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Sharing his Wife

I suppose you’ll think I’m pretty stupid for not having any clue about what I was in for.

After all, things had escalated quickly between my neighbors and I. It started with the gorgeous, stacked wife sunbathing naked. Then, she and her husband were full-on fornicating right where I could see them – and encouraging me to watch. Then, Miriam invited me over to “discuss” what I’d seen – but that discussion quickly turned into the hottest sex I’d ever had.

So, yeah, when she slipped that DVD into my hand and asked me to keep an open mind while watching it…I suppose I should have had some clue as to what was on it.

In my defense, this was the first time another man’s wife had ever fucked me in their house. It was certainly the first time another man’s wife had given me one of their home movies to watch on my own.

My life up until meeting Miriam and John Jackson had been perfectly nice and perfectly normal. And, in turn, I was a perfectly nice and perfectly normal young man. With the exception of my dick, which came in a few inches past average, there was nothing remarkable about me. All of my relationships had been vanilla. Being with Miriam wasn’t just exciting because she was married. She was also submissive, begging me to take control. She liked being called things that would have gotten me slapped under any other circumstances. She was the best lay I ever had.

And as I returned to my house with the DVD, I knew that if she wanted me to have an open mind about what I saw – well, I’d pry my mind open with a monkey wrench if I had to.

I waited a full day before popping the DVD into my television. The video started to play immediately. I fell back onto the couch. I was looking at a bedroom – presumably Miriam and John’s bedroom, but it seemed like it was probably from wherever they lived before moving in next door to me. I wasn’t too concerned with pinning down the whereabouts of the room, though, because I was mesmerized by the woman on the bed.

Miriam sat there, looking gorgeous with her red hair and big sparkling eyes. She was naked, on her knees. Her unbelievably huge tits were impossibly perky. Her pussy was shaved bare. Her skin was tanned and smooth. She bit her lip, smiling into the camera.

“Give us a little show, baby,” a voice off-camera said. I recognized it as John’s voice. Miriam immediately reached up for her breasts, her other hand dipping between her legs. She moaned, slipping fingers inside herself while teasing her nipple. I was hard already, and had to resist the urge to jerk off right away. I was sure more interesting things were about to happen.

And I was right. After watching Miriam play with herself for a while, a shadow crossed the bed. Then John appeared, naked, climbing onto the bed beside her. His hard cock was level with her mouth, and Miriam immediately began to suck him off. He buried his fingers in her hair, rocking his hips to meet her lips.

Then, to my shock, another man entered the scene! He approached the bed from the opposite side. He was also naked, also erect, and as he knelt on the bed beside Miriam she reached for his cock and started stroking it. She stopped sucking her husband’s cock and started sucking the stranger, jerking off John while she tongued and sucked the other man.

Well, I couldn’t hold back at that point. I started to put pressure on my cock, rubbing it just enough to get some relief but not enough to blow my load. For about five minutes, Miriam knelt with her thighs parted and sucked off the two men. She gave them equal attention, whipping her head back and forth between their cocks, always jerking off the one she wasn’t sucking.

Just when I started to stroke my own cock, they changed position. John grabbed his wife around the waist and tossed her onto her stomach. Pulling on her hips, he got her on her hands and knees. She didn’t miss a beat, sucking off the other man while her husband started to fuck her. The only thing that changed was the look on her face. She was clearly in the throes of ecstasy, getting fucked from one end and sucking a cock on the other. She reached between her legs, rubbing her clit while being pinned between two thick cocks.

It was like the best porno I’d ever seen, because I’d already fucked the star. I knew just how soft her mouth was, just how wet and tight her pussy was. I could put myself in either man’s shoes and enjoy it. I was breathing heavy, stroking myself hard and trying not to burst before the video ended.

The trio changed position again, with John laying on his back and Miriam riding him, her huge tits bouncing up and down while the other man jacked off in her face. She kept her mouth open wide, moaning and begging for cum while her husband railed her from below. As soon as the stranger came, spewing white cum across her face, she climaxed. Her cries of pleasure were so loud that I almost turned the volume down on my television before remembering that I lived alone. And besides, I was on the edge of cumming. As soon as John added his load to his wife’s dripping cunt, I was a goner.

The video actually went on after that, with both men getting blowjobs again until their soft dicks hardened. But I’d seen enough. I knew, now, why Miriam had begged me to keep an open mind. I realized that John and Miriam were interested in me.

The question was…was I interested in them?

Miriam, yes, no question. But I’m not gay. There’s nothing wrong with being gay, and I wouldn’t be ashamed if I was, but I’m just…not. Dicks don’t do anything for me, and the thought of another man being sexual with me…nah. Not my thing.

So the idea of sharing a woman with another man was a little strange. I always thought my ideal threesome would be two girls. And I guess that would be the ideal threesome…but now my neighbors were offering me something else. Maybe not the ideal but…

I shut the video off and cleaned myself up. It was getting late, and I needed to eat. I would think better with something in my stomach.

As I made dinner, I thought about how it had worked on the video. The guys barely touched. It would be weird to be naked in the same room as another man – with an erection, I mean. And it would be weird to watch another man get sucked off at the same time as me. Maybe it would even be weird to think that the mouth on my junk was also on some other dude’s junk.

But…I could deal with all that, couldn’t I? It wasn’t that big a deal.

A bigger question was…what if I couldn’t keep up with John and Miriam?

They were clearly experienced. And John seemed to have plenty of stamina. What if they invited me to participate, but I wound up being a disappointment? My reluctance had a lot more to do with my own self-consciousness than anything else.

I decided to sleep on it. Turns out, that was a pretty good idea. Because when I woke up the next morning with the hardest erection of my life, fresh off a dream about double-teaming Miriam, I knew I was game. Screw my nerves. Miriam had made me feel plenty comfortable when I was nervous about fucking another man’s wife. I was sure it would be the same this time around.

After quickly taking care of my hard-on, I showered and ate breakfast. Then I picked up my phone, finding the Jacksons’ number in my phonebook. I dialed.

“David,” Miriam’s voice purred on the line. “I am so, so glad that you called!”
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Two nights later, I found myself sitting in the Jacksons’ bedroom. It was a surreal moment. John and I were both in our boxers and nothing else. He was a lot more cut than me, but I had no shame over my body. I didn’t spend all my time at the gym, but I’m not out of shape.

I had been right. The room in the video wasn’t the same room that I currently sat in. The bed looked the same, a huge California king. And the luxurious blue silk sheets were the same, as was the shaggy white carpet. I wiggled my toes around the furry strands, enjoying the tactile sensation. Overall, the room was fairly innocuous – especially considering the carnal acts that we were about to engage in.

“So that’s how I ended up being a Braves fan,” John was saying, concluding a funny story. I was leaning against the wall, chuckling. Ever since I arrived, John and Miriam had done nothing but make me feel comfortable. They promised me there wouldn’t be any crossed-sword situations, and that it wasn’t some huge setup. Miriam looked downright elated about what was going to happen, and John was cool and collected.

“Well, as long as we watch the World Series in different sports bars, I think we’ll be fine,” I said. “Just keep your red-wearing ass on this side of the fence.”

“That goes for you, too, Mr. Met,” he laughed. It was almost like we weren’t both nearly naked and about to fuck his wife. 

“Okay, boys,” Miriam’s voice came from the adjoining bathroom. “I know you’re talking sports out there, but there’s a new game in town…”

Miriam emerged in a black corset and thigh-high fishnet stockings. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, her green eyes dancing with excitement. Her oversized breasts bubbled from the top of the corset, her athletic thighs smooth and shaved. Sheer panties covered her mound, barely concealing her slit. She put her hands on her hips, clearly enjoying the looks she was getting from her husband and I.

“Well, gentleman? Shall we?”

I had no earthly idea how to get started sharing another man’s wife with him, but of course my neighbors knew that. John was a natural leader, which made sense considering his naturally submissive wife.

“Get on your knees, love,” he growled. “Crawl to our guest and welcome him properly.”

Miriam’s eyes lowered while her lips twerked into a sexy smile. She got to her knees, putting her hands on the floor so she could crawl to me on all fours. This gave me a remarkable view of her cleavage, her tits all but spilling out of her top. My cock was twitching to life, harder and harder with each sway of her body as it approached. Finally, she knelt right underneath me. I glanced at John, watching with a smile of his own. He nodded, and Miriam tugged my boxers down.

My eight-inch cock stood at attention. I already knew that Miriam gave amazing head, so I was nearly choking on my excitement as she licked her lips and leaned in. She wrapped one hand around the base of my cock, the other hand resting on my thigh. Slowly stroking me, she breathed coolly across my tip before wrapping her tongue around my mushroom head.

Pre-cum immediately dripped from my shaft down her waiting throat, her eyes rolling slightly as she tasted it. She began to bob up and down, sucking me loudly, moaning with appreciation for my throbbing length. I could see John stroking himself as he watched, and to my surprise it didn’t bother me at all. It was kind of hot, really, to have him jerk off while his wife worshipped my cock.

Already, her spit was dripping down her chin and over my balls. She forced her throat open, burying my shaft in her mouth, until her nose was pressed to my pubes. I reached down, fisting her hair to keep from falling to my knees with pleasure.

“Fuck,” I grit out. “I don’t want to cum yet, but it’ll be hard if you keep this up!”

Miriam pulled away, swirling her tongue around my head before finally releasing me. She pouted up at me, still stroking my shaft, as though disappointed to be denied my cum.

“Give the man a break,” John chuckled low. “Come here, Miriam. I want to fuck your throat now.”

Damn, it was hot hearing him command her! He was really good at it. I knew how much Miriam loved to be degraded. She eagerly crawled to her husband, perching on her heels before bending to take his cock in her mouth. I stroked myself, my shaft wet from her mouth, watching her bury his cock in her throat over and over. John watched, almost impassive. His eyes flicked up to mine.

“I think someone should give this slut some relief,” he said, winking. “I know how much my whore of a wife loves her tits played with.”

I took the hint and happily knelt down behind Miriam. While she continued to deepthroat her husband, I reached around and grabbed her breasts. They immediately popped free of the corset, and I found my hands overflowing with soft, supple flesh. Her nipples hardened under my palms, her moans intensifying. Her thighs inched apart automatically as I pressed my cock between her legs. Her inner thighs were silky smooth, heat radiating down from her slit. I groaned, burying my head in her hair until I found her neck. Nibbling and biting, I teased her – distracting her from John’s cock in the process.

“Concentrate,” he growled, grabbing the back of her head. “Or you’ll get a spanking.”

Miriam couldn’t have whipped her head up any faster.

“A spanking?” she whimpered. “Oh, no, please don’t, sir!”

John grinned, and I did too. She sounded like bre’r rabbit asking to be thrown in the briar patch.

“Get that filthy mouth on my cock right now, or I’ll go get the paddle,” John growled.

“Please, sir,” Miriam gasped as I bit down on her flesh again, my hands kneading her tits hard. When I pinched her nipples, she arched her back and my cock nearly slid into her dripping slit. To my shock, John leaned forward and slapped his wife across the face! I would have been concerned…except she clearly loved it. She looked messy from giving us head, and the slap brought tears to her eyes, but she was grinning like a fiend.

“That’s it,” John said. “I’m going to have to punish you. David, would you like to help me teach my wife a lesson?”

“Sure,” I said, retreating. We left her crouched and shaking with excitement in front of the easy chair. John led me to the closet – when he opened it, I nearly laughed. The variety of toys inside rivalled a roadside sex shop. He went straight for a paddle – like a ping-pong paddle, but leather.

“Have any preference?” John gestured to the wall of implements. I’d never been faced with such a decision before, but a yardstick seemed to be calling my name. It was simple, just wood, and it seemed like a good place to start. I grabbed it, and John nodded approvingly before closing the closet.

We turned back to where Miriam was waiting, her eyes sparkling with naughtiness. I bit my cheek to keep from grinning too wide – she looked just like an excited schoolgirl. My yardstick felt very appropriate.

“You know what to do,” John said. Miriam turned away from us, then bent at the waist. The woman was flexible, and she easily grabbed her spread ankles. Her panties did little more than cover her crack, and they were so sheer it was almost like she was fully exposed. I could make out her sweet lips, her cute little rosebud. Her hair flooded down like a waterfall. She looked at us from between her legs, waiting patiently for her punishment.

“Ten strikes each,” John said, leading the way across the room. I followed, unable to take my eyes off her gravity-defying tits. “Count them out for us, my pet.”

John, sensing my hesitation, went first. He smoothed his hand over her bottom, eliciting a shudder and a squeal from his wife. Her lips were parted, her chest heaving. John wielded the paddle in one hand, his other hand on Miriam’s lower back.

John brought the paddle back and delivered the first blow, a nice little spank that was music to my ears. Miriam jumped slightly, her facial expression changing to one of increased arousal.

“One,” she yelped.

John spanked her again, on the opposite cheek.

“Two!” Miriam said.

He hit her again, in the middle.

“Three,” Miriam murmured, her eyes closing. Her ass was reddening quickly, and as John delivered the fourth and fifth and sixth blows, I could start to make out the impression of the paddle on her flesh.

“Seven,” Miriam sighed, seeming to be in a kind of trance. John’s blows had become increasingly harsh, but she only seemed to want more. I even saw her hips pressing back into his blows.

“Eight,” Miriam cooed, while John reared back again. “Nine!”

John’s breath was steady and even, but his cock was erect and a slight sheen of sweat shone on his forehead. He spanked her with the paddle one last time.

“Ten,” Miriam sighed, wiggling slightly as time passed while John and I traded places. I couldn’t resist the urge to stroke her reddened backside, feeling the burning and smarting flesh. She moaned, pushing back into my palm.

“My turn,” I growled, suddenly excited to leave my own marks on her body. The yardstick made a sharper sound when it struck her upper thighs, and she jumped once more at the new sensation.

“Eleven!” Miriam’s voice was high.

I spanked her higher, excited by the faint outline of the yardstick I left behind. She called out twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen. Her voice cracked and sighed, her body swayed as she sank down into whatever headspace the spanking put her in. Close up, I could see how damp her sheer panties were, feel how hot she was.

You could see the difference between the paddle marks and the yardstick marks. I smacked her upper thighs again.

“Sixteen,” Miriam moaned. She was wiggling quite a lot by then, and I wondered if she was uncomfortable – from pain, or pleasure? I struck her twice more, my arm starting to ache slightly from the force. Her ass jiggled delightfully. I made the last strike count: rearing back, I slapped the yardstick broadly across her reddened ass.

“Twenty!” Miriam yelped. “Oh, god! Someone fuck me!”

I was more than ready to oblige, but John stepped forward with a smirk.

“You’re not calling the shots here, slut,” he said. “You’ll get fucked when we’re ready to fuck you. For now, you’ll have to make do with my tongue. Be a good girl and let our guest fuck your tits while I lick your pussy.”

Holy shit. I liked the sound of that!

“Yes, sir,” Miriam cooed. The couple seemed to have this choreographed, because Miriam climbed onto the bed quickly. John knelt behind her. I watched as he yanked her panties down and dove into her pussy, licking her wet slit hard while she bucked and cried out. He grabbed her thighs, holding her in place, fucking her with his tongue before licking her clit.

“C-come…” Miriam begged me, beckoning. I went to stand in front of her, my hard cock ready for whatever she was going to give me. She leaned forward, sucking me between her lips. She quickly bobbed up and down, coating me in her spit, her eyes rolling back in her head as her husband licked her pussy. Her throat felt like heaven, but when she pulled back and cupped her breasts, I couldn’t resist the invitation.

Miriam moaned, her eyes rapt and her lips wet. She cupped her tits around my cock and started to work my shaft. The movement didn’t disturb John, who just moved his mouth along with her hips to keep her satisfied while she fucked her tits with my cock. Her look of utter hunger and lust was too hot to resist – grabbing her by the neck, I pulled her up and kissed her. I only released her because it was too hard to fuck her tits in that position.

“Oh, god,” she writhed, cheeks reddening as her body came close to climax. “I want your cum on my face, I want your cum on my face!”

I groaned. John’s wife was begging me to give her a facial while he licked her pussy. Her soft, supple breasts squeezed around my shaft. My balls churned. The situation was irresistible. Before I could think twice, I was grabbing her neck again and pulling her face close to my shaft. I stroked myself twice before cumming, thick ropes of jizz landing on her sweet face.

At the same time, Miriam clutched the sheets hard, her body shuddering as John made her cum on his tongue. Her mouth opened wide. My jizz landed on her cheeks and nose and tongue, dripping from her lips faster than she could drink it up. Her body seemed to vibrate with pleasure as I coated her in semen. The last rope of cum landed directly in her throat, and she swallowed it quickly. Then she began to collect the rest of my cum, sucking it from her fingers. John emerged from behind her, wiping his lips. His hard cock immediately plunged into her slit, and she pushed back against him.

My cock was going soft, and I was content to just watch. But Miriam wasn’t going to have that. She took my limp cock in her lips again, sucking me off while her husband fucked her from behind. The thought of her body impaled between us, fucked in two holes, was enough to get my blood flowing again. She was moaning and writhing again, humming against my shaft as John railed her hard, spanking her and insulting her while driving his cock into her.

“Suck his cock, you whore,” he said. “I’m gonna cum in you, and then he’s gonna fuck you. We’re gonna use your slutty little body until you’re worthless.”

It drove Miriam crazy. She was cumming again, my cock popping out of her mouth so she could cry out her pleasure. John groaned, slamming against her one last time, clearly filling her with his seed. I stroked myself to stay hard, watching them cum together. John was still inside her when he grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her back. Her tits bounced with the motion. John pulled out, his cum leaking from her slit.

“Ready to take over?” John panted. I nodded. She was full of another man’s cum, but somehow that didn’t bother me. It made me hornier. I was all too happy to trade places, grabbing Miriam’s thighs and pulling them apart to reveal her cum-filled cunt. While Mark slapped his limp cock across her cheeks, teasing her desperate tongue, I eased myself into her sopping wet pussy.

It was so hot, so wet. I groaned. It was so easy to drive myself all the way in, until my balls were nestled against her crack. I stayed there for a moment, watching her react to having a new cock inside her. She squirmed, moaning, hips bucking. John was getting hard again, and soon he was pushing past her lips. I thought I could even see his cock going down her throat, but it had to be my imagination.

I started to pump. Slowly, enjoying her cunt and the visual of her body spread out underneath me. John had his wife’s head in his hands, and was fucking her throat. He looked down into her eyes while he fucked her, and I was almost touched by their love.

“That’s my good little fucktoy,” he murmured. “Taking load after load…”

Shit. It was too hot not to just go for it. I started fucking Miriam hard, which she clearly enjoyed. She grabbed her tit with one hand, pinching her nipple. The other dipped between her legs – she rubbed her clit while I fucked her. I grabbed one leg and lifted it straight in the air, twisting her hip slightly so I could fuck her deeper. I felt like I was reaching every inch of her needy little slit, and she was shaking again, her pussy dripping on the verge of another climax.

When she came, her pussy clenched my shaft hard, almost making me lose control. I focused on the way John was fucking her throat, slamming his hips into her face, his balls slapping against her nose. I watched him spit down onto her body, even while he stroked her hair with care.

“Do you want me to cum in her?” I asked, already knowing the answer. “Want me to cum in your wife?”

John looked up at me, smirking.

“Fill her up,” he nodded. “Give the little bitch what she wants.”

Miriam’s cry was muffled by John’s cock, but I felt her body’s reaction when I finally erupted inside her. She came again, her pussy milking my cock dry. I added ropes of thick hot jizz to her already-full pussy, while John jerked and thrust into her throat. I realized he was cumming again, this time feeding his seed right into her stomach. Between us, she was impaled by two throbbing cocks, both emptying into her naughty body.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

But it couldn’t bring my cock back to life after two orgasms in a row. And John was panting hard, pulling away from his wife’s face, limp.

Miriam rubbed her clit slowly. I pulled out, and she reached down to gather all of our combined cum on her fingers. Using it to rub herself, we watched as she brought herself to climax one more time. Finally, she lay back, panting.

“That was amazing,” I declared, sitting on the bed beside Miriam.

“It always is, thanks to this woman,” John said, his voice dripping with love. Miriam giggled and lifted her head to accept his kiss. She touched his cheeks. My heart twinged with bittersweet happiness for them. I hoped that someday I would find that kind of love.

In the meantime, sharing theirs was pretty good.

“I think we’ve all earned a beer,” John announced. “It’s still nice out. David, please say you’ll stay for a drink by the pool?”

I almost laughed. Of course I was happy to cool down after that hot action, and a beer sounded nice. But it was funny, being invited out to their backyard – the place where it all started.

“Sure,” I said, beginning to gather my clothes.

“Excellent,” Miriam sighed, rolling over onto her belly. “You two go ahead, though. I need…a minute.”

She did look exhausted – hell, she had to be exhausted after all the work she just did. John and I dressed, then left Miriam to collect herself. John and I walked in comfortable silence out to the pool, John stopping at the fridge on the way to grab the beers. Outside, we sipped and stared up at the stars. I felt better than I could ever remember feeling. There was just one little thing…

“So…I have to ask…was that a one-time thing?” I said, averting my gaze. Was that a rude question? Did I really have the right to ask for more?

“Not if you don’t want it to be,” John said with a grin. “David, we’re neighbors. I expect we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

“Me too,” Miriam’s voice surprised both of us, and we turned to see her emerging in a light shift. She grabbed her beer off the table and popped the cap. Holding up her bottle, she made a toast. “To good neighbors!”

“I’ll drink to that!” I laughed, clinking bottle necks with the two best neighbors I could have ever asked for.

Bonus Story: My Boss, My Submissive

Note: This is the second part of the three-part series, From Boss to Bimbo: The Making of an Office Toy. To read the entire series, click here!

It had been one week since I made a slave of my bitchy boss, Brenda. She was basically asking for it. She’d always been a royal pain in the ass, taking credit for work she didn’t do and making everyone’s lives hell. Her promotion to supervisor had come as a surprise to all of us; but then I found out why she’d been promoted.

Beautiful, poised, perfect, married Brenda was fucking our old, crusty President. Right in the office break room, no less! I happened to catch them in the act and record a video of it; considering her “happy marriage” to an investment banker, her kids, the amount she loved her job, and everything else at stake, she was willing to do anything to keep that tape secret.

We had a very specific set of rules for how she was to conduct herself at all times. I hadn’t forced her into anything public – yet – but I had forced her to change her attitude in the office. She had to be nicer to everyone, doing more work so the rest of us had less to do. In fact, she did all my work, which opened up a lot more time for me to think up new rules and ways to tease and please her.

Whenever I texted her, or called her, or went into her office, she was to drop everything and meet me where I told her to, to service me with whatever hole I chose.

She was never to wear panties.

She called me Master or Sir and wore her collar whenever I told her to.

She bought all the toys and accessories I told her to. I would meet her after work at the local sex shop and I would choose some things I’d like to use on her. Then, she’d pay for them while I held her by the hair, so everyone would know who she was buying these toys to please. And then we’d try them out, one by one (or sometimes a few at the same time!)

I know this sounds like she must have hated every second but let me tell you something: while she wasn’t so thrilled about our arrangement at first, I barely even started touching her before she let her true colors fly.

Brenda was a freak. In the truest sense of the word. The more I abused her, the more she loved it – and worshipped me. I could spank her until she was red as a fire hydrant, split her ass in two fucking her dry, fill her slit with my seed then force her to eat it out of herself, tie her up, fuck her throat in the bathroom…and she loved it. I was figuring out pretty quickly that she was even more depraved than me. And that was obviously, a good trait for a fuck slave to possess.

So when the first week came to an end and I started running out of ideas, I figured it was time I brought in reinforcements.

Luckily, the perfect man for the job happened to work right beside me.

Simon and I were quite close, for coworkers, being only a few cubicles apart. And one night, when we’d both stayed a little too long at the bar after everyone else went home, we bonded over our shared hatred for Brenda, and our enjoyment of slightly darker sexual acts. And the more we drank and bonded, the more we could admit to further and further depths of immorality. Simon was, quite possibly, the only man I’d ever met with a dirtier mind than mine.

He was going to kill me for holding out on him for so long with this Brenda thing. The fact that I was grooming her into a perfect office fuck toy and didn’t tell him for a whole week would drive him crazy. But I had a way to make up for it; he’d have to forgive me once he got a good look at the work I’d done so far (never mind a good taste, and a good feel…)

My ultimate plan for our boss was to make her a living sex toy for the whole office to use. A cum dumpster with a corner office. Her door would always be open, and so would her mouth and her legs. Whenever someone needed relief, they could unload their load on our beautiful skank of a boss.

I knew the men would like this plan. Her amazing body had always been a sharp contrast to her shitty attitude; beautiful, firm D-cup breasts and an ass built for porn. Her red hair was long and always tied up in a bun or ponytail. Her lips were plump – and looked downright amazing when they were stretched around a thick cock.

But I didn’t want to throw her into her new job without a little easing into it. And that’s where Simon came in. He’d be perfect to help me beta-test her. Make sure she was ready to take on everything our office would require of her.

So on the last day of the week, right before lunch, I texted Brenda and told her that she should be waiting for me, naked, in her office, after lunch. She was to cancel any appointments and prepare to spend at least an hour serving me. I didn’t mention Simon. She’d find out soon enough.

And at lunch, I offered to take Simon out for a burger. He happily agreed. Once we were seated and got to chatting, I wasn’t sure how to drop the bomb on him. So eventually, I just did it.

“Hey, Simon,” I said during a lull in our conversation. “What if I told you that I’d managed to make Brenda into a fully functional, cock-worshipping fuck slave?”

He choked on his burger, eyes nearly bugging out of his head. But then he laughed, realizing I couldn’t be serious.

“You’d be my hero,” he said. “And I’d ask if you wanted me to have a go at her, to make sure she was performing at her best.”

“Hm,” I said. “Well, that’s good to hear. Because I’m not joking. When we return from lunch, our boss will be waiting, naked, in her office. She’s my slave, Simon.”

I patiently explained it all, enjoying his wild facial features as it all hit home for him. By the end of lunch, he was practically sprinting back to the car, eager to see if I was full of shit, or if he was about to see one of the world’s seven wonders.

I followed him leisurely through the office; he paused right in front of her office door, looking somewhat scared to open it. I grinned, grabbed the handle, and swung it open.

There she stood, our royal cunt of a boss, totally naked and spread wide on her desk. All she wore was her collar.

The look on her face was a work of art.

And Simon’s face was just as priceless.

The door shut behind us, and I clicked the lock. Brenda scrambled up, trying to cover herself.

“Uh-uh-uh,” I said, waggling my finger. “Don’t you dare. Slave, I’ve brought Simon in to help me break you in today. Eventually, as you know, you’ll be serving this whole office the same way you serve me. I’ll always be your master, but you’ll be at your employees’ disposal to use as they please. Simon is here for a…hm, a quality check.”

Simon grinned, his eyes bugging out of his head as he gazed upon Brenda’s lithe, buxom body. Her lip trembled but she knew she’d be punished if she said anything or protested, so she just stood there like the mindless sex toy she was. Simon looked at me as though asking what he should do now; I realized he didn’t want to overstep his boundaries, since she was my pet.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Give her a go. Tell her to kneel before you.”

Simon smirked and snapped his fingers.

“Come on, slut,” he said. “Get on your knees. Show me what a good little slave you are.”

Immediately, Brenda dropped to her knees, eyes watering slightly as she absorbed the new turn her life was taking.

“Where’s your leash, my pretty little fuck doll?” I asked, wanting to show Simon some of her tricks. She blushed fire engine red, turning to me with a pleading look on her face. Clearly, she didn’t want to obey me in front of company. That was too fucking bad, and I made sure my tone got that sentiment across. “Show. Simon. Your. Leash. Bitch.”

She whimpered, dropped to her hands and knees, and crawled behind her desk. I met Simon’s eye and winked while we waited for Brenda to return; she did, still on her hands and knees, now obediently holding her leather leash in her mouth, clamped between her teeth. Her generous tits swayed as she crawled back to kneel before Simon and show him the leash that she kept in her office at all times.

“How’d you teach her that trick?” Simon said, voice cracking with wonder. A drop of saliva escaped her lips, which were spread wide and strained with the effort of holding the leash. It slipped down the upper curve of her breast. We kept talking as though she wasn’t in the room, as I described my various methods of reward and punishment.

She waited patiently, like a good little slave, to receive another order. Simon reached out idly and touched her hair, as though confirming that this really was the uber-bitch of a boss who’d so recently been public enemy number 1. I could almost see how she preened at his touch, despite her obvious shame and discomfort.

“And she enjoys it,” Simon marveled. “She really, truly enjoys it?”

“She does,” I said. “Tell him, office slut. Tell him how much you love serving Master and obeying his every command. Tell Simon how much you love taking his cum in any hole he cares to fill.”

The leash dropped from her lips as she spoke.

“I love serving my Master,” she intoned. “I love sucking and fucking him until he covers me with his cum. I love filling my belly with his seed and letting him fuck my pussy and my ass as much as he wants. I love being his obedient little office pet, and I live to please him.”

“Hot damn,” Simon grinned. “This is beautiful work, Jared!”

“You’re just at the tip of the iceberg,” I said. “Don’t you wanna take her for a test run? I plan on turning her into a toy for the whole office to use, but I think she still has some one-on-one training before she’s ready to be our public cum dumpster.”

Simon smirked. He was still petting Brenda’s head, and now I watched as he grabbed a fistful of hair, tugging instead of petting. Brenda’s chin lifted as he pulled her face upwards.

“What do you think, slut? Are you a good enough little whore to be worth my time?”

Brenda just moaned. I knew she was getting nice and wet, as she always did when I abused her. She was a glutton for punishment, her pussy firing up the more she was put in her place.

“Open your mouth,” Simon growled, and Brenda squirmed as she obeyed him. I watched as my friend spit into her mouth; I hadn’t even done that yet, but Brenda took it beautifully, and Simon praised her for it. “Good girl. You know that anything I want to give you, you should accept with a smile. You’re ours. I bet you’re squirming like that because you’re wet and tingling and ready to cum, aren’t you? Answer me.”

“Yes, sir,” Brenda moaned, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her shallow breath. Simon smiled down at her.

“And what will you do for me to convince me you deserve to cum?”

“Anything, sir,” she groaned. “I’ll do anything to please my Master…and his friends.”

She corrected herself, which made me extremely proud. Simon clearly enjoyed it too, and dropped his grip on her hair. Simon leaned down and picked up her leash, fastening it to her collar. Winding it around his hand, he shortened it until our boss was pulled closer and closer to him, struggling to stay balanced as he dragged her from her knees.

“God, I don’t know what to do first,” Simon said. “I kind of want to watch her finger her needy little cunt.”

“She’s good at that,” I observed. “And she’ll beg to suck your cock while she does it. She even has special tools just for that sort of thing in her desk.”

Simon’s eyes glittered and he looked back down at our slut.

“Is that so? Well, how can I resist? Come on, pet,” he said, and yanked on her leash, forcing her to spin around and scramble after him. He walked her across the room to her desk and patted the top.

“Come on, sit up here and spread your legs. Show me how wet and desperate you are.”

Brenda whimpered, but she obeyed, climbing up onto the desk. In the process of sitting down with her legs spread for us to admire, her leash fell between her breasts and then trailed down her stomach. It settled into place between her pussy lips and she shuddered at the contact with her clit.

“That’s beautiful,” Simon crowed, watching our boss writhing in front of us from the slightest friction against her sex. “I want to watch her fuck herself on her leash. Go ahead and start rubbing it against your clit, slave.”

Brenda moaned and began to obey, reaching under her raised knee to grab at the leash and hold it taut against her pussy. It slipped between her puffy, red lips and offered the perfect surface for our wanton whore to rub her clit. Her hips moved slowly up and down, her eyes closing and her mouth opening in bliss as she fucked herself for our viewing pleasure.

“What kinds of toys did you say she has?” Simon asked, dragging his eyes from the splendid vision before us. “Do you have any nipple clamps?”

“Sure do,” I said, moving around the desk to open the drawer. At one time, it was full of regular office supplies. Now, it was full of all the vibrators and dildos and butt plugs and various pleasurable devices I forced my slave to use during the workday.

I found the nipple clamps and reached around her waist. Her tits were heavy and she moaned desperately as I lifted them. I could see Simon watching in approval as I teased Brenda’s luscious chest, pinching her nipples once to make sure they were nice and hard.

When I attached the metal clamps to her breasts, Brenda cried out in pleasure and pain, and her back went arrow-straight as an orgasm ripped through her. We could watch the juices spilling from her cunt, staining a piece of paper below her. I was hard, and knew Simon had to be pretty aroused, too, but we had plenty of time to play with our boss. She panted, recovering from her climax, but Simon didn’t let her recover for long.

“I didn’t say you could stop fucking yourself, did I, slut? You don’t stop when you’re satisfied. You stop when we tell you to. Now, use just your fingers this time. Shove those manicured nails up your wet cunt. And look at me while you fuck yourself.”

Brenda looked pained, her clit clearly overstimulated and her nipples red from the clamps. The chain connecting them hung over her stomach as she slowly dipped one finger, then two, into her dripping cunt. She obeyed Simon, looking him in the eye as she began to pump her own pussy while we watched.

“What are you thinking about when you do that, slut? Are you thinking about what a nasty, awful, stupid cunt you are?”

Simon really knew how to get Brenda going, as her eyes immediately rolled back at his abusive language.

“Answer me,” Simon growled, a threat hiding in his tone.

“Yes, sir,” she panted. “I’m thinking of what a slut I am. A cheap, dirty slut…”

“Are you thinking of how much you love cock? How you wish you could worship cock all day long? How you wish you could fuck and suck every man who would do you the favor of letting you serve him?”

“Fuck,” Brenda thrust her fingers harder into her pussy. “Fuck, yes, sir!”

“Do you want to suck my cock, Brenda? Are you thinking about how good my cum would taste in your throat, filling your stomach? Are you wishing you were bent over this desk and getting your ass raped by your employees?”

“Yes! Yes, sir! Yes, I want to suck your cock! Oh, god,” she cried, her fingers going crazy now, her tits bouncing so much her nipples must be screaming in pain. She used her other hand too, rubbing her clit desperately while she tried to make her fingers fill the need only a cock could truly fill. “Please, please, please, Master, let me…let me…”

“Well,” Simon said, grinning as he stepped forward. “Since you asked so damn nicely.”

He reached out and Brenda let out a scream as he grabbed the nipple clamp chain, pulling her forward. Her fingers left her cunt in the surprise of it. Simon was so tall that the desk only came up to mid-thigh, so when he pulled Brenda onto her knees and then further down, until she was on her hands and knees, she was face-level with his cock. In a minute, he’d freed himself and was holding his cock in his hand. I have to admit, Simon’s height was a good indicator of his cock. The man was impressively built.

And my perfect little fuck toy appeared to think so to.

He released the chain and grabbed a handful of her hair as she stared dumbly and open-mouthed at his cock. She was literally drooling. And as Simon pulled her lips onto his cock, she moaned happily. Like any good slut, she was really only satisfied when her mouth was stuffed.

“Keep fucking yourself,” Simon demanded, using her head liberally, forcing her to his desired pace by yanking on her hair. Her eyes started to water as she plunged her hand between her thighs and rubbed her clit violently. She sucked his cock so hard that her cheeks indented with stark shadows, her nostrils flaring as he stuffed her throat and blocked her airways. Saliva flowed down her chin.

Simon was fucking her mouth so hard that the sound of his balls hitting her face echoed around the room. And our office toy was getting off on the abuse, her hips shaking, muffled moans escaping her throat. Watching my once-proud and bitchy boss finger herself while she sucked the life out of my friend had me eager to get into her ass again; I’d already pumped my cum into her needy pussy once that day, but her tight asshole always made it easy to unleash another load.

How happy she would be now that she would have twice as many cocks to serve, and twice as much cum to gobble up. I could see her climax tightening as her limbs went stiff, and when Simon groaned and slammed into her, forcing her so far down his shaft that her nose flattened against his torso, she finally bucked and shuddered.

He kept her mouth where it was, thrusting, emptying his balls into her eager throat. She swallowed every drop; she’d gotten very good at that, this past week. When Simon yanked her head away, he finished the job by shooting a last spurt of cum across her tits.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, still holding her by the hair. She drew her finger across her breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between her lips, moaning as she swallowed it. Only then did Simon release her, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. Two weeks ago, you were bitching at me for coming in late. Now you’re desperate for my cum, begging to suck my cock. And you love being a slave, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her gaze glancing in my direction. “I love cock, I want more, please…”

I wasn’t soft, but I wasn’t really hard, either. I’d give my poor little pet something to cum on, but she’d have to work for it. Simon was zipping himself up, but I knew he wasn’t altogether finished with his newly discovered plaything.

“Does she do any other tricks?” he asked, turning to me as well. I nodded and snapped my fingers, pointing to my feet. She obeyed the command, scrambling off the desk and crawling to bend at my feet. She leaned down, ass high in the air, and started licking my shoes, making mewling noises as she did so. I snapped my fingers again and she rose; I pointed to my crotch and she eagerly unzipped me, pulling my pants and boxers down.

“Balls,” I ordered, wanting to keep her suspended in aroused torture for a while longer. She loved sucking cock, but wasn’t so crazy about licking my balls, for some reason. She knew perfectly well that anything a man wanted her to do was her life’s mission and greatest joy, but she still didn’t approach this particular task as enthusiastically as others.

But she leaned in and lapped at my balls, covering them with her warm tongue, sucking them into her mouth, her creamy white tits pressed to my thighs. I could feel my cock stirring as she went to work on my sack. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head away. I looked at Simon.

“You want to punish her for being such a bitch for so long?” I asked. “I’ve been spanking her daily, but she still has a lot to atone for…”

Simon grinned, and I knew his answer was yes. I adjusted myself and quickly dragged my boss across the office, leading her by her hair, until she was leaning over her desk. Her nipples must have been screaming from the clamps, and I couldn’t wait to soothe them with my mouth. But first…

“Leather, or wood?” I asked, turning to Simon.

“Wood,” he answered, very sure in his response. I smiled. I preferred leather. Well, that was good; lots of variety for our mindless whore. I reached into that drawer of naughty treasures and pulled out the wooden paddle I’d made her buy. Handing it to Simon, I pointed out the marks that already scarred her creamy rump.

“Has your husband seen these yet, slave?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Yes, sir,” she sighed.

“And what does he think?”

She was silent for a moment.

“I think…I think he’s going to leave me,” she finally said, voice small and weak. Well, that was surprising. Really, the only thing keeping Brenda under my control was the video of her being unfaithful. I figured that losing her family was the most compelling reason for her to continue with this whole scenario. Apparently, I was wrong.

“And are you afraid of that? Of him leaving you?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned. She wasn’t facing us, as she knew that when she was going to be spanked she must keep her hands on the desk and her eyes forward. Her ass invited Simon’s eyes, but I was intrigued by what she was saying.

“Do you want to stop this? Do you want to call off our arrangement? It might save your marriage,” I said. “If you come clean…”

“Dude, what the…” Simon interjected, but Brenda suddenly turned to us, eyes wide and lips pouting.

“No! No, please, sir,” she cried. “I don’t want to stop serving you, Master. Please.”

Well, you could have blown me over with a breeze. And frankly, I nearly came in my pants. This wasn’t extortion anymore. She wasn’t just trying to save her ass. She was really, truly broken. She was mine. I could release the video, ruin her life, and she’d still lick my shoes and suck my dick on command.

Beautiful.

“Have at her, Simon,” I said, smiling down at my obedient, mindless pet. He wasted no time; I watched her fingers curl as the pain shot through her, the wood smacking against her bare ass. The wood was rough, and left interesting patterns on her flesh. Simon might have been a baseball player in college, because each spank had her body jerking forward and filled the room with its echo.

I could tell the bruises would be worse than any I’d left. She might not even be able to sit down. Poor thing. I would have pitied her if I wasn’t sure that it’s what she really wanted. To be punished and abused like the dirty little slut she was.

Simon spanked her until he was out of breath and she was red-faced, squirming, and barely able to hold back her screams.

“I sure wish we could hear her,” he said. “But it wouldn’t do to have the whole office tuning in.”

“My thoughts exactly,” I said. “Maybe after work, though. She has quite the set of lungs on her, I promise.”

“I’ll bet,” he said. “She sure has plenty of experience yelling at us, huh?”

“Now, slave,” I said, yanking her up. I spun her around; she could barely stand, but her pussy was absolutely dripping, her thighs wet. When I unclamped her nipples, she let out such a sigh of relief it could have blown down one of the little pig’s houses.  Stepping slightly to the side, I cupped her breasts. “Simon, how long have you wondered what these babies felt like?”

“Too damn long,” he grinned, coming forward to stand at her other side. He grabbed her breast, greedily, massaging it from below while she threw her head back and moaned. I kept working on her other tit, kneading it in circles around her chest, my free hand resting on her lower back.

Her poor nipples were red and swollen, and I blew across the one on my side, causing her to moan. Simon was already leaning his head in and taking her nipple in his mouth, kissing it once before attacking it with his tongue and teeth, pulling it away, sucking it into his mouth. She was squirming again, pressed against the desk, and when I followed suit, lifting her breast to meet my lips, she cried out in ecstasy. My hard-on was developing pretty well by then, and I was getting impatient to get to the main course. I pulled away to speak to Simon once more.

“There should be another toy in the drawer you might enjoy using on her,” I said. “As for me, I think I’ll fuck her throat for a while. Does that sound good, slut?”

“Nnngh,” she moaned as I twisted her nipple. “Yes, sir.”

She didn’t wait another second before dropping to her knees before me and freeing my lengthy cock. Meanwhile, Simon perused the contents of the desk drawer; I saw the grin on his face and knew he’d found something he liked.

“This will do, won’t it?” Simon said, pulling out a sizable black dildo from the drawer. I nodded, putting my hands on Brenda’s scalp while she began to tease my cock. I’d trained her well; sometimes I like to go straight for the throat, fucking her raw, but today I had already come once and felt like letting her lick and suck me for as long as she wanted.

She moaned at the taste of me, and taking her cue from the gentle pressure I put on her scalp, she swallowed my tip between her lips. Her tongue lapped and flicked over my head, collecting the drops of pre-cum that gathered there and swallowing them gratefully.

Simon positioned himself behind her, forcing her thighs open wide. She didn’t skip a beat, but kept sucking my cock like a lollipop, moaning and drooling all down her chin. Her dripping cunt accepted the dildo smoothly, even though Simon used no tact in thrusting it into her. In fact, she responded well to his rough treatment, her eyes going wide and then rolling upward as she felt her pussy filled.

Simon maneuvered himself in such a way that he could pinch and rub her clit while fucking her with the dildo, and her hips began to move in time with his thrusts. I knew that she would fuck herself if he let her, but I was too preoccupied with enjoying my toy’s tongue dancing along my cock to say anything.

I increased my pressure on her head and she inched forward, her cheeks caving as she sucked me hard into her throat. At the same time I felt myself hit her throat, Simon thrust the dildo into her so hard that she screamed. He must have done something beautiful to her clit, too, because I got to watch her cum while I deep-throated her. Her body was changing to accept the daily abuse, and now it was easy for me to slide all nine inches of my dick into her throat.

Her hands were on my thighs, her nails digging into me slightly as she struggled to hold herself upright with Simon’s continual and abusive treatment of her pussy. Tears spilled down her cheeks, her nostrils flared, and her whole body shook with dark pleasure. Now, I was impatient. I ripped myself out of her throat, letting her gasp for air.

“You ready to try out that pussy you’ve been playing with?” I asked over her head, catching Simon’s eye.

He smirked and nodded, and when he rose I saw he was hard again. I couldn’t wait to feel her ass tighten when she was fucked in both holes at once; so far, we’d used a dildo to replicate the experience, but I knew it would be different with a real cock inside her. Yanking her up once more by her hair, I hoped that the position I envisioned would work.

I instructed Simon to lay on the desk, and then helped our little fuck toy up until she was straddling him. I had thought ahead and gotten a stool that would let me stand at the perfect height to fuck her ass while she was on the desk, and put it in place. I hadn’t even gotten myself into position before Simon, impatient, thrust into our boss and groaned as her pussy clenched around him.

We’d been using Ben-Wa balls to make sure her cunt stayed nice and tight despite all the fucking she endured day in and day out, and she knew that it was her job as our pleasure slave to work as hard as she could to make sure we enjoyed fucking her. With Simon’s hands on her hips, she started riding him, moaning with each stroke. Her breasts bounced up and down, giving Simon quite a show; he could never have imagined that he’d be watching his boss fuck him like a whore while he lay on her desk. And once I added my dick to the mix…

I could only stand to watch for a few seconds before impatience overtook me. I hopped up on the stool and grabbed her ass. Putting one hand on her upper back, I pushed her forward, until she was on all fours once more, her tits in Simon’s face, her ass cheeks spread wide and her rosebud ready for me. Simon was courteous enough to pause in his thrusting; he was half-way inside her, so it wouldn’t be too hard for me to thrust into her ass without lube. I positioned myself, gripped her hips, and rammed into her.

“Oh, FUCK!” Brenda screamed, which earned her a slap on the ass for speaking out of turn. I was balls-deep in her sweet, tight ass, and below me Simon was slowly burying himself in her pussy. With two dicks plugging her holes, she felt as tight as a virgin. Her thighs were shaking wildly, her breath shallow and fast, as her body tried to make sense of the feeling.

“Why’d you stop fucking me?” Simon teased from below, grabbing her face in one hand and pulling it towards his. “C’mon, Brenda. Show me just how good a fuck slave my boss really is.”

She let out a guttural moan, but she obeyed. There was a period of trial and error while she learned how to use her hips in such a way that she could please both of us at once, but eventually we got into a perfect rhythm. Her moans and cries of pleasures when Simon and I were both filling her to the brim was music to my ears, and I started fucking her harder, challenging her to keep up.

“This is just the beginning,” I warned her. “Wait until you’re fucking two men with another jamming his cock down his throat. Imagine what it’ll feel like when half the office is standing around you waiting for their turn to cum on your dirty, abused body. You’ll be covered with it, dripping from every hole…”

My words were getting her worked up. I wished I could see what Simon saw, her face contorting in pleasure as her climax built inside her.

“You’ll like that, won’t you, slave? Because you were built for this. All you’ve ever been meant to do was serve. You’ve wasted your whole life trying to avoid your true purpose. You’re a cum guzzling sex toy. That’s what you are, Brenda. You’re not our boss. We own you. Admit it, and you can cum while we fuck you.”

“Yes, sir,” she cried out. “You own me! I’m yours…to fuck…whenever…you want! I’m…a…a…fuck…I’m a....cum…slut.….ohhhh, god, yessssss!”

Just like that, I felt her body clench tight and then release. Beneath me, I heard Simon groan as her pussy dropped low on his cock, swallowing every inch, begging for his seed to add to her climax.

I couldn’t hold back either, and rammed myself deep into her ass to unload my cum. Thick, warm spurts of seed filled her ass and pussy at the same time, and the whole time she was cumming like crazy, howling like the animal she was, grinding her hips like she was begging for more. And when we couldn’t shoot any more cum into her, that’s exactly what she did; to my intense pleasure, our little office toy took it upon herself to beg for more abuse.

“Please, please, please,” she moaned as we both pulled out, leaving her dripping with our seed. “I need…more, please…oh, fuck…”

Her pussy dripped onto her desk as Simon lifted her hips and thrust her away. He rose with a satisfied sheen in his eyes, and we watched her come down from her climax, her chest shuddering with each breathe, our white semen coating her from slit to ass. She reached down between her legs, dipping one finger into her slit and drawing some of our cum onto her finger, which she promptly sucked between her lips.

“I think she’s ready,” Simon said with a shrug. “I don’t know how much more we can train her, when she so clearly doesn’t want to wait a second longer.”

“I think you’re right,” I said. “I guess it’s time to start spreading the word. Just the men, at least at first, right?”

“Of course,” Simon said. We both turned away from our cum-covered boss to discuss the finer details of our plan to debut her to the office’s healthy collection of cocks. We had no doubt that our co-workers would jump at the chance to show Brenda exactly what they thought of her, and she was clearly going to love being the office toy.

It seemed like life at the office was only going to get better for us. And assuming that Brenda was right, that she would give up her marriage and her whole life just to continue her new life as a fuck slave, it was only going to get better for her, too.


Bonus Story: The Dean’s List

It’s not like I didn’t know what I was doing.

I knew exactly what I was doing.

It’s right there in the Student Code of Conduct:

Any student at the Reginald P. Cock University for Dumb Blondes caught breaking the rules is subject to punishment by the Dean of Students. Punishment may include, but is not limited to, sexual acts and degradation.

See? I knew what I was in for when I snuck the bottle of whiskey into my dorm room. In fact, some might say that I did it on purpose. That’s certainly what my suitemates believed. I’d been talking about how I wanted to lose my virginity, but not to any of the skeevy boys from the college across town. Even though I was only 18, I wanted a man. And since Reginald P. Cock University for Dumb Blondes is an all-girl school, I was short on options.

All freshmen lived in one building, either in doubles or suites. I lucked out and got a suite, which included our own private living area with a fridge. One Saturday, after a week of particularly hard classes, it was my job to procure pre-game supplies for the suite. We took turns buying bottles with our fake IDs. I successfully bought a handle of whiskey and successfully snuck it into the dorm. But no sooner did I open the bottle to pour myself a congratulatory shot than our RA burst into the suite!

Lindsay was a junior, and she was really tough on all of us. Even the slightest noise after quiet hours could get you in trouble. So you can imagine how screwed I was when she caught me with an open bottle of liquor! I hadn’t had a single drop, but that didn’t make a difference. She pointed right at me with one pink-nailed finger, narrowing her bright blue eyes.

“You! Put that down!” Lindsay demanded. Her curly blonde hair kinked out all around her pretty face. She was so curvy, all the younger girls (myself included) were envious of her. We had similar-sized C-cup breasts, but she was much fuller-figured than me. I had been a track star in high school, and had a much more athletic body. I put the whiskey down, blushing hard. My own blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, which I nervously began to play with.

“It’s not mine!” I swore.

“Then whose is it? There’s no one else here!”

I looked around, and she was right. All my suitemates must have been at the dining hall! I was alone in the room. Lindsay smirked, looking happy that she’d caught me red-handed.

“The Dean is going to have a field day with you,” she crowed. And while I couldn’t tell for sure, I thought I heard her mutter something else under her breath. It sounded like she said, “and if I’m lucky, so will I.”

Shamed and nervous, I followed Lindsay out of the dorm. She wouldn’t even let me change out of my sweatpants and tank top. I knew that whatever was going to happen next, nothing would ever be the same for me. I didn’t know what the Dean did to girls who were caught with liquor, but I knew what it said in the Student Code of Conduct – and I had to expect the worst.

I was on my way to lose my virginity to the Dean of Students!

Dean Andrews’ office was dark when we arrived.

“He’ll be here any second,” Lindsay sniffed. “I texted him. He won’t be happy to come in on his day off.”

Lindsay wore a tight black miniskirt and skimpy tank-top. She was dressed up like she was headed to the club. And she kept glancing at me, licking her lips, her eyes lingering on my teenage body. I shuddered, not exactly hating the attention – it just confused me.

Surely, Lindsay would leave me alone with Dean Andrews, right? She wasn’t going to…watch?

Dean Andrews arrived, looking very grumpy. He barely eyed me as he unlocked the door to his office. He was wearing a button-down white shirt and gray slacks. Dean Andrews was in his 50’s or something. He had white hair, and wrinkles, but he wasn’t totally ugly. There were certainly worse men I could lose my virginity to. Still, the thought of his old hands all over my fresh young body…it gave me the shivers!

Lindsay and I followed Dean Andrews into his warm, wood-finished office. Everything was leather or dark mahogany. A thick Persian carpet covered the floor, and his massive desk was clear of any detritus. Only a lamp sat on its gleaming surface. Bookshelves lined the walls, stuffed with leather-bound volumes with gilded titles. I took it all in, preferring to examine the surroundings than look at Dean Andrews. When I finally looked at him, I saw how intently he was looking at me.

“So,” he grumbled. “You thought it was appropriate to sneak whiskey into your dorm? Into your suite? And you’re underage – by three years! That goes against many campus rules, young lady.”

“I know, sir,” I whimpered. I looked back – Lindsay was standing in a corner by the door, watching us with a glint in her eye. “And I’m very sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it!” Dean Andrews barked. I jumped in place, shocked by his angry tone. “You know the rules, don’t you? You know what I have to do now? To punish you?”

My heart hammered, my tongue went dry. Of course I knew. I nodded slowly.

“Yes, sir,” I said, and my meek voice seemed to subdue him a little. Dean Andrews sighed, taking his glasses off and rubbing his temples.

“Alright then,” he said. “Let’s get this show on the road. Strip.”

I bit my lip, staring at him. He put his glasses back on and looked up expectantly. I knew what he told me to do – I wasn’t confused about the meaning of the word “strip.” But to actually do it…

“Don’t waste my time,” he spat. I could hear Lindsay tittering behind me. “Take off your clothes!”

“Yes, sir,” I squealed. I shut my brain off, knowing that if I thought about it any more I would chicken out and it would be bye-bye college. Squeezing my eyes shut, I yanked my sweatpants down and stepped out of them, then drew my tank top over my head. I sighed in relief. That wasn’t so bad. It was like being in my bikini at the pool – old men always leered at me there, too.

It was so quiet in the room that I could hear the clock ticking. I peeked through one eye to see what kind of reaction I’d gotten from Dean Andrews. He looked…bored.

“And the rest of it,” he grumbled, gesturing at me to hurry up. All of it? He wanted me to take off everything? Couldn’t he punish me with my bra and panties still on? My C-cup breasts shook as panic set in, my thighs squeezing together at the idea of being fully naked in front of the Dean and my RA. Was I nervous or excited? I couldn’t tell. But I could tell I wasn’t winning any brownie points by making Dean Andrews wait.

My bra and panties joined the pile on the floor, and I stood there naked. My nipples were hard from the cold air in the room, and I instinctively moved to cover myself.

“Stop,” Dean Andrews snapped. “Don’t move. Let me see if you’re even worth it…”

Shame burned my cheeks as the old man stared at my young, lithe, virgin body. I looked away, unsure of why it felt so hot to have him stare at me like a predator staring at its prey. Glancing over at Lindsay, I saw a strangely lustful look on her face. She was staring at my ass, not even trying to hide it!

“You’ll do,” Dean Andrews finally said. He stood, his chair scraping across the tile floor. “On your knees then.”

He started to approach me from behind the desk, and my skin tingled with each step of his approach. Mindlessly, I sank down to my knees before him, unable to release my gaze from his stern and commanding features.

My mouth felt dry, but at the same time I was salivating with excitement. My hard nipples ached with each slight shift of air in the room, and my pussy pulsed with heat. I couldn’t believe how my body was reacting to this sick, perverted scenario! But as Dean Andrews finally came to a stop, inches from my face, and unzipped himself, all thought of how wrong it was flew from my mind. All I could think about was the thick, throbbing cock he held in his hand.

White hairs curled around the base, and the flesh was a shade pinker than the rest of his body. I’d never seen a cock in real life, but his seemed exceptionally large! Like way too large to be my first. What was I even supposed to do with it? I was afraid of having that big thing ripping me open, and swayed backwards to get away from it. Dean Andrews stopped me with one swift movement, grabbing my ponytail and using it to hold my head in place.

“No need to be shy,” he growled. “Go ahead. Suck it.”

Pre-cum glinted at the tip, and I found myself curious about how it might taste. But I’d never sucked a cock before – I didn’t know what to do! Blinking up at him, I hoped he might offer some assistance before I had to debase myself even further in front of Lindsay. But he just looked more and more impatient with each passing second. He was stroking the shaft slowly, keeping it nice and hard while he waited for me to start giving him head. I licked my lips.

“Well?” Dean Andrews finally grunted. “I’m waiting!”

“I don’t know how,” I whimpered. “I’ve never…before.”

“Oh, for chrissakes,” he rolled his eyes. “It’s easy. Just open your mouth.”

I did, dropping my jaw.

“Now lick it like an ice cream cone. The best popsicle you’ve ever had. Worship every inch. Make sure you look me in the eye while you do it, so I know you’re enjoying it. I like my students to be good little cocksuckers.”

I guess I could do that…my heart hammered in my chest as I finally leaned forward, guided by his grip on my ponytail. I closed my eyes and wrapped my tongue around his cock. To my surprise, it didn’t taste nasty…just kind of musky and salty. I started to lick the shaft up and down, long wet trails from the base to the tip as Dean Andrews grunted approvingly. As I coated the whole thing with my spit, he began to pump his hips.

“Now open up,” he said in a husky voice, his fist pulling at my ponytail. I glanced up at him and did as he said, stretching my lips as wide as I could manage. Dean Andrews grabbed my chin at pulled, forcing my mouth open even wider. At the same time, he thrust his cock between my lips and into my throat! I gagged at once, but fought it back. Overwhelmed by the sensation of his cock rubbing the back of my throat, I barely noticed how hot it was getting in the room.

He was the first man I’d ever served with my mouth, but Dean Andrews certainly wasn’t treating it like a first time. Keeping his grip firm, he held me in place while assaulting my throat. Inch by inch, he forced himself deeper into my virgin mouth.

My eyes watered, tears streaming down my cheeks as he choked me with his fat cock. I could barely get enough air into my lungs, but Dean Andrews just pushed harder and harder until eventually he had every inch down my throat, my nose pressed into his pubes while he kept thrusting. I heard feminine moaning from behind me, but couldn’t focus on anything but Dean Andrews’ balls hitting my chin or his cock jammed down my throat. Off-balance, I reached for his thighs to steady myself.

Before I could make contact, he pushed me away, his cock popping out of my mouth with a wet slapping sound. I gasped, taking in deep breaths of sweet oxygen. But the relief was short-lived, as Dean Andrews grabbed me by the neck and yanked me to my feet. I squealed, forced to follow him on tip-toe as he dragged me across the room to his desk.

“This will be easier for both of us,” he promised, swinging me onto the hard wood surface. My ass hit it with a smack, Dean Andrews pulling me until my head hung off one end of the long desk. My long blonde ponytail nearly grazed the floor. My body was flushed and I panted, overheated and dazed from the Dean’s rough treatment.

“Her body is so cute,” Lindsay squeaked from across the room. I looked over just in time to see her hand down her skirt. She was playing with herself while watching Dean Andrews rape my virgin throat! There were rumors that Lindsay liked to swing both ways, and now I knew it was true. She had been checking me out!

“Why don’t you get over here and play with it for me?” Dean Andrews advised, positioning himself at my mouth once more. He grabbed my tits and pressed the head of his cock against my  lips. I obeyed his silent demand, spreading them wide. All the blood was rushing to my head, making the whole thing feel dreamlike and bizarre. A second later, Dean Andrews was sliding down my throat again, this time managing to go even deeper.

The angle of my head hanging down made my throat feel looser, and the Dean’s hands playing with my tits was starting to feel very good. He pinched and teased my nipples, sliding his cock back and forth between my lips in long, leisurely strokes. I squirmed, my pussy tingling with something like an itch – but deeper, hotter, wetter. The more Dean Andrews made me choke on his cock, the more he groped my virgin tits, the more I wanted to touch myself!

But it wasn’t long before someone else was touching me.

I knew it had to be Lindsay who knelt between my legs, grabbing my thighs and pulling them up. Something warm and light and damp landed on my tummy, then slowly made its way down to my mound. Lindsay was kissing my stomach…and then she was kissing my pussy! The sudden shock of pleasure made my whole body jerk off the desk, and I moaned around Dean Andrews’ cock.

I wanted to scream with pleasure as Lindsay began to lick my clit, using her tongue in long slow strokes – almost the same pace as Dean Andrews as he raped my throat. My hands found their way to Lindsay’s curly blonde locks, and my thighs clenched around her. I pushed her tightly against my cunt, my whole body buzzing. Dean Andrews must have liked what he was seeing, because he started to fuck my mouth faster. His balls smacked against my nose and eyes as he used my mouth and kneaded my tits.

“She tastes like a virgin,” Lindsay giggled from between my legs, prying me open with two fingers. She slid inside me, suckling my clit at the same time. I was so tight, she couldn’t get her fingers very deep inside me, but the slight friction made me feel like a coil ready to spring. I squirmed in heated ecstasy, choking on cock while she lapped and sucked my clit.

“I think the stupid little bitch wants to cum,” Dean Andrews growled. “And I wouldn’t mind watching her orgasm while I’m balls-deep in her throat…”

Lindsay moaned, and just as Dean Andrews pinched my nipples tight, she rolled her tongue over my clit and thrust her fingers up against my pussy. A brilliant pressure exploded inside me. For the first time ever, I came. A whole flood of juices dripped from my pussy, while I drooled on Dean Andrews’ pulsing cock. Lindsay kept licking me as I bucked and shuddered underneath her.

In my throat, I felt Dean Andrews’ cock swell and throb. The final throes of my orgasm swept me away as he emptied his balls in my throat. I swallowed each burst of jizz that shot into my throat, but there was so much of it that it leaked from my lips, down my face. His cum was red-hot, salty and thick, filling my young belly until it ached.

“That’s a good start,” Dean Andrews sighed, pulling his softening dick from my mouth. I swallowed the last gulps of cum, still feeling dazed. Even when hands pulled me forward on the desk, so that my head finally rested on wood, I felt like all my blood was pounding in my temples. Blinking, I realized that Lindsay was completely nude.

Her C-cup breasts grazed my tender flesh as she crawled up my body, a smile on her face. Before I could comprehend it, she was kissing me, her tongue probing my mouth, tasting Dean Andrews’ cum. I moaned into her soft mouth, her lips luscious. I never liked girls but as she ground her body against mine, I felt an unmistakable desire to wrap my legs around her.

Then it hit me: what had Dean Andrews said?

A good start?

“What now, Dean Andrews?” Lindsay purred, still grinding against me on the Dean’s desk. She arched her back, pressing her nipples against mine, and I found myself itching to feel her breasts in my palms.

“Why don’t you two amuse me until I’m ready to give this little brat the fucking she deserves," Dean Andrews said, sitting in his overstuffed chair behind the desk, lecherous eyes watching our young bodies writhe together. I gasped as Lindsay thrust a knee against my dripping slit.

“Yes, sir,” Lindsay cooed. “I think she should return the favor, don’t you?”

The older girl looked down on me and winked, abruptly rolling off my prone body. I felt cold without her soft flesh covering mine, and I instinctively twisted towards her.

“You heard her,” Dean Andrews barked at me. “Make Lindsay cum!”

I didn’t know how to do that! I looked at her tan, curvy body. Her blonde hair was a halo around her cherubic face, her bright blue eyes twinkling with lust. She bent her legs at the knees and spread them, reaching down to touch her pussy. I could see she was already wet, and her hard little nipples pointed straight up at the ceiling. I looked to Dean Andrews for guidance. I didn’t even know if I wanted to do it with a girl, never mind how to do it…

“Start with my tits,” Lindsay chirped, grabbing my head suddenly. She yanked until my face fell between her generous breasts. My hands fell on either side of her. “Worship me, you naughty little slut!”

Well, ok. I could do that. Rolling over, I straddled her thigh and began to kiss her breasts. I cupped them from below, nervous to be too rough with them. Lindsay moaned her approval as I thumbed her nipples, my mouth exploring her soft, fragrant flesh. Her breasts were so supple, so responsive as I slowly massaged the flesh.

She tasted like vanilla, and I wanted more. A strange hunger rose inside me, and I moaned, licking all over both breasts while pinching her nipples. My hips slowly undulated, my pussy rubbing her bare thigh. When I finally took her nipple between my lips, Lindsay gasped and arched her back.

“Yesss,” she sighed. “Like that…more…”

Her panting, moaning sighs were so hot. I thrust harder against her thigh, my clit buzzing as I humped her. I glanced over and saw Dean Andrews stroking himself to hardness again, watching me suck and lick Lindsay’s taut flesh while getting off on her thigh between my legs.

“Lick my pussy,” Lindsay ordered, pushing on the top of my head. “Make me cum.”

I crawled down between her knees, finding myself face-to-face with her pink, puffy lips. Curious, I peeled them apart, noting the musky juice that dripped from her entrance. I’d barely ever even seen my own  pussy, never mind another girls! Lindsay’s was soft and peach, and my fingers traced her lips carefully. She moaned, hips moving towards me. I knew what I was supposed to do, and slowly leaned forward, wrapping my tongue around her clit. She immediately grabbed my head, forcing my face against her flesh.

“More!” she demanded. “Use that tongue, you filthy slut!”

I was dripping wet from all the abusive words they used on me, and Lindsay’s vanilla-tinted pussy was streaming as I lapped at her clit. It was a hard little button that almost vibrated under my tongue. I lost myself in the heat of her, feeling her thighs clench around my head, her body jerking as she cried out over and over again. Soon, she was thrusting upwards repeatedly, riding my mouth from below, holding my head in place while she fucked herself on my tongue. My own juices spilled down my thighs.

With my focus entirely on Lindsay, it’s no wonder I didn’t notice Dean Andrews getting up from his chair. I felt hands caressing my exposed ass as I knelt between Lindsay’s legs – it felt so good, I pressed back against them with a muffled moan. And then I felt something big and hard pressing against my virgin slit.

That finally snapped me back to reality. Fear struck me like a knife. I was actually about to lose my virginity to the Dean of Students, while I licked my RA’s pussy! But Lindsay was still gyrating against my lips, her hand keeping my head firmly positioned against her pussy. As Dean Andrews massaged my flesh and spread my cheeks, gently pushing forward, I couldn’t even move to protest. All I could do was prepare for the pain.

“Be a good girl, and hold still,” his rough voice reached me. “I’m about to take your virginity.”

“Keep going,” Lindsay whined at the same time. “So close…”

It sure seemed like she was close – she was pouring juices down my chin, thrusting her hips up quickly. I could feel her tight clit get even harder, swelling up under my tongue. Despite my fear, it was really hot knowing I was about to make her climax. She began to shudder, her nails digging into my scalp. Dean Andrews eased his way into my tight, teenage pussy.

Almost at the same moment, Lindsay came and Dean Andrews forced his way through my hymen, ripping me open. My jaw wide, I lapped at Lindsay’s juices, tears streaming from my eyes from the pain. I focused on the girl wiggling beneath me. Dean Andrews thrust forward once, hard, hard enough to force me off balance. As he pierced me all the way to my womb, taking my cherry once and for all, I fell forward, landing on top of Lindsay.

She reached for me, greedily closing her lips over mine, licking her own juices from my tongue. I moaned against her, the kiss warming me up as Dean Andrews positioned himself inside me. Slowly, my pussy began to stretch, fitting him snugly. He started to slide in and out of me steadily, holding my hips tight to keep me in place.

“So tight,” he groaned. “I haven’t fucked a virgin in way too long…it’s a shame that you’ll be all used up by the time graduation comes around!”

“That’s right,” Lindsay cooed, kissing my neck, pressing her body to mine. “We’re going to make you the campus toy. Every professor’s personal fuck puppet.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I was beginning to enjoy Dean Andrews’ cock pulsing inside me. He filled me up so much, stroking places inside me I never knew existed…Lindsay kissed me again, forcing her tongue into my mouth, swallowing my groan of desire. The Dean’s thick cock spread me over and over, hitting my deepest center and making me tremble. I whimpered against Lindsay’s lips, my hips pushing back to meet Dean Andrews’ thrusts.

“Very good,” Dean Andrews chuckled. “Go ahead. Fuck me.”

My lips were wrenched away from Lindsay’s as Dean Andrews fisted my ponytail and yanked – my back arched violently, hips rising. My whole body pounded with Dean Andrews’ thrusts, and soon I was pounding right back. It felt so good, having him fill me up, my clit rubbing against Lindsay’s leg…lust was rising inside me again, filling me with a delicious heat. Lindsay kissed my breasts, sucking my nipples, holding my hips and helping me fuck the Dean.

“I want you to cum,” Dean Andrews growled. He slapped my ass, making me go even faster. “Do it, slut.”

“Y-yes! Oh, god, yesss!” I squealed as the heat broke open inside me. Pleasure whipped through me like a storm. My juices dripped down the Dean’s shaft, down his balls, down my thighs. My whole body tightened and relaxed over and over, in perfect rhythm with his pounding cock. At the last moment, I felt him stab straight against my womb and let go.

His jizz flooded my pussy, burst after burst massaging my slit, leaving me dripping and warm. My clenching cunt milked him dry, until finally his balls were empty. Lindsay groaned, reaching between my legs to collect the dripping cum, swallowing it eagerly between red lips and then pulling me down to kiss her again so I could taste the salty cum on her tongue.

“Mmmm,” Lindsay moans, pulling back. “That was a good punishment.”

“I agree,” Dean Andrews said, putting himself away and zipping himself up. “I don’t think little miss…what was your name again?”

“Katherine,” I said, shocked to realize that the man I lost my virginity to didn’t even know my name!

“Little Miss Katherine won’t be misbehaving again anytime soon, will she?” Dean Andrews eyed me questioningly. I bit my lip. I guess I didn’t want to have to go through that again…but now that I’d lost my virginity, it wouldn’t hurt the next time…it would just feel good…

Lindsay giggled.

“Maybe the punishment was too good,” she said with a wink. I smiled back. She might have been right. Because even before Dean Andrews pushed us from his office, both of us still half-dressed, I was already thinking of more ways to get in trouble!

Join my mailing list for a free story and weekly freebie alerts!

Other Books by Betty Black (Always on Kindle Unlimited!):

After School Special
Breaking in the Bimbos
Obedience
Control
The Gang’s All Here
Three for the Money
First Time for Everything
Mindless Pleasures
Ready to be Used
Very Bad Brides
Sweet Revenge
Discipline
Breeders
Sweet Submission 
Corrupting the Coeds

The Making of an Office Toy: From Boss to Bimbo Full Series
A Perfect Submissive: His Living Doll Full Series
The Corporate Retreat Full Series
Mastering my Wife Full Series
Dorm Room Domination Full Series

First Time Fantasies Volume One, Mega Bundle
First Time Fantasies Volume Two, Mega Bundle
College Girl Confessional Mega Bundle
Ganging Up on the Girls Mega Bundle
Brats Treated Badly Incest Mega Bundle
Three’s a Crowd Menage Bundle
Begging for More Mega Bundle

Looking for hot BDSM Erotic Romance? I also write under the name Cassandra Blue!

His Perfect Little Pet
Kitten
The Sweetest Mistake

I write hot, taboo, BDSM fiction, and I especially love to write about virgin brats, black men taking charge, teenagers getting spanked, and hardcore master-submissive relationships! From reluctance to PI to unprotected ganging – I’ve got a little something for everyone!

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_84.jpg





