
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Midnight Cravings

The soft glow of the alarm clock read 2:17 AM when I rolled over to look at Mia's sleeping form. Her chest rose and fell in that rhythmic pattern I'd come to memorize over our two years together—the way her full breasts pushed against the thin fabric of her nightgown, then fell again in hypnotic rhythm. The confession she'd made three weeks ago still echoed in my mind, playing on repeat whenever I watched her sleep, making my cock throb with anticipation.

"I want you to take me while I'm sleeping," she'd whispered against my ear after we'd finished a particularly intense session, my cum still leaking from between her thighs. Her cheeks had flushed crimson, eyes averted as if she couldn't bear to see my reaction. "I've fantasized about waking up with you already inside me, feeling your thick cock stretching me open before I'm even conscious. The thought of being used while I'm unconscious drives me fucking wild. I get so wet just thinking about it—about being nothing but a warm hole for you to fuck while I can't say no."

I'd been stunned, aroused, and confused all at once. My cock had hardened instantly at her words, even though we'd just fucked twice. We'd established a safe word long ago, built trust through months of exploring boundaries, but this was different territory entirely. We talked about it extensively after—consent forms, boundaries, signals, safe words if she woke disoriented. She'd been explicit: "Don't be gentle. I want to feel used. I want to wake up sore and dripping with your cum. I want to feel claimed in my deepest fucking core."

Tonight was supposed to be the first night I'd act on her fantasy, and my cock had been rock-hard with anticipation since dinner, straining painfully against my boxers whenever I thought about what I was about to do to her unconscious body.

Mia had worn that little silk nightgown I loved—the one that barely covered her ass and showed the dark outline of her nipples through the thin fabric. The one that made her look like a fucking angel even as she whispered filthy promises in my ear. She'd kissed me deeply before bed, her tongue exploring my mouth as she ground her pussy against my thigh. "Remember what we talked about? Tonight's the night. I took an extra sleeping pill. I'll be out cold. Do whatever you want to me—I'm yours to use." Then she'd taken her sleep aid and curled up beside me, falling into a deep slumber within twenty minutes.

I'd waited, counting the minutes, making sure she was truly asleep. Now, watching her peaceful face—lips slightly parted, one hand tucked beneath her pillow—my cock strained against my boxers, a wet spot forming where pre-cum leaked from the tip. The moonlight filtering through our blinds cast striped shadows across her body, and I carefully pulled the covers back to expose her completely.

"Fuck," I whispered to myself, taking in the sight of her. The nightgown had ridden up during her sleep, exposing the curve of her ass and the lack of panties she'd promised. Her pussy lips were visible from behind, slightly puffy and pink, begging to be touched. My hand trembled slightly as I reached out to touch her thigh, the forbidden nature of what we'd arranged sending electricity through my veins.

I stroked her skin gently, feeling the softness that always drove me wild. Watching for any sign of waking. Nothing. Just the continued deep breathing of REM sleep. I moved my hand higher, cupping her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, spreading her cheeks to get a better view of her holes—both her pink pussy and the tight ring of her asshole exposed to me now in the dim light. My cock throbbed painfully, a surge of pre-cum wetting my boxers further.

Carefully, I rolled her onto her back, spreading her legs wide apart. She mumbled something incoherent but didn't wake. I positioned myself between her thighs, pushing the silk nightgown up to her waist, then further until it bunched around her neck, exposing her perfect tits to the cool air of our bedroom. Her nipples hardened instantly, dark pink peaks that I couldn't resist leaning down to suck. I took one into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, biting gently the way she loved when awake. Her body responded even in sleep—a soft moan escaping her lips, her back arching slightly, but her eyes remained closed, consciousness still far away.

Her pussy was fully exposed to me now—that perfect pink slit I'd licked and fucked countless times, but never like this, never while she was completely surrendered to sleep. Her outer lips were slightly parted, revealing the glistening inner folds that always drove me wild. Even unconscious, her body seemed to be preparing itself for me.

I lowered my head, inhaling her musky scent before running my tongue along her folds, from her opening all the way up to her clit. Even in sleep, her body responded, a slight dampness greeting my tongue that quickly became a flood as I worked her with my mouth. I worked her slowly, deliberately, flicking my tongue against her clit while sliding a finger inside her tight hole. Her pussy gripped my finger hungrily, as if trying to pull it deeper. I added a second, feeling the ridged wall of her g-spot, pressing firmly the way that always made her scream when she was awake.

Her body reacted with a stronger arch, a louder moan escaping her lips, but her eyes remained closed, consciousness still far away. I could feel her getting wetter, her juices coating my fingers and running down to the crack of her ass.

"That's it, baby," I whispered against her pussy, feeling like I was committing the most delicious crime. "Get nice and wet for me. Your cunt doesn't even know you're asleep, does it? It's still hungry for cock."

I worked a third finger in, stretching her open, pumping slowly as I continued to lick and suck at her clit. Her breathing changed slightly, becoming more shallow, but still held the rhythm of sleep. Her pussy grew wetter under my ministrations, practically gushing around my fingers as I found that spot inside her that made her shake. I curved my fingers, pressing hard against her g-spot while sucking her clit directly between my lips.

To my amazement and arousal, her body responded the way it sometimes did when she was awake—a sudden gush of fluid squirted from around my fingers, soaking the sheets beneath her ass. She'd just squirted in her sleep, her unconscious body climaxing without her mind even knowing it was happening.

"Holy fuck," I groaned, my cock painfully hard now, demanding attention. I'd never been so turned on in my life.

When I finally pulled away, my face was slick with her juices, my beard dripping with her wetness. I stripped off my boxers, my cock springing free—harder than I could ever remember being, angry red and swollen with need, a thick string of pre-cum connecting the tip to my stomach. The taboo nature of what we were doing had me so fucking turned on I could barely think straight.

I positioned the head of my cock at her entrance, slapping it against her clit a few times, watching her body jerk slightly in response. Then I rubbed it through her wetness, coating myself in her juices. "God, I fucking love you," I murmured, though I knew she couldn't hear me. Then I began to push inside, feeling her tight opening stretch around my girth, watching as her pussy lips clung to my shaft as I sank deeper and deeper.

The sensation was mind-blowing—her tight, wet cunt gripping me as I sank into her sleeping body. Without her conscious participation, there was something primal about it, something raw and animalistic that made my heart pound in my chest. I bottomed out inside her, feeling her cervix kiss the head of my cock, her inner walls clutching around me like a velvet vice.

"Fuck, Mia," I groaned, beginning to move in slow, measured thrusts. "Your pussy feels so goddamn good wrapped around my cock. If you could see yourself right now—legs spread wide, taking my cock while you sleep like the perfect little fucktoy you are."

I established a rhythm, watching in fascination as her breasts bounced with each thrust, jiggling enticingly. I grabbed them roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, pinching her nipples between my fingers and twisting them the way that always made her scream when awake. Her body responded even in sleep—nipples hardening further, pussy growing wetter, clenching around my invading cock, small unconscious moans escaping her lips.

The sight of her face—peaceful in sleep while I used her body for pleasure—was the most erotic contradiction I'd ever witnessed. I increased my pace, my balls slapping loudly against her ass as I drove into her harder. The wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock filled the room—obscene, squelching noises that only made me harder. Her head lolled to the side, lips parting further, but still she slept on, completely unaware of the pounding her cunt was taking.

I grabbed her ankles, pushing her legs back until her knees nearly touched her shoulders, opening her up even more. In this position, I could go deeper, hitting spots inside her that made her unconscious body shudder. I watched my cock disappear into her over and over, her pussy lips stretching around me, clinging to my shaft as I withdrew only to be pushed back in with each brutal thrust.

"Look at your greedy cunt," I growled, driving deeper. "Swallowing my cock while you don't even know it's happening. Gonna make you my fuck-puppet, gonna use you all night long."

I pulled out suddenly, flipping her limp body over onto her stomach. She didn't wake, just mumbled something incoherent as I roughly positioned her, pulling her hips up while her face remained pressed against the pillow. Her ass was raised in the air now, her soaking pussy and tight asshole fully exposed to me. I slapped her ass hard, watching the flesh jiggle and redden. She moaned in her sleep but didn't wake.

I grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them wide as I lined my cock up with her pussy again. In one brutal thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, groaning at the new angle that let me hit even deeper inside her. Her pussy seemed even tighter from behind, gripping my cock like it never wanted to let go.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I growled as I pounded into her, watching my cock disappear between her ass cheeks over and over. "To be nothing but a hole for me to fuck whenever I want. Your cunt doesn't care if you're awake or not—it's still hungry for my cock."

I reached around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continued to slam into her from behind. Her body responded instantly, her pussy clenching around me, getting impossibly wetter. I felt her having another unconscious orgasm, her inner walls fluttering and squeezing my cock as her body shook beneath me. It was the hottest thing I'd ever experienced—making her cum without her even knowing it was happening.

I felt my own orgasm building, that familiar tightening in my balls that signaled I was close. I increased my pace, fucking her so hard the headboard began to slam against the wall. Still, she didn't wake, just moaned and mumbled in her chemical-induced sleep.

"Gonna fill this sleeping pussy with cum," I growled, driving deeper. "Gonna pump you so full it'll be leaking out for days. You'll wake up with my cum dried on your thighs, your pussy sore and used, and you won't even remember how it happened."

Just before I came, her eyes fluttered—not quite opening, but shifting beneath her lids as if she was dreaming intensely. Her pussy clenched around me in another small orgasm, and it sent me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt and erupted inside her, pulse after pulse of hot cum shooting deep into her unaware body. I bit my lip to keep from shouting, the intensity of the orgasm nearly blinding me as I emptied what felt like a week's worth of cum into her unconscious depths.

"Fuuuuck," I groaned, grinding against her ass as I pumped the last few spurts into her. "Take it all, baby. Take every fucking drop."

As I came down from my high, still buried inside her, I noticed a slight smile on her sleeping face. Had she felt it somehow? Was she dreaming of me? The thought made my cock twitch inside her, not quite ready to be done despite the massive load I'd just deposited in her.

I stayed like that for several minutes, softening inside her, watching her sleep while my cum leaked from her pussy around my cock. When I finally pulled out, I was mesmerized by the sight of my seed dripping from her well-used hole, running down her thighs and pooling on the sheets below. Her pussy was red and slightly gaping, evidence of the hard fucking I'd just given her.

But I wasn't done. Not by a long shot.

Despite having just cum harder than I could ever remember, I found myself hardening again as I stared at her exposed, cum-filled pussy. The sleeping pills she'd taken would keep her out for hours yet, and I intended to make the most of every minute.

I rolled her onto her back again, spreading her legs to admire my handiwork. My cum was leaking out of her in thick globs, making a mess of our sheets. I scooped some up with my fingers and pushed it back inside her, finger-fucking her with my own seed. The dirty, squelching sounds made my cock throb back to life.

"Going to use every hole before the night is through," I promised her sleeping form, reaching for the lube in our nightstand.

I squirted a generous amount onto her tight asshole, watching as it glistened in the dim light. We'd done anal before when she was awake, but this would be different. I worked one lubed finger into her tight ring, feeling it resist before giving way. Her unconscious body tensed momentarily, then relaxed again as I worked the digit deeper. Soon I had two fingers inside her ass, scissoring them to stretch her open while she slept on, blissfully unaware.

My cock was fully hard again now, aching for release. I lubed it thoroughly, then positioned the head against her prepared hole. With gentle but firm pressure, I began to push inside, watching in fascination as her tight ring stretched around my cock head. There was more resistance than when she was awake and could consciously relax, but slowly, inch by inch, I sank into her forbidden passage.

"Jesus Christ," I hissed as I bottomed out in her ass, the tight heat enveloping me completely. "Your ass is so fucking tight, baby. Taking my cock so good even when you don't know it's happening."

I began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed as her body adjusted to the intrusion. I reached down to play with her pussy as I fucked her ass, finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles. Even in sleep, her body responded to the dual stimulation, her ass clenching around my invading cock, her pussy growing wetter under my fingers.

"That's it," I groaned, feeling myself getting close again. "Going to fill this tight ass with cum too. Going to mark every hole as mine."

Her breathing changed, becoming more rapid, small whimpers escaping her lips. For a moment I thought she might wake, but she settled back into deep sleep, her body responding to pleasure it didn't consciously feel. I increased my pace, fucking her ass harder, my balls slapping against her cum-soaked pussy with each thrust.

When I came, it was with a strangled groan, pumping her ass full of a second load, my vision blurring with the intensity of it. I collapsed on top of her, panting, my cock still buried in her ass, my seed leaking out around it as I softened.

Eventually, I pulled out, watching in fascination as her asshole gaped slightly before slowly closing, a trickle of my cum leaking out. She was a mess—her pussy and ass both dripping with my seed, her thighs and the sheets beneath her soaked with our combined fluids.

I should have cleaned her up, but the sight of her used body, marked with my cum, was too erotic to erase just yet. Instead, I rolled her onto her side, spooning against her back, my semi-hard cock nestled between her ass cheeks.

"You're going to be so sore tomorrow," I whispered in her ear, though I knew she couldn't hear me. "Your holes stretched and filled with my cum, and you won't even know how many times I fucked you while you slept."

I nuzzled into her neck, inhaling her scent mixed with the musky smell of sex that filled our bedroom. My hand drifted to her breast, cupping it possessively as I held her close.

"This is just the beginning," I promised, my cock already stirring again against her ass. "By morning, you'll be overflowing with my cum, marked inside and out as mine."

As I drifted off to sleep, my arm draped possessively over her waist, I wondered what the morning would bring. Would she remember anything? Would her body feel the difference? Would she wake up sore and aching, knowing she'd been used but unable to recall the details?

One thing was certain—this was just the beginning of exploring this fantasy. And from the throbbing hardness already returning to my cock as I held her sleeping form, I knew I was going to enjoy every fucking second of it. In fact, I was already planning what I'd do when I woke up in a few hours—perhaps I'd wake her with my cock already buried inside her, letting her come to consciousness filled with me, making the fantasy complete.

The night was still young, and her unconscious body was mine to explore in every filthy way I could imagine.


Chapter 2: Morning Revelations

I woke to the gray light of dawn filtering through our blinds, my cock already hard against Mia's sleeping ass. The digital clock read 5:43 AM—still early, but my body was alert with primal hunger. The memories of last night's activities flooded back, making my cock throb with renewed desire. Mia hadn't moved much since I'd fallen asleep; her breathing still deep and even, testament to the strength of the sleeping pills she'd taken.

The sheets beneath us were crusty with dried cum and her juices, the air still thick with the musky scent of sex. I peeled the blanket back to reveal her body—my cum had dried in flaky white trails down her thighs, her pussy lips still slightly swollen and red from the pounding I'd given her. Seeing her like this—used, marked, still unconscious—sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

"Fuck, baby," I whispered, running my hand over the curve of her hip. "Look what I did to you."

She didn't stir, completely at my mercy. The sleeping pill she'd taken was medical-grade, something her doctor had prescribed for her occasional insomnia. She'd told me it would keep her under for at least eight hours—"More than enough time for you to have your way with me," she'd purred before swallowing it down.

I shifted, moving down the bed to get a better look at my handiwork. Her pussy was a beautiful mess, her outer lips puffy and slightly parted, revealing inner pink flesh that glistened with the beginning of new arousal mixed with the remnants of last night's activities. Her asshole was still slightly reddened, a reminder of how I'd claimed that tight hole while she slept on, oblivious.

I couldn't resist. I leaned in and ran my tongue along her slit, tasting the tangy mix of her juices and my dried cum. The flavor was intoxicating—earthy, primal, forbidden. I lapped at her slowly, deliberately, working my tongue inside her to gather more of our combined essence. Even in sleep, her body responded, growing wetter under my ministrations.

"Always so responsive," I murmured against her pussy. "Even when you're not here."

I worked my way up to her clit, circling it with my tongue, applying just the right pressure that I knew would drive her wild if she were awake. Her breathing changed slightly, becoming more shallow. Her hips made a small, unconscious movement toward my mouth. I doubled my efforts, sucking her clit between my lips while sliding two fingers into her wet channel.

To my amazement and arousal, she came in her sleep—her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers, a fresh gush of wetness coating my hand, a soft moan escaping her lips. Yet her eyes remained closed, her mind still adrift in chemical-induced slumber.

My cock was painfully hard now, leaking pre-cum onto the sheets. I moved up her body, positioning myself between her legs. I lifted them, placing her ankles on my shoulders, opening her completely to me. From this angle, I could see everything—her glistening pussy, her tight asshole, the dried trails of my cum marking both holes as mine.

"Time for your morning filling," I growled, lining my cock up with her entrance. I pushed in slowly, savoring the sensation of her tight walls gripping me, watching in fascination as her pussy stretched around my girth. The sight of my cock disappearing into her unconscious body was hypnotic. "God, your cunt is still so tight, even after last night."

I bottomed out inside her, grinding my hips against hers, making sure I was as deep as possible. Her body accepted me completely, her inner walls clutching at my cock as if trying to pull me deeper still. I began to move, establishing a rhythm that grew steadily more intense. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her filled the room—obscene, filthy, perfect.

"You love this, don't you?" I said to her sleeping form, my voice rough with lust. "Being my unconscious fuck doll, taking my cock while you dream."

I wondered what was happening in her mind. Was she dreaming of sex? Could she feel, on some level, what I was doing to her body? The thought only made me harder, made me thrust deeper.

I changed the angle, lifting her hips higher, allowing me to hit that spot inside her that always made her scream when she was awake. Her body responded even now—her pussy clenched around me, a soft moan escaping her lips. I pounded into her relentlessly, watching her breasts bounce with each thrust, her face peaceful in sleep even as I used her body roughly.

"Gonna fill you up again," I groaned, feeling my orgasm building. "Gonna pump so much cum into this sleeping pussy you'll be leaking for days."

Just as I was about to come, something unexpected happened. Mia's eyes fluttered open, unfocused and cloudy with sleep and medication, but undeniably awake. For a split second, I froze, my cock buried deep inside her, teetering on the edge of orgasm.

"Don't stop," she slurred, her voice thick with sleep and drugs. Her eyes were glassy, barely focused, hovering in that twilight state between sleeping and waking. "Fill me up. Use me."

Those words sent me over the edge. I slammed into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my cock erupted, painting her insides with rope after rope of hot cum. I groaned like a dying man, my vision blurring with the intensity of my orgasm, my hips jerking uncontrollably against hers.

"Fuck, Mia," I panted, still coming inside her. "Taking my cum so good."

Her eyes had drifted closed again, but a small smile played on her lips. I wasn't sure if she'd remember this moment of semi-consciousness, this brief connection in the middle of our taboo play. The thought that she might—that she might carry this fragment of memory into her waking life—made my cock pulse with a final spurt of cum deep inside her.

As my orgasm subsided, I remained buried inside her, watching her face. Her breathing had already returned to the deep rhythm of sleep. The pills in her system had pulled her back under after that brief moment of awareness. I brushed a strand of hair from her face, marveling at how beautiful she looked—used, filled with my seed, drifting in chemical dreams.

I carefully withdrew, watching in fascination as my cum immediately began to leak from her well-used hole. On impulse, I reached for my phone on the nightstand, opening the camera app. We'd discussed this too—the possibility of photos, another layer to the fantasy. She'd been enthusiastically on board, her only stipulation being that I keep them secure, for our eyes only.

I took several shots of her cum-filled pussy, the white fluid dripping obscenely from her pink folds. I captured her face too—peaceful in sleep, unaware of the debauchery her body had participated in. These images would be for later, for us to look at together when she was fully awake, part of the erotic retelling of what had happened while she was under.

Setting my phone aside, I considered my options. It was still early, not quite 6:30 AM. Mia would likely sleep for at least another hour, maybe two. My cock was softening, but I knew from experience it wouldn't take long to recover. The sight of her used body, the knowledge that I could continue to use her however I wanted while she remained unconscious, was an aphrodisiac like nothing I'd ever experienced.

I decided to clean her up a bit first. I went to the bathroom, wet a washcloth with warm water, and returned to gently wipe away the worst of the dried mess from her thighs and between her legs. I was careful not to be too thorough—the idea of her waking later to find traces of dried cum on her skin, evidence of how thoroughly she'd been used, was too erotic to erase completely.

As I cleaned her, my fingers occasionally dipped into her pussy, feeling the warm wetness of my fresh load mixed with her own juices. Each time I did this, her body responded subtly—a small shift of her hips, a soft sigh escaping her lips. Even in deep sleep, her body was attuned to pleasure, hungry for more.

By the time I finished cleaning her, my cock was hard again. I tossed the washcloth aside and moved to straddle her chest, my knees on either side of her torso. Her breasts formed a perfect channel for my cock, and I pressed them together around my shaft, creating a tight passage to thrust into.

"Going to fuck these perfect tits now," I told her sleeping form, beginning to slide my cock between her breasts. The friction was incredible, made better by the knowledge that she was completely unaware, that I was using yet another part of her body purely for my pleasure while she slept on.

I reached for the lube on the nightstand, drizzling it between her breasts to make the glide smoother, wetter. The sound of my cock sliding through the slick channel was obscene, adding another layer to my arousal. I watched her face as I fucked her tits—peaceful, unaware, beautiful.

"Your body exists for my pleasure," I growled, increasing my pace. "Every hole, every curve, mine to use whenever I want."

The head of my cock bumped against her chin with each thrust, occasionally brushing her slightly parted lips. The temptation was too great. I shifted position, moving higher up her body until the tip of my cock pressed against her mouth.

"Open up, baby," I murmured, using my thumb to gently pull her lower lip down. Her mouth opened slightly, just enough for me to work the head of my cock inside. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped me, her tongue unconsciously shifting beneath my shaft. "Fuck, that's it."

I was careful not to go too deep, mindful of her airway even in my lust-driven state. Just the head and first few inches, enough to feel the incredible sensation of her warm mouth around me without risking her safety. Her lips naturally closed around my girth, creating a seal that intensified every sensation.

"Look at you," I groaned, slowly working my cock in and out of her sleeping mouth. "Taking my cock in every hole, like the perfect fuck doll you wanted to be."

The sight of her face, peaceful in sleep while my cock slid between her lips, was the most erotic contradiction imaginable. I reached behind me, finding her pussy with my fingers, working them inside her cum-filled hole as I continued to fuck her mouth. The position was awkward but intensely arousing—using both her holes simultaneously while she remained completely passive, completely surrendered.

I didn't last long. The taboo nature of what I was doing, the multiple sensations of her warm mouth and tight pussy, the visual of her unconscious face taking my cock—it all combined to bring me to the edge quickly. I pulled out of her mouth just as my orgasm hit, painting her face with strand after strand of hot cum. It landed across her cheeks, her parted lips, even in her hair—marking her in the most primitive, possessive way imaginable.

"Fuck," I panted, watching my seed drip down her sleeping face. "Marked inside and out now."

I took more photos, capturing her cum-covered face from multiple angles. These would be the most taboo of all the images, the most explicit evidence of how thoroughly I'd used her while she slept. She would blush when she saw them later, I knew, but her pussy would get wet too—the visual confirmation of her fantasy fulfilled.

I cleaned her face carefully, making sure her airway remained clear, wiping away the worst of the mess with the discarded washcloth. Again, I left traces—small flecks of dried cum at the corner of her mouth, in her hair—breadcrumbs for her to discover when she finally woke.

By now, the sky outside our window had lightened considerably. The clock read 7:15 AM. Mia would likely begin to stir soon as the medication wore off and her normal sleep cycle reasserted itself. I considered my options, deciding on one final act before she woke fully.

I positioned myself between her legs again, but this time, I didn't immediately enter her. Instead, I took my time exploring her body with my hands and mouth, treating it as the temple it was despite the debauchery of the night and early morning. I kissed her inner thighs, the soft skin of her stomach, the underside of her breasts. I sucked her nipples until they stood hard and erect, responsive even in sleep.

When I finally positioned my cock at her entrance again, it was with a different intention. I wanted to be inside her as she woke, to fulfill the ultimate fantasy she'd described—coming to consciousness with me already deep inside her, the line between sleep and wakefulness blurred by pleasure.

I slid in easily, her pussy still wet and open from earlier. I established a gentle rhythm, nothing like the rough pounding I'd given her before. This was more intimate, more connected, though she was still unaware. I watched her face carefully for signs of waking, adjusting my pace to ensure I'd be deep inside her at just the right moment.

Her breathing began to change first, becoming less regular, more shallow. Her eyelids fluttered, small movements behind closed lids indicating she was rising toward consciousness. I continued my steady thrusts, reaching down to circle her clit with my thumb, wanting her to wake to pleasure.

"Come back to me, baby," I whispered, leaning down to kiss her neck, her jawline. "Feel me inside you."

Her eyes opened slowly, unfocused at first, then gradually sharpening as awareness returned. Confusion flashed across her face for a split second, then recognition, then—most beautifully—arousal. Her pupils dilated as she realized what was happening, as the sensation of my cock buried inside her registered in her newly conscious mind.

"Oh god," she gasped, her voice rough from sleep. Her inner walls clenched around me as full awareness hit her. "You're—you're inside me."

"I've been inside you all night," I told her, maintaining my steady rhythm. "Using this perfect body while you slept, just like you wanted."

Her eyes widened, her pussy growing noticeably wetter around my shaft. "Tell me," she demanded, her hips beginning to move against mine. "Tell me everything you did to me."

And so I did, continuing to fuck her gently while I detailed every depraved act I'd performed on her unconscious body throughout the night. With each revelation, her arousal grew, her pussy clenching around me, her breathing becoming more ragged.

"I filled your pussy with cum twice while you were out cold," I told her, watching her eyes darken with lust. "Fucked your ass until you were gaping, pumped another load deep inside you there."

"Yes," she moaned, her hips moving more urgently against mine. "What else?"

"I used your mouth too," I continued, increasing my pace to match her growing urgency. "Fucked those perfect lips while you slept, came all over your beautiful face."

Her hand flew to her hair, finding a spot where dried cum still clung to the strands. The discovery made her gasp, her pussy clenching hard around my cock.

"You used me completely," she whispered, awe and arousal mingling in her voice. "Used me like a fuck doll."

"Just like you wanted," I confirmed, driving deeper now, feeling my own orgasm building again. "Your body was mine to use however I wanted, and I took full advantage."

"I can feel it," she moaned, her hand moving between her legs to press against her lower abdomen. "I can feel how full I am with your cum. I'm so sore, so used."

Those words sent me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt inside her and came again, adding yet another load to her already filled pussy. She came with me this time, fully conscious, fully aware of the sensation of being pumped full of my seed. Her body convulsed beneath mine, her inner walls milking every drop from my cock as she cried out in pleasure.

As our orgasms subsided, I remained inside her, unwilling to break our connection just yet. I kissed her deeply, our first real kiss since she'd awoken, pouring all my love and devotion into the contact.

"Was it everything you hoped for?" I asked when we finally broke apart, both breathing heavily.

Her smile was radiant, satisfied in a way I'd never seen before. "Better," she whispered, reaching up to touch my face. "So much better. I can feel it in my body—how thoroughly you used me, how completely I was yours."

I shifted, finally withdrawing from her with a wet sound that made us both groan. My cum immediately began to leak from her well-used hole, adding to the mess on the sheets beneath us.

"I took pictures," I admitted, reaching for my phone. "To show you later."

Her eyes lit up with interest. "Show me now," she demanded, making grabby hands for the device.

We spent the next half hour scrolling through the evidence of the night's activities, her pussy getting visibly wetter as she saw each depraved image—her unconscious body being used in every way imaginable, cum leaking from every hole, her face peaceful in sleep while the most obscene acts were performed upon her.

"We are definitely doing this again," she declared when we'd seen all the photos, her hand already finding my semi-hard cock, stroking it back to fullness. "Next time, I want you to invite a friend."

The suggestion sent a jolt of electricity through me, my cock instantly hardening in her hand. "Are you serious?" I asked, searching her face for any sign of hesitation.

Her smile was wicked, her eyes dark with desire. "Completely," she confirmed, squeezing my shaft. "I want to wake up having been used by multiple men, stretched and filled in ways I can't even imagine. I want to be absolutely destroyed while I sleep, then told all about it when I wake up."

I groaned, already imagining the possibilities. "You're insatiable," I told her, rolling her beneath me again, my cock pressing against her entrance. "And I fucking love it."

As I sank into her once more, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper, I knew this was just the beginning of our exploration. The boundaries of our relationship had expanded overnight, opening up possibilities I'd never dared imagine.

And from the hungry look in her eyes as she pulled me down for a kiss, I knew she felt exactly the same way.

"Fuck me," she whispered against my lips. "Fuck me like you did when I was sleeping. I want to feel it, to remember it this time."

I was all too happy to oblige.


Chapter 3: The Confession

Two weeks had passed since that first night, and Mia's fantasy had evolved into a regular part of our sex life. Twice more she'd taken her sleeping pills and surrendered herself completely to my desires, waking each morning to discover new ways her body had been used while she slept. Each time, I'd documented everything with photos and videos, creating a depraved archive that we'd watch together afterward, her pussy growing wet as she witnessed her unconscious body being used as my personal fuck toy.

But tonight was different. Tonight, I was going to fulfill her most recent request—the one that had made my cock instantly hard when she'd whispered it in my ear.

"I want you to invite Jake," she'd said, referring to my best friend since college. "I've seen how he looks at me when he thinks no one's watching. I want to wake up having been used by both of you."

The suggestion had initially shocked me—Jake was married to Amy, after all—but Mia had just smiled knowingly. "They have an arrangement," she'd informed me. "Amy told me at girls' night last month. They play with others sometimes. Trust me, he'll say yes."

She'd been right. One text message later, and Jake had responded with an enthusiastic affirmative, followed by a string of questions about boundaries and expectations. We'd spent the next week planning every detail, establishing rules and signals, making sure everyone was comfortable with what would happen.

Now, at 9:30 PM, I watched as Mia swallowed her sleeping pill with a sip of wine, her eyes locked with mine over the rim of the glass. She was wearing a black lace bodysuit that left very little to the imagination, the material so sheer I could see her nipples and the neatly trimmed patch of hair between her legs.

"I should be out within half an hour," she said, setting the glass down and stretching languidly on our bed. "Jake's coming at ten?"

I nodded, my cock already hardening at the thought of what was to come. "He texted five minutes ago. He's on his way."

She smiled, a mixture of nervousness and arousal in her expression. "I can't believe we're actually doing this. I'm already so wet thinking about it." She guided my hand between her legs, letting me feel the dampness that had soaked through the thin material of her bodysuit.

"Jesus, Mia," I groaned, rubbing her through the lace. "You really want this, don't you? Want to be used by two men while you sleep?"

She bit her lip, nodding. "I want to wake up sore in every hole, leaking cum, knowing I've been passed back and forth between you like a toy." Her voice was breathy with arousal. "Take videos, not just pictures. I want to hear the sounds, see the movements. I want to know exactly what happened."

I leaned down to kiss her deeply, my hand still working between her legs. "I'll record everything," I promised. "Every depraved moment."

We spent the next twenty minutes like that—kissing, touching, building the anticipation. I could feel the sleeping pill beginning to take effect; her responses became slower, her eyelids heavier. By the time the doorbell rang, announcing Jake's arrival, she was already drifting off.

"Have fun," she mumbled, her words slurring slightly as sleep began to claim her. "Use me good."

I kissed her forehead, then went to answer the door. Jake stood on the threshold, a mix of nervousness and excitement on his face. Despite being married, he was an attractive man—tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of confidence that came from knowing he was good-looking.

"Is she...?" he asked as he stepped inside, not finishing the question.

"Almost," I replied, leading him toward the bedroom. "The pill's kicking in. She'll be completely under in a few minutes."

Jake nodded, his eyes darkening with anticipation. "Amy says hi, by the way. She made me promise to tell her everything afterward."

I raised an eyebrow at that. "Everything?"

He grinned. "She gets off on it—hearing about me with other women. Sometimes she watches, but she thought this particular scenario might work better with just the two of us."

That was an interesting tidbit I filed away for future reference. Perhaps next time, Amy might join us as well—another layer to the fantasy that I was sure would make Mia's pussy drip when I suggested it.

We entered the bedroom to find Mia exactly as I'd left her, sprawled on the bed in her revealing bodysuit, her breathing deep and even. I checked her pupils, lifting one eyelid carefully—dilated and unresponsive. She was fully under.

"Fuck, she's gorgeous," Jake breathed, taking in the sight of her. "I've always thought so, but seeing her like this..."

"I know," I agreed, already reaching for my phone to set up for recording. "And tonight, she's ours to use however we want."

I positioned my phone on the tripod we'd set up earlier, making sure it had a clear view of the bed. Once the recording was started, I turned to Jake with a grin. "How do you want to begin?"

He swallowed, his eyes never leaving Mia's sleeping form. "Let me watch you with her first," he suggested. "Show me how she likes it."

I nodded, moving to the bed. I ran my hands over Mia's body, feeling the lace of her bodysuit beneath my fingers. "She loves it rough," I told Jake, grabbing a handful of the material at her crotch and tearing it open to expose her pussy. The sound of ripping fabric was loud in the quiet room. "Even more so when she's like this. She wants to wake up feeling used."

Jake groaned, his hand moving to adjust his obvious erection through his jeans. "That's so fucking hot."

I spread Mia's legs wide, exposing her completely to our gaze. Her pussy was already wet, her arousal evident despite her unconscious state. "Her body knows what's coming," I said, running a finger through her folds. "Even in sleep, she gets wet at the thought of being used."

I slid two fingers inside her, feeling her inner walls grip them tightly. I pumped them in and out a few times, then withdrew them, glistening with her juices. I held them up to Jake. "Want a taste?"

His eyes darkened as he stepped forward, taking my wrist and guiding my fingers into his mouth. He sucked them clean, groaning at the flavor. "Fuck, she tastes good."

"Wait till you taste her directly," I promised, returning my attention to Mia. I lowered my head between her legs, licking a long stripe from her entrance to her clit. Her body responded even in sleep, her hips shifting slightly toward my mouth.

I worked her with my tongue, showing Jake how she liked it—firm pressure on her clit, occasional dips inside her entrance, the pattern that always made her come when she was awake. Jake watched intently, stripping off his clothes as he did so. When he was fully naked, I got my first look at what he was packing—thick and long, with a pronounced upward curve that I knew would hit all the right spots inside her.

"Impressive," I commented, nodding toward his cock. "She's going to feel that tomorrow."

He grinned, stroking himself slowly as he watched me continue to eat Mia's pussy. "That's the idea, isn't it? For her to wake up feeling thoroughly fucked?"

I nodded, then returned to my task, working Mia with my mouth until her unconscious body responded with a small orgasm, her thighs trembling, a soft moan escaping her lips even in sleep. The sound made Jake groan, his hand moving faster on his cock.

"Easy," I warned him. "We've got all night. Don't want to waste that load too soon."

I stood up, wiping Mia's juices from my beard, and began to strip. Once naked, my cock standing proudly at attention, I gestured to Jake to join me on the bed. "Let's get her out of this bodysuit. I want her completely naked for what we're going to do."

Together, we maneuvered Mia's limp body, pulling the torn bodysuit off her and tossing it aside. She was completely nude now, vulnerable and beautiful in her unconsciousness. I positioned her in the center of the bed, arranging her limbs in a way that would give us easy access to all her holes.

"How do you want to start?" I asked Jake, seeing the hunger in his eyes as he looked at Mia's naked body.

He considered for a moment, his hand still lazily stroking his impressive cock. "Let's both use her mouth," he suggested. "I want to feel those lips wrapped around me while she's out cold."

The suggestion sent a jolt of arousal through me. We positioned ourselves on either side of Mia's head, our cocks level with her face. I gently turned her head toward me, using my thumb to part her lips. "Like this," I demonstrated, slowly pushing the head of my cock into her mouth. "Not too deep—we don't want to choke her. But her reflexes still work even when she's asleep."

To prove my point, I pushed a little further, watching as her throat automatically adjusted to accommodate me, her lips closing around my shaft. The sensation was incredible—warm, wet, and completely passive.

I pulled out after a few gentle thrusts, turning her head toward Jake. "Your turn."

He hesitated only briefly before guiding his cock to her parted lips. I watched in fascination as he slowly pushed inside, his thickness stretching her mouth wider than mine had. A groan escaped him as her warm mouth enveloped him.

"Holy fuck," he breathed, beginning to move carefully in and out of her sleeping mouth. "This is the hottest thing I've ever done."

I moved my hand to Mia's pussy, finding it even wetter than before. "Look how wet she is," I told Jake, showing him my glistening fingers. "Her body knows she's being used by two men, even if her mind doesn't."

Jake groaned again, his pace increasing slightly as he fucked Mia's mouth. I continued to play with her pussy, working my fingers inside her, stretching her open in preparation for what was to come. After a few minutes, Jake pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting his cock to her lips.

"I need to fuck her," he said, his voice rough with lust. "I've been fantasizing about this pussy for years."

I nodded, moving down the bed to make room for him between Mia's legs. "She's ready for you," I said, spreading her legs wider. "Just remember to pull out when you come—we want to save the creampies for later, give her multiple loads to wake up with."

Jake positioned himself between Mia's thighs, the head of his thick cock pressing against her entrance. I watched in fascination as he began to push inside, her pussy lips stretching around his girth. Her body accepted him even in sleep, her inner walls gripping his invading cock as he sank deeper.

"Fuck, she's tight," he groaned, bottoming out inside her. "So fucking wet and tight."

I moved to position myself at Mia's head, turning her face toward me so I could use her mouth while Jake fucked her pussy. It was the ultimate depravity—using both her holes simultaneously while she remained completely unconscious, completely at our mercy.

As Jake established a rhythm, pounding into Mia's sleeping body, I pushed my cock into her mouth again, matching his pace. The sight of her being used at both ends, completely passive and unaware, was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed. My free hand found her breast, pinching her nipple, feeling it harden under my touch despite her unconscious state.

"This is fucking incredible," Jake panted, his hips slapping against Mia's thighs as he drove into her harder. "Her pussy is perfect. So wet, so responsive."

I could only nod in agreement, too lost in the sensation of her warm mouth around my cock to form coherent words. We used her like that for several minutes, our pace gradually increasing as our arousal built. I could tell Jake was getting close by the way his rhythm faltered, his breath coming in short gasps.

"Pull out," I reminded him, seeing the telltale signs of his approaching orgasm. "Come on her stomach."

With a groan of frustration, Jake withdrew from Mia's pussy, his cock slick with her juices. He stroked himself rapidly, aiming at her flat stomach, and came with a strangled cry. Rope after rope of thick white cum painted her skin, some reaching as high as her breasts.

The sight pushed me over the edge as well. I pulled out of her mouth and moved to straddle her chest, stroking my cock furiously until I erupted, adding my load to Jake's, marking her unconscious body with our combined seed.

For a moment, we both just panted, recovering from our intense orgasms, admiring the sight of Mia's cum-covered body. Her face remained peaceful in sleep, completely unaware of the debauchery taking place.

"That was just round one," I said once I'd caught my breath, looking at Jake with a grin. "We've got hours yet before she wakes up."

He returned the smile, his eyes already darkening again with renewed desire. "What's next?"

I reached for the lube on the nightstand. "Let's get her ass ready," I suggested, squirting a generous amount onto my fingers. "I want her to wake up having been thoroughly used in every hole."

Jake watched with obvious arousal as I worked the lube into Mia's tight hole, starting with one finger and gradually working up to three. Her body resisted at first, then gradually relaxed, accepting the intrusion. All the while, her face remained peaceful in sleep, completely unaware of what was being done to her.

"She'll feel that tomorrow," Jake commented, his cock already beginning to harden again at the sight. "Waking up with her ass stretched and sore."

"That's the point," I reminded him, continuing to work my fingers inside her. "She wants to feel used, to know her body served its purpose while she slept."

Once I was satisfied that she was properly prepared, I gestured to Jake. "You want first go at her ass? That curve in your cock will hit her just right."

He didn't need to be asked twice. He positioned himself between her legs, lifting them to rest on his shoulders, opening her completely. I helped guide his cock to her lubed hole, watching as he began to push inside. There was more resistance than with her pussy, her tight ring fighting the intrusion despite the preparation.

"Go slow," I advised, watching closely. "Even in sleep, her body needs time to adjust."

Jake nodded, applying steady pressure until the head of his cock popped past her tight ring. We both groaned at the sight—her tiny hole stretched obscenely around his thickness.

"Holy fuck," he breathed, pushing deeper by increments. "I've never felt anything this tight."

I reached between Mia's legs to play with her clit as Jake worked his cock into her ass, providing stimulation that made her unconscious body more receptive to the invasion. Her pussy grew wetter under my touch, a physical response to pleasure even as her mind remained adrift in chemical sleep.

Finally, Jake was fully seated inside her, his cock buried to the hilt in her ass. He stayed like that for a moment, savoring the sensation, before beginning to move. Slow, shallow thrusts at first, then gradually deeper, harder, as her body adjusted to accommodate him.

"This is fucking unreal," he panted, his pace increasing. "Taking her ass while she's completely out of it."

I continued to play with her pussy as he fucked her ass, occasionally leaning down to lick her clit, feeling her unconscious body respond with small tremors of pleasure. The contrast between her peaceful face and the obscene use of her body was the ultimate turn-on, my cock hardening again despite having just come.

After several minutes of this, I suggested we switch positions. Jake carefully withdrew from her ass, his cock slick with lube and pre-cum. I took his place between her legs, lining my cock up with her now-gaping hole. The sight of it—slightly red and open from Jake's use—made me throb with renewed desire.

I pushed inside easily, her body already stretched and ready. The tight heat enveloped me, drawing a groan from deep in my chest. "Fuck her mouth while I take her ass," I told Jake, who nodded eagerly and positioned himself at Mia's head.

And so we continued, passing her between us like the fuck doll she'd wanted to be, using every hole in every combination we could imagine. We flipped her unconscious body over, taking her from behind. We arranged her in positions that would have been uncomfortable had she been awake, but in sleep, her limp body was completely pliant, completely at our mercy.

Hours passed in a haze of lust and depravity. We lost count of how many times we came, marking her body inside and out with our seed. We took breaks to recover, to hydrate, then returned to use her again. All the while, she slept on, unaware of the thorough fucking her body was receiving.

As dawn approached, we decided it was time for the grand finale. We wanted her to wake up filled with our cum, evidence of how thoroughly she'd been used throughout the night.

"Let's both finish inside her," I suggested, arranging her on her side. "You take her pussy, I'll take her ass. We'll fill her with cum simultaneously."

Jake nodded, his eyes dark with lust despite the hours of debauchery we'd already engaged in. We positioned ourselves around her limp form—Jake in front, entering her pussy with a smooth thrust, me behind, pushing into her well-used ass. The sensation of being inside her while another cock worked just a thin wall away was incredible, unlike anything I'd experienced before.

We established a rhythm, our cocks moving in and out of her in tandem, using her unconscious body for our final release of the night. Her face remained peaceful in sleep, though her breathing had changed slightly, becoming more shallow—a sign that she might begin to stir soon as the medication wore off.

"I'm close," Jake groaned, his pace increasing. "Going to fill this pussy with cum."

"Me too," I panted, driving deeper into her ass. "Let's fill her up. Give her something to wake up to."

With a few final, brutal thrusts, we came together, emptying ourselves into her sleeping body. I felt my cum flooding her ass as Jake groaned through his own release, pumping her pussy full of his seed. We stayed like that for several long moments, buried inside her, our cocks pulsing with the final spurts of our orgasms.

Finally, we withdrew, watching in fascination as our cum leaked from both her holes simultaneously—a thick white trail from her pussy, another from her ass, evidence of how thoroughly we'd used her throughout the night.

"Fuck, that's a beautiful sight," Jake murmured, his voice hoarse from hours of exertion. "She's going to feel that when she wakes up."

I nodded, reaching for my phone to capture the image—Mia's unconscious body, cum leaking from every hole, her skin marked with dried evidence of our earlier releases. It was the perfect final shot to complete the record of the night's activities.

Jake dressed shortly after, needing to get home before Amy left for her morning yoga class. We agreed he'd text later to hear how Mia had reacted upon waking. After he left, I returned to the bedroom, sliding into bed beside Mia's cum-covered form, pulling her against me despite the mess.

I dozed lightly, wakening fully when I felt her begin to stir beside me. Her breathing changed first, becoming more irregular, then her eyes fluttered open. Confusion crossed her features for a brief moment before recognition dawned, followed by a slow smile as she became aware of the state of her body.

"Oh god," she whispered, her voice hoarse (from having her throat fucked repeatedly, though she didn't know that yet). "You did it. You really did it."

I nodded, watching her face carefully for any sign of regret or discomfort. There was none—only arousal, wonder, and a hint of pride.

She shifted, wincing slightly as the movement reminded her of how thoroughly she'd been used. "I can feel it," she said, her hand moving between her legs to find the mixture of cum and her own juices still leaking from her well-used pussy. "I'm so sore. Everywhere."

"Jake just left about an hour ago," I told her, watching her eyes widen. "We used you all night, baby. Every hole, over and over. Just like you wanted."

Her pupils dilated with arousal, her breathing quickening. "Show me," she demanded, reaching for my phone. "I want to see everything."

And so we spent the morning in bed, her curled against me despite the mess, watching the video evidence of her defilement. She gasped at certain parts, moaned at others, her hand frequently dipping between her legs to feel the physical evidence of what she was seeing on screen.

"This is the hottest thing I've ever seen," she whispered as we watched a particularly depraved scene—Jake fucking her pussy while I used her mouth, her unconscious body bouncing between us like a rag doll. "I can't believe that's me."

When we finished watching the videos, she turned to me with a hunger in her eyes that surprised me given the state of her thoroughly used body. "I want to remember it this time," she said, pushing me onto my back and straddling me, wincing slightly as the movement stretched her sore muscles. "I want to feel you inside me while I'm awake, in the same pussy that you and Jake used all night."

Who was I to deny her? I hardened instantly at her words, at the sight of her above me—hair tangled, body marked with evidence of our night's activities, eyes dark with renewed desire despite (or perhaps because of) how thoroughly she'd been used.

As she sank down onto my cock, a mixture of our combined fluids squelching obscenely around my shaft, she leaned down to whisper in my ear: "Next time, I want three men. Or maybe a woman too. I want to wake up having been used in ways I can't even imagine."

My cock throbbed inside her at the suggestion, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I thrust up into her cum-filled pussy. "Anything you want," I promised, already imagining the possibilities. "Your body is a temple, and we'll worship it properly—whether you're awake to appreciate it or not."

Her laugh turned into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "My body is a fuck toy," she corrected, grinding down against me. "And I love that you understand exactly how to use it."

As she rode me toward another orgasm, her body still filled with the evidence of our night's debauchery, I knew our relationship had entered an entirely new realm—one where the boundaries between consent and surrender, between consciousness and oblivion, had been beautifully, depravedly blurred.

And we were just getting started.


Chapter 4: Insatiable Depths

Three months had passed since that first night with Jake, and Mia's fantasies had evolved far beyond what either of us had initially imagined. What had started as a simple desire to be taken in her sleep had morphed into increasingly depraved scenarios, each one pushing the boundaries further than the last. Tonight would be the culmination of weeks of planning—the most extreme fulfillment of her darkest desires yet.

I checked my watch: 9:45 PM. In fifteen minutes, our guests would arrive. Mia had already taken her sleeping pill—a stronger formulation than usual, guaranteed to keep her under for at least ten hours regardless of what was done to her body. She lay on our king-sized bed, already deep in chemical slumber, her breathing slow and even.

I'd dressed her—or rather, undressed her—exactly as we'd discussed. She wore nothing but a black leather collar around her neck, the word "SLUT" emblazoned on it in metal studs. Her makeup was deliberately excessive—dark smoky eyes, blood-red lipstick smeared slightly as if she'd already been face-fucked. Her hair was pulled into two high pigtails, perfect handles for what was to come. Her body was completely nude, legs spread wide, pussy freshly waxed and glistening with the lube I'd already worked into her.

"You look perfect," I whispered to her sleeping form, taking a few preliminary photos for her to see later. "A perfect fuck doll, ready to be used by anyone I choose."

The doorbell rang exactly at 10:00 PM. I gave Mia's exposed pussy one final slap, watching her body jerk slightly in response even as she remained deeply unconscious, then went to greet our guests.

Jake was the first to arrive, accompanied by his wife Amy—a petite redhead with a wicked glint in her eye. Behind them stood Ryan and Marcus, two friends from my gym who had jumped at the chance to participate when I'd carefully broached the subject after confirming their discretion. Last to arrive was Sarah, a bisexual dominatrix whom Mia had met at a sex club we'd visited. All had been thoroughly vetted, tested, and briefed on the rules and boundaries of what was to occur.

"Is she ready?" Amy asked, unable to hide her excitement. She'd confessed to harboring her own fantasies about Mia since watching the videos from our session with Jake.

"Completely under," I confirmed, leading them toward the bedroom. "The new medication is stronger than what she usually takes. She won't wake up no matter what we do to her."

The reaction when they entered the bedroom was everything I'd hoped for—sharp intakes of breath, muttered curses of appreciation, the unmistakable sounds of arousal at the sight of Mia's displayed body.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Marcus breathed, already palming his crotch through his jeans. "She looks like a goddamn fantasy."

Sarah moved forward first, professional dominatrix that she was, running a gloved hand over Mia's exposed body. "You've prepared her well," she commented, dipping two fingers into Mia's pussy to check her readiness. "Already lubed and relaxed. Perfect."

I'd set up multiple cameras around the room to capture the night's activities from every angle. With a nod to the assembled group, I pressed record on the main one. "She wants to see everything," I explained. "Every depraved thing we do to her while she's out."

"Then let's give her a show," Amy said, already stripping off her dress to reveal she wore nothing underneath. Her petite body was a stark contrast to Mia's fuller figure, but no less enticing with its small, perky breasts and the flame-red landing strip above her visibly wet pussy.

The others began to undress as well, revealing bodies in various states of fitness and arousal. Jake's thick, curved cock was already fully hard, as was Ryan's impressive length. Marcus, the most muscular of the group, sported a cock that matched his physique—thick and veined, intimidating in its girth. Sarah remained partially clothed, keeping her corset and thigh-high boots on, but removing the leather pants to reveal she wore a strap-on harness underneath, a substantial black dildo already attached.

"How do we start?" Ryan asked, stroking himself slowly as he stared hungrily at Mia's unconscious form.

Sarah took charge naturally. "Let's wake her body up first, even if her mind stays asleep." She reached into her bag and pulled out several implements—vibrators of various sizes, nipple clamps, a flogger. "Her conscious self may be absent, but her body can still experience pleasure and pain."

What followed was a methodical awakening of Mia's nerve endings—Sarah demonstrating techniques on her unconscious body that had us all mesmerized. She attached vibrating clamps to Mia's nipples, turned a wand vibrator to its highest setting and pressed it against her clit, all while delivering measured slaps to her inner thighs with the flogger. Mia's body responded beautifully—her back arching, pussy growing visibly wetter, soft moans escaping her lips even as her eyes remained firmly closed.

"She's having an orgasm," Sarah announced as Mia's body shuddered unmistakably, pussy contracting around the fingers Sarah had slipped inside her. "Completely unconscious, yet still cumming. Beautiful."

"Fuck, I need to use that mouth," Marcus growled, moving to position himself at Mia's head. He grabbed her pigtails roughly, using them to turn her face toward his massive cock. "Guide me," he said to me, acknowledging my role as the protector of her unconscious body.

I moved to help, gently opening Mia's slack mouth and guiding Marcus's cock inside. "Not too deep at first," I cautioned. "Let her throat adjust."

Marcus nodded, showing more restraint than his muscular appearance might have suggested. He pushed just the head of his cock into Mia's mouth, groaning as her warm lips enveloped him. "Fuck, that's good," he muttered, beginning shallow thrusts.

While Marcus used Mia's mouth, the others positioned themselves around her body. Amy climbed onto the bed, straddling Mia's face reverse-cowgirl style, pressing her wet pussy against Mia's chin just below where Marcus was fucking her mouth. The position allowed Amy to run her tongue over Mia's body—licking her nipples, belly, working her way down to her exposed pussy.

Jake and Ryan each took one of Mia's hands, wrapping her limp fingers around their cocks, using her like a human fleshlight. Sarah continued her ministrations with the vibrator, keeping Mia's body in a state of constant arousal despite her unconsciousness.

I stood back momentarily, taking in the scene—my girlfriend's unconscious body being used by five people simultaneously, her holes and hands all occupied, her body responding with physical pleasure even as her mind remained oblivious. My cock throbbed painfully at the sight, pre-cum leaking from the tip.

"Switch," Sarah commanded after several minutes, taking control of the scene. "Marcus, let Ryan have her mouth. Jake, you take her pussy first. Amy, sit on her face properly now."

Everyone moved as directed, rearranging themselves around Mia's limp form. Jake positioned himself between her spread legs, pushing his curved cock into her well-lubricated pussy with a groan of appreciation. Ryan took Marcus's place at her head, his longer but less thick cock sliding easily into her mouth. Amy lowered her dripping pussy directly onto Mia's face, grinding against her unconscious features.

"Fuck, her tongue is moving," Amy gasped in surprise. "She's licking me in her sleep!"

"Unconscious reflexes," Sarah explained, rubbing Mia's clit as Jake fucked her. "Her body knows what to do even if her mind is absent."

I moved to join them now, unable to remain a spectator any longer. I positioned myself beside Ryan, taking one of Mia's pigtails in my hand. "Share her mouth," I suggested, and Ryan nodded eagerly.

Together, we pressed our cocks against Mia's lips, stretching her mouth to accommodate both of us partially. The sensation of my cock rubbing against Ryan's as we both pushed into her warm mouth was incredible—taboo in its homoeroticism, yet intensely arousing in the context of using Mia together.

Marcus, not wanting to be left out, had moved to fondle and slap Mia's breasts as Jake continued to pound her pussy. The room filled with the sounds of sex—wet slapping, grunts and moans, Amy's increasingly loud cries as she approached orgasm riding Mia's unconscious face.

"I'm going to cum," Jake announced, his pace increasing. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside her," I directed, remembering Mia's explicit instructions. "She wants to wake up filled with cum in every hole."

Jake needed no further encouragement. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt in Mia's pussy, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside her. The sight pushed Amy over the edge; she came with a sharp cry, grinding her pussy hard against Mia's slack face, leaving a glistening trail of her juices on my girlfriend's unconscious features.

"My turn," Marcus said as Jake withdrew, his massive cock looking even more intimidating now that it was fully engorged. He positioned himself between Mia's legs, pressing the bulbous head of his cock against her cum-filled entrance.

"Go slow," Sarah cautioned, watching carefully. "She's unconscious and can't tell you if it's too much."

Marcus nodded, pushing forward with measured control. We all watched in fascination as Mia's pussy stretched to accommodate his impressive girth, her body accepting him inch by inch despite her unconscious state. Jake's cum provided additional lubrication, squelching obscenely as Marcus worked himself deeper.

"Holy fuck, she's taking it all," Ryan muttered, still fucking Mia's mouth alongside my cock. "Look at that pussy stretch."

Indeed, the sight was incredible—Mia's delicate flesh stretched taut around Marcus's massive intrusion, her body somehow accommodating him despite being unable to consciously relax or adjust. Once fully seated inside her, Marcus began to move, starting with gentle thrusts that gradually increased in intensity.

"Her body's responding," Sarah noted with clinical interest, pointing to the way Mia's nipples had hardened, how her pussy was visibly clenching around Marcus's shaft. "She's having pleasure responses even deep in unconsciousness."

Ryan and I continued to share Mia's mouth, our cocks sliding against each other as we used her slack lips and tongue. The taboo nature of it—essentially frotting in my unconscious girlfriend's mouth—added an unexpected layer of eroticism to the already depraved scenario.

"I'm close," Ryan groaned, his pace becoming erratic. "Want to cum down her throat."

"Do it," I encouraged, pulling my cock back slightly to give him full access. "Fill her stomach with the first load of the night."

Ryan pushed deep into Mia's throat, holding her head in place as he came with a strangled cry. We watched her unconscious swallowing reflex work, her throat bobbing as she reflexively consumed his seed even in deep sleep. When he withdrew, a small trickle of white leaked from the corner of her mouth, running down her cheek to join the mess Amy had left on her face.

The night continued in this fashion—all of us taking turns using Mia's unconscious body in every configuration imaginable. Sarah strapped Mia into a complex harness that kept her legs spread wide and her body accessible from all angles. We flipped her over, taking her from behind. At one point, Jake and Marcus double-penetrated her—Jake's curved cock in her ass, Marcus's massive member stretching her pussy beyond what seemed possible.

Throughout it all, Mia remained deeply unconscious, her body responding physically to the stimulation while her mind stayed far away. It was the ultimate objectification—she was nothing but holes to be used, a receptacle for our pleasure, exactly as she had fantasized.

Amy proved particularly creative, at one point producing a set of ben wa balls which she pushed into Mia's pussy alongside Ryan's cock, creating an intensely tight fit that had him coming almost immediately. Sarah used her dominatrix skills to introduce new sensations—hot wax dripped on Mia's nipples, ice cubes rubbed against her clit after it had been slapped to sensitivity, even a wartenberg wheel rolled across her inner thighs leaving tiny red marks that would puzzle her when she awoke.

Hours passed in a haze of depraved pleasure. We lost count of how many times each of us came, of how many loads were pumped into Mia's various holes. We took breaks to rehydrate, to recover, but always returned to her unconscious body, finding new ways to use her, to mark her as our collective property for this one incredible night.

As dawn approached, I suggested the grand finale. "Let's make sure she wakes up as thoroughly defiled as possible," I said, my voice hoarse from hours of exertion. "I want her to feel the evidence of what happened in every part of her body."

What followed was the most extreme use of Mia's unconscious form yet. We positioned her in the center of the bed, arranging her limbs for maximum accessibility. Jake took her pussy one final time, while I claimed her ass. Marcus positioned himself at her mouth, pushing his massive cock past her lips and into her throat. Ryan and Amy each took one of her hands, using them to masturbate themselves.

Sarah directed the scene, using the wand vibrator on Mia's clit while giving instructions. "All of you cum inside her or on her at the same time," she commanded. "Mark every inch of this sleeping slut."

We established a rhythm, all of us using Mia's unconscious body in synchronization. The room filled with the sounds of our collective pleasure—grunts, moans, wet slapping, the buzz of the vibrator. Mia's body responded even in deep sleep, her pussy clenching, her throat working around Marcus's invading cock, small unconscious sounds escaping around his thickness.

"I'm close," Jake announced first, his pace increasing as he drove into Mia's well-used pussy. "Gonna fill this cunt one last time."

"Me too," I groaned, feeling my orgasm building as I pounded her ass. "Fuck, I'm right there."

"Now," Sarah commanded, turning the vibrator to its highest setting and pressing it firmly against Mia's clit. "Everyone come now. Fill this unconscious whore with your seed."

We came in near-unison—Jake flooding her pussy, me emptying myself into her ass, Marcus pumping his load directly down her throat. Ryan and Amy positioned themselves to come on her breasts and stomach, adding to the mess that already covered much of her body from earlier rounds.

As we withdrew from her various holes, we watched in fascination as cum leaked from all of them simultaneously—a thick white trail from her pussy, another from her ass, a small dribble from the corner of her mouth. Her body was covered in dried and fresh cum, her makeup smeared beyond recognition, her hair tangled and matted with various fluids.

"She's perfect," Sarah said, admiring our handiwork. "The ultimate used fuck doll."

The others dressed and departed shortly after, all promising discretion and expressing interest in potential future sessions. Sarah was the last to leave, giving me specific instructions for aftercare once Mia awoke. "She'll be sore in ways she's never experienced before," she warned. "The physical aftermath is part of the fantasy, but make sure you take care of her."

After everyone had gone, I cleaned Mia minimally—just enough to ensure her comfort and safety, but leaving plenty of evidence of what had transpired. I positioned her on her side to prevent any risk of choking on the multiple loads that had been deposited in her throat, then curled up beside her, pulling her cum-covered body against mine despite the mess.

I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew, Mia was stirring beside me. Her eyes fluttered open, confusion giving way to awareness as she registered the state of her body. She shifted, wincing visibly at the soreness that pervaded every part of her.

"Holy fuck," she whispered, her voice hoarse from the abuse her throat had taken. "You actually did it. All of it."

I nodded, watching her face carefully for any sign of regret or distress. There was none—only wonder, arousal, and something like triumph.

She moved her hand between her legs, finding the mixture of multiple men's cum still leaking from her well-used hole. "I feel so full," she said, an expression of awe on her face. "So completely used."

"You were incredible," I told her, brushing a strand of cum-stiffened hair from her face. "Took everything we gave you, even unconscious."

Her eyes widened. "We? How many?"

"Six altogether," I admitted, watching her pupils dilate with arousal at the revelation. "Jake and Amy, Ryan and Marcus from my gym, and Sarah the dominatrix you met at the club. Plus me, of course."

"Six people used me while I was unconscious?" she repeated, her voice breaking slightly. "Six people fucked me, came in me and on me, and I didn't even know it was happening?"

I nodded, reaching for my phone. "I recorded everything. Hours of footage from multiple angles. You can see exactly how thoroughly you were used."

Her hand moved faster between her legs, working her obviously sore pussy as arousal trumped discomfort. "Show me. I want to see what a filthy unconscious slut I was."

I pulled up the videos, starting with the beginning of the night. We watched together as her unconscious body was used in ways that would have seemed impossible before we began this journey—double penetrations, air-tight configurations with every hole filled, moments where she'd been literally covered in cum from multiple sources.

"I can't believe that's me," she whispered, her fingers working frantically at her clit as she watched Marcus's massive cock disappear into her unconscious throat on screen. "I look like a fucking porn star. Like a complete whore."

"The perfect fuck doll," I corrected, my cock hardening again despite the exhaustion of the night. "Exactly what you wanted to be."

She turned to me suddenly, her eyes dark with an intensity I hadn't expected. "Fuck me," she demanded, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs despite the obvious soreness. "I want to feel what they felt. Want to feel how used my holes are while I'm awake to appreciate it."

I positioned myself between her thighs, pushing into her cum-filled pussy with a single thrust. The sensation was incredible—hot, wet, and noticeably looser than usual after the thorough fucking she'd received from multiple cocks throughout the night.

"Oh god," she moaned, her back arching as I bottomed out inside her. "I can feel how stretched I am. How used."

I established a rhythm, fucking her with deep, measured strokes, watching her face as she experienced consciously what had been done to her body while she slept. Her eyes kept darting to the video still playing on my phone, watching herself being used in the most depraved ways imaginable.

"Did you like it?" she asked suddenly, her eyes locking with mine. "Using me like that? Sharing me with others?"

I didn't hesitate. "It was the most erotic thing I've ever experienced," I admitted. "Watching them use you, directing how they used you, knowing you were completely surrendered to whatever we chose to do to your body."

Her pussy clenched around me at my words, her breathing becoming more ragged. "I want to do it again," she whispered, her nails digging into my back. "But next time, I want more. More people, more extreme."

The suggestion sent a jolt of arousal through me despite having come multiple times already throughout the night. "More extreme how?" I asked, my pace increasing as my excitement grew.

Her eyes took on a wicked gleam. "I want to be gangbanged by strangers," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Men you select, men I've never met and never will meet. I want to wake up having been used by a dozen men I wouldn't recognize if I passed them on the street."

"Fuck, Mia," I groaned, the depravity of her suggestion pushing me toward another orgasm. "You're insatiable."

"I want to be fisted while I'm unconscious," she continued, her words becoming more frantic as she approached her own climax. "Want to wake up with my holes gaped and stretched beyond recognition. Want to be marked with permanent marker, labeled as what I am—an unconscious slut, a free-use fuck doll."

Each depraved suggestion pushed us both closer to the edge, my hips slamming against hers now as I pounded into her cum-filled pussy with renewed vigor. The wet, squelching sounds of multiple men's seed being churned inside her added another layer of filth to our coupling.

"I want to be used until I'm literally overflowing with cum," she gasped, her body beginning to tremble with her approaching orgasm. "Until it's leaking from every hole, until I'm drowning in it."

"You will be," I promised, feeling my own release building. "I'll make sure of it. Whatever depravity you can imagine, I'll make it happen while you sleep."

That promise pushed her over the edge. She came with a scream that must have been heard by our neighbors, her well-used pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, milking my own orgasm from me. I buried myself to the hilt inside her and added one final load to the mixture already filling her, marking her as mine even amidst the evidence of how thoroughly she'd been shared.

As we lay together afterward, both panting and sweaty despite the early hour, she curled against me with a contented sigh. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice sincere despite the depravity of what we'd just discussed. "For understanding this part of me. For not judging it."

I pulled her closer, ignoring the mess of dried fluids that covered her skin. "I love all of you," I told her honestly. "Including the part that wants to be used like a mindless fuck doll while you sleep."

She smiled against my chest, her body already relaxing toward natural sleep—different from the chemical unconsciousness of the night, but no less vulnerable in its trust. "Next time," she murmured, her voice fading as exhaustion claimed her, "I want to be pregnant when it happens. Want to wake up knowing my unconscious, pregnant body was used by multiple men, my swollen belly and sensitive breasts handled and abused while I slept..."

Her voice trailed off as she drifted into sleep, but the suggestion lingered in my mind, opening possibilities I hadn't even considered. The image of Mia's unconscious form, belly swollen with our child, being passed between eager men who used her pregnant body for their pleasure... it was a depravity beyond what we'd explored thus far, yet undeniably arousing in its taboo nature.

As I held her sleeping form, already plotting how to make her increasingly extreme fantasies reality, I marveled at how far we'd come from that first tentative night. What had started as a simple desire to be taken in her sleep had evolved into something far more profound—a complete surrender of control, an exploration of the darkest corners of human sexuality.
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