an introduction. While it is a second level course, those who have limited sexual experience, sorry I mean limited experience in the sociology of sexuality are welcome. Can I have a volunteer to pass out the syllabus? Thank you.”

Kendra's hand had raised almost as if it did not belong to her and she realized his thank you was addressed to her. She got up and walked to the front of the class, and he handed the stack of syllabuses to her, his hand grazing hers. She met his eye and she saw that he looked like he knew something she did not, that he had some secret that she was going to discover. There was a twinkle in his eye and an intensity to his gaze in their brief eye contact that made her swallow. “Thank you, what's your name?”

“Kendra.” She wanted to say more, but no words came out. 

“It's very appreciated.” 

She turned and walked down the row of desks, handing out syllabuses and then sitting down as he went over it. She had difficulty concentrating the rest of the class as she remembered her dark fantasy to be the centre of attention, the centre of desire. When he let out class, she was so wrapped up in her imagination that she barely registered students leaving, until it was just her and professor Bridge in the room.

“Did you enjoy the class Kendra?”

His deep, polished voice made her jump in her seat, waking her from her fantasy. She was wet already from what she had been imagining, the feeling of many hands grabbing her, pulling her, pushing her into any position they wanted. 


“Yes, you raised a lot of points that I had never considered before.”

“I'm just packing up, did you have any extra questions you were staying later for? If so, would you mind coming to my office with me?”

Kendra liked the idea of being alone with him in his office. Even though he had some grey in his hair, she guessed that he was in his mid forties and he obviously kept himself fit. He had high cheekbones and his smile was welcoming yet with the hint of something more. Kendra could see that there was a hint of intrigue in his gaze, and she imagined slowly unzipping his dress pants and reaching in her hand to stroke him. 

“I don't exactly have any specific questions off the top of my head.” She wished she could think quickly, but the honest truth is that Kendra often found words escaped her when she was aroused. It was the damned videos of women with multiple men that had made her like this. Ever since that first video she was having trouble thinking. Thoughts of cock, no, of multiple thick, hard cocks surrounding her invaded her thoughts constantly and she even now wanted desperately to be on her knees in front of her professor. She wanted to experience things she had never even imagined, wanted to discover herself. 

“That's alright. I can tell that you are going to be an interesting student. You don't have that glazed over look of someone just trying to get a credit. Why don't you come to my office and we could discuss this further? It is such a pleasure to talk to an eager student with such an obvious passion for her sexuality.”

“I'd like that. I've never had a professor who teaches the way you do.”

Professor Bridge pulled his jacket on and motioned with his hand for her to go first. 

“My office is just down the hallway on the left,” he said as she walked in front of him, hoping that her going first was his excuse to stare at her ass rather than his gentlemanly manners. She exited the classroom and he walked beside her, and when they reached his office his hand was suddenly on her back and she loved the feel of his fingers brushing against her.

“Home sweet home,” he said, ushering her in. “Take a seat.”

The office was small, with a window that gave a view of the college grounds and buildings. She sat down on a comfortable chair in front of his desk and watched the students rushing to their classes. Professor Bridge hung his jacket on a hook and then sat in front of her at his desk, gazing into her eyes.

“What did you enjoy most about the class?” 

“I've been thinking so much about one of the first things you said, professor Bridge.”

“And what was that in particular?”

“How you explained that we are one of the most sexually frustrated societies in the world.”

“It's true, you know. The accessibility of fantastical and almost unbelievable pornography has made many a young mind realize all of the possibilities that are open to her... but also made the viewer incredibly frustrated that they will never experience it in real life. I can tell this touched you on a personal level. Don't be embarrassed, my masters in Psychology and PHD in human sexuality makes me very adept at knowing what people are thinking. I'm very open and I hope that you know that nothing you say or do in this office will ever leave my door.”

Kendra knew what he was implying and she wanted him, wanting to be the cliche, wanted to be under his desk and unzipping his pants. 

“Yes, it did touch me... personally, professor Bridge.”

“One of the first things I said in class is that my name is Thomas, or professor Bridge, whichever you are more comfortable with. But I don't think you are calling me professor Bridge because you are uncomfortable. I think that you are attracted to the idea of me, the older, knowledgeable professor, the attractive older man who knows his way around a woman's body. Is that true?”

Kendra felt her heart racing. She had never been so turned on in her life. It was as if he could read her thoughts. 

“Yes, professor Bridge.” She said his name slowly, savouring it as it slipped off her tongue. She stood up, arranging her skirt and then walked around behind the desk. There was no surprise in his eyes as she bit her lip and sat down on his lap, feeling his arm wrap around her back and the other slide up her thigh, holding her as she lay back into his strong arms. She knew she was looking at him with an undeniable heat in her eyes and as he spoke his words ignited a deep, burning passion within her. She wanted to spill every dirty secret she had to this older man. 

“Tell me then, what fantasy do you have? What have you stumble upon that now invades your thoughts, what is it that your mind obsesses upon?” 

She could feel his breath on her and she had fight to control herself. She wanted him more than anything. 

“I imagine myself, in a room, in tight, slutty clothes, my body almost exposed. Around me are men, men in suits. I am their slut. They have all the power, and yet there is one thing I hold that they want. They want my body, they desire me so badly, so desperately and I am irresistible to them.”

Kendra moaned as she felt his hand sliding up her skirt. He rubbed his hand up and down her inner thigh slowly, making her shiver in desire. 

“They cannot stop themselves. They walk towards me like moths to a candle, they rip my clothes from my body, they grab me roughly and pull me. They argue with each other over who will have me first. I have no choice. It is their decision. I am naked and exposed...”

His hand rubbed against her panties, and she moaned in desire. He was staring straight into her eyes and she was transfixed, all of her deepest fantasies spilling out. She could feel his cock hardening underneath her.

“They unzip their pants, too slowly for my liking. I'm so horny, so full of need to be filled and taken. I try to be patient. Finally, the first cock is in front of me and I suck it eagerly. It slides deep into my mouth, deeper than I have taken a cock before and I have to fight not to gag. I feel hands grabbing my body, groping me, pinching my nipples hard enough that I moan in pain, and then I feel the first cock pressing against my pussy, forcing its way into me. I'm wetter than I ever have been before but it's so big it stretches me, pushing into me, not caring that I am uncomfortable, that I am barely able to manage its girth. I am their toy.”

She felt his finger slip around her panties and into her pussy, sliding in and then curling slowly as she talked. She wanted him to lean in and kiss her, to take her roughly. She wanted to spill out her dirtiest secrets. His cock was throbbing underneath her. 

“They fuck me any way they want. They spit on me, slap me, spank me. They force a cock in my pussy and one in my ass and I am filled fuller than I ever have been before. I am trying to make them cum, because only then will they be satisfied. Only then will the assault on my body stop. I am in mindless pleasure. I am their bimbo. I hear the man with his cock in my mouth groaning and he thrusts even faster, and then he cums in my mouth, his load filling me as I try to tongue the slit of his cock. I want him to cum more and more, and I try to swallow but it's too much and he pulls out and cums on my face, and I have to close my eyes to stop it from getting in them. Then I feel a hand on my wrist, pulling my hand to another cock and my mouth is only empty long enough for me to swallow most of the cum before another even bigger cock is in my eager mouth again. I think about this fantasy ever single day, it torments me. I want it more than anything.”

Kendra was moaning as his finger slid in and out of her pussy and he pulled her to him and kissed her as he fingered her. She was barely able to return his kiss so deep was her pleasure. She could barely think. She heard him reach back and close the blinds and then he was groping her nipples, exploring her body just as she imagined multiple men would do in her fantasy. Suddenly, he pulled his finger from her wetness and she moaned in need, wanting to be filled.

“Get up.” His voice was commanding, almost stern.

“Yes professor Bridge.” She was obeying him. She would do anything he wanted. He knew her deepest, darkest desires. She got up and she felt him stand behind her and push her slightly forward and she bent over the desk, using her hands to brace herself. She heard him unzip his pants and felt him pull her panties down. She needed to be filled so badly, needed to be the slutty student of his fantasies.

“Fuck me professor Bridge, fuck me.” She begged without a hint of pride. She needed him badly. She felt his cock on her pussy and she was so wet that he slid into her with a grunt of pleasure, plunging himself deeper and deeper inside of her as she moaned loudly.

“Don't be too loud, Kendra. My door is thick but if you are not careful everyone walking past will hear you screaming in pleasure.”

Kendra bit her lip, trying to stop herself from moaning as he slid his cock in and out of her. His thick cock was rubbing against her g spot and he knew exactly what to do to fill her with pleasure. The thrusts quickened and she tried to hold on to the desk as best as she could as his cock pushed her forward into it. 

“What if I told you that you could live your deepest, darkest fantasy Kendra? What if I told you I could arrange what you need, to the letter?”

Kendra wanted it so badly. The fantasy had seemed so much more real as soon as she had shared it with someone else, but she had still considered it something to dream about but never to experience.

“Tomorrow, I'm attending a little party at a friend's house. I can arrange for you to be the main attraction.”

Kendra was overwhelmed. She was getting fucked by her professor, something she would never have dreamed of and it was incredible. His hands were up her skirt and grabbing her ass, squeezing and spreading her. 

“My colleagues will all be there, and their most promising students. Men of all ages and sizes, all with a passion and expertise in sexuality. You would be the most exquisite object of interest and desire. Imagine it. All of them around you, the men standing and the women watching you from their seats, some of them judging you, some of them secretly wishing they could be in your place. But you won't be thinking about them. You will be thinking about the cocks that you have to satisfy, the cum splashing on your face. You will be their beautiful, gorgeous whore to be used.”

The words were touching her deeply, as if they were humming deeply in her spine. They ignited a need in her that she did not understand. She came on his cock, moaning in the pleasure as he kept fucking her hard. 

“Yes professor Bridge, bring me to your party, show me off, share me with everyone and fuck me hard.” She was almost screaming the words out and his hand moved from her ass to her face, covering her mouth and silencing her as he continued to pound her hard. Her legs trembled from her orgasm and she felt his hot cum entering her, felt his cock pulsing as he came hard inside of her. She collapsed forward on his desk from the pleasure, leaning on her hands and panting hard. She heard him grab a handful of tissues from the box on his desk and handed them to her before pulling out, and she barely managed to cover her pussy with the tissues before the torrent of cum slowly slid out of her tight pussy. 

He only let her recover for a few seconds before he got up, zipped up his pants and placed a piece of paper and a pen on the table. “Write down your address and phone number. I'll pick you up at nine tomorrow.”  

Kendra pulled her panties up, throwing the ball of tissue out. She wrote her information on the paper quickly, knowing that if she paused she would lose her courage. She almost flung the pen as soon as the last word was written. She felt confused, overwhelmed, not quite understanding what had happened but knowing that it had been the most erotic experience of her life.

“That was... I'll see you tomorrow, thank you professor Bridge.”

“Oh, it was my pleasure.”

She left quickly, walking out of the office and feeling like the other students in the hallway were staring at her. She felt that they knew she was a slut. That she had confessed her deepest secret to a man she did not know and had been taken hard on his desk that very day. She knew she was imagining it but she felt as if everyone was staring at her and judging her.

That night she barely slept, and her fitful sleep was filled with images of her fantasy, of men grabbing her, using her, taking her for their pleasure. She woke up sweaty and wet, and masturbated almost violently, cumming loudly and then taking a cold shower to perk up and gather her thoughts. She felt nervous and stressed when she imagined what would happen this very night. But even more powerful was anticipation and lust. She wanted to be free of the torment of imagining her fantasy every single day. She wanted to experience it. 

If she was going to be an object of desire, she wanted to dress the part. Kendra spent the day in clothing stores, buying clothes that were sexy, classy, and most of all, affordable. She did not doubt that professor Bridge was true to his words and that her fantasy would be exactly as she had described it, including her clothes being ripped off. She settled on a black dress that barely covered her ass and picked out a new pair of heels as well. As she twirled in the changing room mirror, she felt a shiver of desire as she imagined strangers eyes seeing the same view that she was. She pulled her dress up slowly and turned, looking at the curve of her ass in the mirror and knowing that this very night it would be strangers eyes gazing at her most intimate of parts. 

Time moved strangely for Kendra. It was laboriously slow and yet somehow the minutes turned to hours as she cleaned her apartment, needing to keep her hands busy to prevent herself from going crazy. She did not know how to feel and her heart was beating quickly. How could this be happening? When she remembered how it had felt to be in his lap, spilling her deepest secrets to him as he fingered her she felt her nipples harden in her desire. She needed tonight so badly she did not dare to even think about it, so ethereal it seemed. 

And then, it was 8pm. With only an hour until he would pick her up, Kendra checked and rechecked her makeup, her hair, scrutinizing herself in the mirror and finally going to her liquor cabinet that she rarely opened and taking out the lone bottle of vodka that stood in it, an old gift from a friend god knows how many birthdays ago. She cracked it open and sat down, and poured herself a finger. The liquid burned her and rushed straight to her head and she poured herself one more, her hand trembling as she measured another of finger of liquid into her glass. She drank deep and then put the bottle away. She could feel the rush from the small amount she had drank. It calmed her. She returned to her seat and waited, breathing deeply, not moving a muscle until the doorbell rang. She got up quickly and walked to the door, sliding on her heels and opening the door.

“You look perfectly exquisite.” Professor Bridge was in another tailored suit, and his voice was gentlemanly and old fashioned. He was straight out of a film noire. 

“Why thank you.” 

He leaned in for a kiss and she returned in delicately. She could smell his cologne, subtle and manly as he kissed her. He broke off the kiss and took her wrist in his hand.

“Come, we don't want to be late.” He pulled her slightly and she followed him, locking the door behind her. They took the elevator down and left the building to his car, and he held the door open for her as she entered, sitting down gratefully on the comfortable leather seat. Her skirt rode up as she sat and she did not pull it down. As he entered the car she caught his glance to her exposed thighs and his approving smile made her feel sexy and desirable. As they drove it was as if she was in a trance. This was such an unbelievable turn of events that she felt as if she was out of her body, watching herself being driven into the night. 

“It's not far, and I drive very, very fast.”

Professor Bridge was true to his word and Kendra held on to her seat as they shot forward. She could feel that he was in total control as he drove confidently, and soon they were in a very nice part of town. It was nothing but huge houses and old money. They drove up to a gated property and he looked into a security camera, the doors opening up in front of him. Kendra did not know much about cars but as they drove up the long, winding driveway to the imposing mansion, she could tell that the many cars parked in the driveway were expensive. He parked and got out of the car, opening the door for her and extending his hand. She took it easily, and they walked together, his hand on her back as she guided him to the door. She stopped in front of it, looking at the door, and suddenly everything felt real. Inside those doors was something she had been dreaming about every single day, but sometimes fantasy was best left to the imagination. Could she really handle what she had described?

“You can back out now. But once you open that door, there's no turning back.”

Kendra bit her lip, looking at the large wooden door in front of her. She could feel his strong hand resting immobile on the small of her back and it felt as though he was pushing her towards the door. She could imagine what was behind the door. It was her deepest, darkest fantasy come alive. 

“You told me every word of your fantasy, your deepest desire. That's what lies behind that door.”

Kendra shivered in desire. She was trying her hardest not to reach forward, not to turn the doorknob and walk inside. 

“How... how many people are there in your house?”

“You're asking the wrong question Kendra. What you should be asking yourself is whether you will regret turning down this chance. You should be asking yourself if you can ever be the same again once you experience something like this. You should be wondering if once you get a taste of this you will be addicted. You've told me every one of your desires. Every single guest in my house is waiting for you. Waiting to fulfil your carnal needs.”

His voice was neutral, well mannered, polished. It was a voice that pushed past all her defences, all of her barriers and inflamed her repressed need. 

“Imagine how will feel to have them all watching you, unable to tear their eyes off of you. You will be their only focus. They will be unable to keep their hands off you, all of those strong, prying hands pulling off your clothes, pinching your nipples, rubbing over your body. You have never felt the deep, aching need of so many men at once, the way they look at you as something to be used and desired. You have never felt the pure power of giving in, the control over their pleasure you can have by submitting to their needs. Not one of them has unleashed their loads in over a week. They are waiting for you. You are the key to their release. They need you to serve their every need, and in doing so you will finally be fulfilled in a way you have never imagined is possible.”

Kendra swallowed hard and reached forward, opening the door. 

It opened without a sound. Inside was a magnificent hall, lit by chandeliers. The noise, warmth and light washed over her, and she gazed in awe. It was something from a movie. Opulence, pure and simple. Thick, oriental rugs over hardwood. Paintings adorning the walls. Huge, high ceilings. And couples, talking together, laughing. The women were all in gorgeous dresses, expensive jewelry adorning them, holding flutes of champagne daintily. She felt as if she stood out. They were all beautiful, classy and aloof, but she was real. She could be touched, held, spanked and fucked while they could only make love and sigh in titillation. The men were dressed conservatively in tailored suits. She walked forward as if in a dream and a smiling man broke off from a group and approached them.

“Thomas, so good of you to come. And you brought such a perfect creature with you.” 

He had a full, well kept grey beard and dark brown eyes that gleamed with warmth. As he smiled, his tiny wrinkles grew larger. He was in his mid fifties, and he looked as if he enjoyed all of the finer things in life. “Introduce me, you lout,” he said to Thomas.

“Ah, this is Kendra, who I have told you all about. Kendra, this is our gracious host, Percival.”

“It is such a pleasure to meet you Kendra. We have all been waiting for you.” He looked at Professor Bridge now, no longer addressing her. “When she is ready, please escort her to the lounge. There are many... eager guests awaiting her.” 

Kendra let him lead her through the hall, noticing that as she walked by, conversation stopped and then started again in hushed voices. She now knew that she was making the right choice. Her heart was beating with anticipation. Her deepest fantasy was about to be realized. They walked down a long hall and then she they were in front of one more door.

“This is where we part ways, my dear. I will be watching from the viewing room, I would not miss this for a moment. When you are ready...”

Kendra opened the door and walked into the room. There was a fireplace, leather couches, and a pool table where men were smoking and playing pool lazily. A bar was in the corner and a smartly dressed woman was serving drinks. As she walked in everyone turned to her.


“God damn, Professor knows how to pick them. She's gorgeous.”

“Look at that tight, perky body.”

“Her mouth is just begging to be fucked.”

She walked forward hesitantly as men in suits got up from their seats, stopped their conversations and walked towards her. There was a group of women in the corner, staring at her. One of the walls was completely mirrored, and she suddenly knew that it was a one way mirror. Professor Bridge was watching from the other side, probably with all his friends and it excited her to know he was watching her with lust. She had never been so turned on before under all of the hungry, hungry eyes that were already undressing her. She barely had time to look at them before they were on her. Men from their early twenties to late fifties, most white but a few black men, all dressed smartly in suits. She could see their hardening bulges and as a strong, tall man took her arm and another pulled at her dress she saw one of them unzip his pants and pull out a stiffening cock. Kendra was already moaning as she felt hands ripping her clothes off, the cheap material of the dress like wrapping paper to their hungry hands. The loud sound of the ripping was the only thing she could hear above her beating hearts and the panting of men. They were pushing closer to her and she felt their heat, their desire as they all stared at her as if she was an object to be used. She felt a hand groping her ass, groping and grabbing the cheeks and another squeezing her breast tightly, and then her bra was pulled off and her panties ripped completely off. 

“I called her pussy, I get it first,” said a gruff, manly voice and she was pushed onto a couch and a large man pulled his pants down and grabbed her thighs, and within seconds he was pressing his thick cock to her pussy, forcing it in as he grunted loudly and as he did so the others started to unzip their pants and stroke their cocks and a thirty year old with a fat, short cock pushed it into her waiting mouth and she sucked as fast as she could, bobbing her head back and forth as she felt fingers pinching and pulling her nipples and the cock slid deeper and deeper into her pussy. She watched them surrounding her, watched them with their cocks in their hands, some soft and some pulsing, stroking and staring at her naked body as she was fucked. An enormous black man sat on the couch beside her and grabbed her hand, pulling it to his thick ebony cock and she started stroking as fast as she could. She realized that she had lost focus of the cock in her mouth when the man attached to it grabbed her hair and started to pull her head closer. He moved his hand to the back of her head and started forcing her to deep throat his thick cock, and she was thankful that it was not long as he started to groan and grunt. There were hands on her ass, spreading her ass cheeks and pulling her up to meet the cock pounding her and she was in heaven, unable to think and simply loving the attention, the need of these men who were using her. She felt the cock spurting in her mouth and she moved her free hand up as she swallowed his load as he pulled her head as hard as he could against his cock, trying to get as deep as he possible in her wet mouth as he grunted in pleasure. He released her head and took his still cumming cock from her mouth and she stroked it, wanting every single drop of cum that spurted out onto her lips. She looked over at the black man, already forgetting the man with the thick, short cock. He had came. He did not need her anymore, and she did not need him.

“Oh, you want this in your mouth, don't you.” He stood and she eagerly took his long black cock in her mouth, still stroking it and teasing the tip with her tongue, swirling her mouth around his cock head. As she was rewarded by his low groan of pleasure, she felt the cock in her pussy pulsing and cumming, and then felt him slide his cock out of her wetness and spray his warm cum on her stomach. It was sticky and on her like a badge of ownership.  She was not empty for long, and as the ebony cock slid down her throat she felt another cock entering her pussy. This one had no trouble at all entering her. She could tell she was already being stretched. Hands were pinching her nipples still, and another slapped her face lightly but just hard enough to sting and she redoubled her efforts on sucking his cock. A thick rod filled her hand, she could not even see who it was attached to and she did not care. She jerked him off as fast as she could and another cock filled her right hand and she did the same. The cock in her right hand had either been prepared or simply spurted easily because after only ten strokes it started to cum in her hands, on her arm. At the same time the thick, black cock pulsed and shot its load into her mouth and she opened her eyes and looked up at the large black man who's eyes rolled back in pleasure as he fucked her mouth like a pussy, and he had so much cum that it dripped out of her lips, she tried desperately to swallow it all down but felt it drooling down her lips and neck. A younger man, perhaps only twenty was moaning in pleasure as he stroked himself and he almost jumped forward, cumming instantly on her face and she had to close her eyes to take the load. He shot powerfully, and she felt the cum splashing against her cheeks.

She could feel their eyes on her. She knew how she looked. She gazed into the mirror and saw herself, saw the view that professor Bridge and his friends were getting. She looked exactly like one of the sluts in a bukkake video, opening her mouth as load after load came raining down. She had red marks on her body from where hands had groped and pinched her. Her arm was covered in cum, her stomach had a white pool of the substance on it and it was dripping down her lips. Kendra was in paradise. Everywhere she looked there were hungry eyes looking at her as a sexual object, and hard cocks of every dimension just waiting to unleash themselves on her. 

Suddenly, she felt the cock leave her pussy and she was picked up and put on all fours with her hands on the back of the couch. She arched her ass up eagerly, loving how exposed her ass and pussy were when she was on all fours. She looked forward and through a crack in the wall of suited men she saw the women looking at her with obvious lust. One was rubbing her pussy under her panties and another was getting out a vibrator. She had only a second to look before her view was interrupted by a stocky looking man with the hugest cock she had ever seen. She would have been scared of it if she did not shudder in surprise and desire as she felt a lubed cock pushing against her asshole. The head slid in and she moaned deeply. This was more than enough invitation for the man in front of her who slid his massive cock head into her mouth, pushing past her lips and nearly chocking her with his girth. She felt her ass unable to resist, unable to tighten on the cock that was sliding into her, filling her like she had never been filled before. He started to slide his cock in and out fully, and it was uncomfortable at the start but soon had her moaning on the cock in her mouth. He kept forcing his length deeper and deeper into her mouth and she was drooling. She could feel her drool mixed with cum sliding down her chin. He was loving her wet, eager mouth and how she was trying her hardest to take every inch of his massive cock and rubbed her hair gently, urging her to take more and more. She managed to take one hand off the couch back as the man fucking her ass started to fuck her hard and spank her even harder and she started to jerk off the half of his cock that she was physically unable to fit down her throat. She stroked it as fast as she could but he had stamina and her arm was getting tired when he finally started to groan loudly. He pulled his cock out almost as suddenly as he had forced it in and she lost her grip on it as he reached down and expertly tugged his cock, shooting cum directly into her face, splashing on her nose, her ruined make-up was already dripping as her face was covered in his white cum. She could feel the cock that was ravaging her ass cumming as well and she squeezed her loosened asshole as tight as she could, milking every last drop. He pulled his cock from her ass and she could feel it oozing out of her. 

“Let's see how well she rides!” 

Grunts of agreement from the men were heard and she was lifted and pushed roughly aside as an older white man, maybe 45 sat back on the couch, stroking his hard cock which she jumped on, riding as fast as she could, her stretched pussy taking his length easily as she bounced up and down.

“She's a fucking pro,” he moaned, and grabbed her breasts in his hands. She moaned loudly as she came on his cock, and heard the men making sounds in approval. “She's loving it, look at how she's cumming on his cock. Almost a shame to fill her mouth when it's making such sexy sounds,” said one of the men, but he obviously cared more about getting his cock sucked because he was stroking rapidly and then forced his cock in her mouth and came almost instantly, this time leaving his cock in her mouth as she valiantly sucked. The man she was riding had endless stamina but no matter how good it felt she was transfixed even more as she felt a cock pushing against her ass. She was about to be double penetrated. She slowed down riding his cock, staying completely still as the cock pushed into her asshole and she felt more full than ever before. Hands were stabilizing her, holding her in place as the cocks slid into her in unison, and she could feel them almost rubbing each other through her pussy wall. The sensation was so intense that she was moaning and man after man lined up in front of her and came on her, spraying their loads on her face as they watched her double penetrated for the first time. She came again, the orgasm pulsing through her pussy and ass, making her entire body shake with intense pleasure. It was far too intense but she could not escape the two huge cocks in her pussy and ass that kept fucking and fucking her as she came again, screaming in pleasure. Finally, they both came inside of her as the last man standing let his cum splash on her face. As the cocks left her body and she was allowed finally to rest on the couch, no longer touched, she watched as cum oozed out of her pussy and ass. 

The men were leaving the room as she panted in a pool of sweat, knowing she stank of cum and men. Her face was covered in their hot loads, and her body was plastered in thick cum which was already drying. When the room was emptied, the door opened and she saw professor Bridge standing there. He started to clap, gazing at her with approval.

“Was that everything you dreamed of, my beautiful little slut?”

“Oh yes professor, oh yesssss,” she moaned out, exhausted and fully satisfied, and she lay back on the couch, covered in cum and rested. 

“As soon as you have the strength, we will get you in a hot shower and down to the party for a drink.” 

Kendra barely heard him, lying back and breathing deeply. She felt fulfilled and in complete bliss. 

End
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Her fantésy of satisfying a
roomful of men comes true






