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Free for All

“I just can’t believe you’d be so thoughtless,” Master said. I stared down at my knees, shame breaking over me in hot waves. My cheeks burned, my eyes throbbed with unshed tears. I knew he would be even more upset if I cried. And the last thing I wanted was to make Master more upset. “I was so worried about you!”

I should never have done it. I should have come right home, the way I always did. Or at least called Master to make sure he was alright with me getting coffee after class. But dance class had been especially rigorous, and my phone was dead. Alright – I’ll be honest. I forgot! I just forgot. The girls in class invited me for coffee, and I went. And that wasn’t a bad thing – Master would never be mad at me for having friends.

But I didn’t tell him I was going, and he had to wait at home for me, worried. He couldn’t get in touch with me. My wonderful, devoted, all-knowing Master had driven himself half crazy wondering if I was alright. I had caused him distress. That was the opposite of my purpose in life. I am meant to give him pleasure, and nothing else. I am here to be his devoted servant, his loving slave.

I am lucky to have Master, and I took him for granted.

Now, I knelt at his feet, naked, head bowed in shame, as he scolded me. I knew I was in for a punishment. I just had no idea what sort of punishment a crime of this magnitude called for. Surely, more than just a spanking. More even than a whipping. More than a session on the Sybian, more than a night and day of food and bathroom deprivation. I’d never done anything this bad before.

What if Master didn’t even want to punish me?

What if he wanted to get rid of me?

“This is….I’m going to have to think about this,” he said slowly. “I’m going to have to really teach you a lesson this time. Get on all fours and open up. I’ll think better with a clear head.”

I scrambled to obey, happy that he wasn’t immediately kicking me out. I got onto my hands and knees and spread my lips wide. Master didn’t look at me as he unzipped himself and took his cock in hand. I drooled at the sight of it, my stomach clenching in excitement at the thought of having Master’s cock in my throat. He stroked his cock a few times, until it was so hard that it throbbed and pre-cum gleamed at the tip. He snapped his fingers, and I went to work.

I savored the tip, rolling my tongue over it. Keeping my hands behind my back, where they belonged, I lathed his shaft with my tongue, getting every inch of it. Only when I had worshipped his cock for five minutes did I finally take it all into my mouth. Stifling my gag instinct, I swallowed him whole, leaning forward until my nose pressed into his pubes. And then I was bobbing up and down, sucking hard as I could. Master put one hand gently on the back of my head to control my speed. He held me in place with his dick all the way in my throat, thrusting his hips slightly.

He released me and guided my head up and down his dick, now slowly, now quickly, then faster and faster until he grabbed my head with both hands, held it at the base of his cock, and pumped his load right into my throat. I swallowed every drop, eagerly filling my tummy with Master’s seed. I was disappointed when he finally began to go limp against my tongue.

“Alright,” he sighed, putting himself away. “I think I know what to do. Take a shower. You’re still sweaty from dance class. Then come back down here in your slut heels, make-up, and nothing else.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, bowing my head as I got up. I rushed to do as Master said, washing myself clean in the shower first before blow-drying my long red hair. I accented my lips with bright red lipstick, and did my eyes in heavy, smoky shades. With a liberal application of blush, I looked like a proper whore. And when I slipped on my thigh-high stripper boots, I went straight past whore to full-on nympho.

Master liked me to look natural around the house. He only had me dress up this way when we were going out to the club where I would be showed off and passed around. My pussy was wet just thinking about those nights, where strangers would take their turns spanking me or whipping me before emptying their balls inside me. Master loved what a good, obedient slave I was, and he loved being able to share me with his friends. And since it made Him happy, it made me ecstatic.

I went back downstairs, where Master was waiting for me with my leash and collar in his hands. He snapped the collar around my neck and pulled on the leash, leading me out the door and into the car. Living in the country has its advantages – no neighbors means my naked comings and goings aren’t an issue. Master opened the car door for me, still a gentleman despite his anger. I slipped into the passenger seat and waited.

He got behind the wheel, then turned to buckle me in. His hands grazing my body made my hair stand up, the slightest brush of his knuckles on my tummy making me want to moan in pleasure. Master had trained me to be extremely sensitive – even a single breath across my breasts would have my nipples hard as diamonds, and a hand laid on my thigh could drive me mad with lust.

Knowing this, Master put one hand on the back of my neck as he backed out of the drive and started down the road. He kneaded the flesh there, putting me into a trance. My tongue lolled, my eyes unfocused through the window. All there was in the whole world was Master’s hand slowly massaging my neck.

So it seemed like no time at all had passed before we turned off the small gravel road we lived on, making a left onto the larger road that went towards town. This road wasn’t busy by any means, but it was certainly busier than ours. And it was busier the closer you got to town. Master drove about half the way into town before pulling off to the side of the road. A pickup truck passed us, the driver waving through the window when he caught site of my bare breasts. Master chuckled, removing his hand from my neck and making me groan with need.

He had pulled over and parked the car on the small strip of grass that separated the woods from the paved road. A weathered old post stood in the grass, no longer being used for anything particular. At least, not until Master tugged me out of the car and led me towards it. He slipped the end of my leash over the post, essentially tying me to it. I would never take off my leash or collar without Master’s permission.

I blinked in confusion, wondering what he had planned. He had never exposed me to the world like this before – even when we went to the club, he usually draped me in a robe to hide my body from onlookers. But here I was naked for all to see, right on the side of the road! Looking both ways, I saw no traffic coming, but I knew eventually someone would drive past.

Master left me bound to the post, returning to the car and opening the truck. I watched as he pulled out a plywood sign. He came back to me, sticking it in the ground near the post.

“Made this while you were getting yourself ready,” he explained. I read the words he had painted on the plywood: I am being punished. Please help me learn my lesson. Use at will.

I gasped.

He wasn’t…he didn’t…really?

“That’s right, my pet,” he said, returning to stand over me. He put his hand on my hair, gently stroking it. I could have purred in contentment, despite the churning anxiety in my stomach. Any moment, a car could come down the road and…

“You’re to be a good girl, and take your punishment with enthusiasm,” Master went on. “I promise, I won’t be gone longer than I think you can handle. And you’ll learn to never, ever, make me worry like that again.”

“Yes, sir,” I sniffed as he cupped my chin and stroked my cheek. It stoked fires of arousal all over my body, but I was still sick with nerves. Something terrible could happen – and Master wouldn’t be there to protect me!

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be watching. Don’t worry about how, but I promise I won’t let anything bad happen.”

Ah, that’s why I love Master. He can read my mind, and always knows how to make me feel better. He backed away, maintaining eye contact all the way back to the car. I decided to make Master proud. I straightened my back, making sure my C-cup breasts were on full display. I would be the best little cum dumpster in the whole state, if that’s what Master wanted.

I blinked back tears as he drove away. And then there was only the waiting. Bird chirped around me. The day was warm, but not hot. The road was silent and still. For five minutes, ten, fifteen…

And then I heard it. The telltale sound of tires on pavement. I whipped my head in the direction of the noise and saw a dust cloud in the distance. My heart pounded harder with each passing second. Soon, I could make out the shape of a pick-up truck. Then, I could see that it was black. Then, I could see that it was a Ford. And then it was squealing to a stop and pulling off to the side of the road.

“Well, well, well…”

Two men hopped out of the back of the truck as the driver emerged from his side. Sweat beaded at my temples, my mouth dry with fear. The driver was a fat guy with gray hair, much older than Master – he must have been in his 60’s. I could imagine what he thought, seeing a 21-year-old girl naked and tied to a post on the side of the road. The two men from the back of the truck were younger, but not by much. They could have been brothers, both blonde and wearing sleeveless flannel vests. They looked like blue-collar guys coming back from a job. Perhaps the older, fatter man was their contractor.

At any rate, they approached with smiles on their faces, three pairs of eyes studying me with blatant hunger.

“What do we have here?” The fat guy said. He read the sign aloud, as though the younger ones couldn’t read it themselves. “Bad girl, huh? Need to be taught a lesson?”

They stood there waiting, as though they expected an answer, but my brain was racing and skipping like a record at the same time.

“Uh-huh,” I managed to cough out.

“Well, you’re pretty enough,” the fat one said, crouching down in front of me. He reached out, taking my chin in his hand. I fully expected to recoil in horror, but I just thought of Master watching and remained calm. I tried to enjoy his musky smell, the roughness of his worked hands. I closed my eyes, breathing slowly through my nose.

“Nice ass, too,” a new voice said from behind me. I opened my eyes. One of the younger guys had walked around me and was standing behind me, staring at my ass.

“Shit, I could use a little relief,” the other young one chuckled. “What do y’all say?”

“I say we do this little lady a favor, and help her learn her lesson,” the fat one said, rising to his feet and unzipping his pants. This was it. Time to show Master that I truly was sorry. “Name’s Jerry, hun. You can start off by sucking this.”

Jerry shoved his cock against my cheek, sliding it up and down my soft young flesh. His cock wasn’t as long as Master’s, but it was fairly thick. I opened my lips wide, thinking of Master to make myself salivate. A sudden push on my upper back had me falling forward onto all fours. I couldn’t catch myself at first, and fell tits-first onto the grass.

“Sorry,” the voice behind me said. “Little rough.”

“Don’t apologize,” the other young man said. “Clearly, she’s a dirty little skank. We don’t need to be nice to her.”

As though to prove this, he stepped forward and spit onto my back. The three of them laughed. Jerry grabbed my ponytail, yanking me up again until he could slide the tip of his cock back and forth between my lips. Behind me, I felt something stiff pressing against my pussy. I groaned, despite my fear, at the pleasurable feel of a cock stretching my slit.

While Jerry kept teasing his cock against my lips, slapping it against my outstretched tongue, the young man behind me immediately start to pound at my cunt. I whimpered as pleasure rolled through me at his sudden, rough use. He grabbed my ass with both hands, fucking me hard enough for the sound of his balls hitting my thighs to echo down the street.

“Shit, this is good,” he panted. “And I bet she loves it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, the word muffled around Jerry’s cock. He finally began to inch it past my lips, a bit at a time, clearly enjoying the way my tongue curled and lapped around his shaft. I treated him as well as I would treat Master, making sure to slather his cock as it entered my mouth.

I kept my eyes on his, his cheeks reddening as his cock got even harder. My hips, meanwhile, were acting on their own, my body’s need usurping any nerves. I wanted to cum on this fat cock drilling my slit. I pushed back against him, matching his rapid pace. The third man was stroking himself, watching me get fucked at both ends and love it.

“Aw, shit,” said the man behind me. “I can’t hold back. Too fucking sweet, I’m gonna cum in her.”

My eyes rolled back in desire, the thought of being filled up with cum driving me into overdrive. Jerry’s cock slid down my throat. I fought my gag reflex, relaxing every muscle until every inch of his cock was buried inside my mouth. He groaned, holding my face in both hands and fucking my throat slowly, savoring it.

“Cum with me, you dirty whore,” the voice behind me ordered. “Show me what a good little fucktoy you are, and cum for me.”

It was all I needed, and I was tipping over the edge. Right as he pushed his cock against my womb and burst, my muscles released and I came. He shot rope after rope of sweet seed into my unprotected cunt, and I milked him dry, the spasms of my climax working in tandem with his throbbing cock. He cursed, squeezing my ass tight as he filled my pussy with jizz.

To my delight, Jerry was so turned on watching me cum that he groaned louder than ever and rammed into the back of my throat. A moment later, I felt him swell and then a hot rope of cum splash into my mouth. I swallowed it eagerly, the musky taste drawing my orgasm out longer, my belly filling with seed. It filled my cheeks, leaking from my lips, and I desperately lapped it up as Jerry pulled out. The man behind me pulled out, too, stumbling backwards.

With all the action, I hadn’t noticed another car approaching. But sure enough, right as the third man was approaching me, a sedan parked behind the truck. Everyone looked over as two men exited the car. I gasped, and the three men with the truck all backed away.

It was a cop car, and these were cops.

“Shit,” Jerry groaned. “Put your dick away, Mike!”

“Hold on, hold on,” one of the cops said, approaching the scene. Mike – the third guy – didn’t have time to put his cock away. I could only look up with pleading eyes and hope that Master would rescue me before I would up in county jail.

“Looks like we stumbled into a situation, Len,” one cop said, turning to the other with a smirk. Len nodded, his eyes sparkling.             

“I’d say that’s an accurate assessment, Joe,” Len said. “Let’s see now…bad girl, huh? Learning a lesson? And I expect you boys were just doing what the sign said?”

“Yes, officer,” Jerry said. “But we were just leaving…”

“Now, why so fast? Looks like this fella hasn’t gotten his chance at the whore,” Len said, pointing to Mike and his hard cock. I gasped, relieved and shocked at the same time. These cops seemed weirdly cool about this. Like maybe they were into it?

“Go ahead, boy,” Joe said. “We won’t stop you doing your civic duty. Teaching little nympho skanks a lesson is the American way.”

“For real?” Mike said, stroking his cock again, looking down at me. I was still entranced by the cops – one was short and fat, the other tall and lean. I couldn’t believe they were going to let this happen!

“For real,” Len said, crossing his arms, grinning. “Let’s see what this baby can do. Then maybe we’ll do some disciplining of our own.”

“Sweet,” Mike grinned. His hard cock gleamed at the tip with pre-cum. He walked around me, studying me, my tits swinging below me, cum leaking from my pussy. “I want to get her to ride my cock.”

“Good idea,” Jerry said. “That’ll be fun for both of you, I’m sure.”

“Alright, slut,” Mike said, kneeling behind me before sitting down on the grass. “Back up onto this cock. You gonna ride me like a rodeo.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed, looking back at him. He leaned back, relaxing, his cock sticking straight up. While the cops and the other two men watched, I got onto my knees and shimmied backward until I was positioned over his cock. This put my tits on display again, and I saw both cops lick their lips, staring at them. Mike grabbed my hips and pulled hard, yanking me down onto his cock, burying the whole thing inside me at once. I squealed as he grabbed my tits from behind and pinched my nipples.

“Fuck me, whore,” he ordered. Being a good slave, I immediately began to ride his dick. I started slow, wiggling my plump young ass in his face on the way up, swiveling my hips on the way down. He held onto my tits, squeezing them as I bounced up and down on his rod. Heat radiated through me, from my nipples down to my slit.

He groaned, feeling my tight wet cunt clench around his shaft. Impatient, his hands moved to my hips and he started to move me up and down at his desired pace, which was quicker than I could go on my own. His strong muscles helped me ride him fast and hard, and when I felt him reach around to find my clit, I cried out in pleasure.

“That’s a good whore,” he breathed into my ear. “Cum on my fat cock. Tell me what a dirty slut you are when you do it.”

“I-I’m a  d-dirty slut!” I gasped as his cock rammed into me and triggered another orgasm. “I w-want your cum, inside me, need it, please!”

“Shit, yeah,” Mike grunted, slamming me down onto his cock before emptying his balls inside me. He shot load after load of thick cum into my needy cunt before finally releasing me and pushing me off his dick. I fell forward again, but was surprised to find myself caught by two strong arms. I looked up, directly into Len’s eyes. His cop hat shadowed his face, but he was grinning wide. Sun glinted off his badge. Mike slipped out of me with a wet plop, and rose, wiping grass off the butt of his jeans.

“Well, we gotta get back on the road,” Jerry said. “Thank you, officers, for your service.”

“You’re mighty welcome,” Joe said, tipping his hat. Len was already feeling me up, groping my tits as I waited on all fours for what would come next. Or who.

The three men got into their truck, honking as they drove off. While Len continued to play with my tits, Joe walked around my body, eying me.

“We see bad girls all the time, but none are as nasty as you,” Len said with a wink, his face right in front of mine. I was less nervous now that I knew the cops weren’t going to arrest me. They wouldn’t hurt me. I could relax and enjoy the act of being used on the side of the road by any stranger who happened to drive by.

“I’m gonna fuck her ass,” Joe announced, the statement punctuated by the sound of his zipper going down. I was already pretty loose from the orgasms, but I forced myself to relax even further. I focused on Len’s hands teasing my flesh, bouncing my breasts up and down while a noticeable bulge grew in his pants. Joe slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, then smeared the cum and juices up around my rosebud. I moaned as he slipped a finger inside me, stretching me slightly.

“Seems like you enjoy having your asshole fucked,” Len observed. “Is that right? Tell us, girl.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed as Joe positioned his cock against my hole. “I’m a good little ass slut.”

“That’s right, you are,” Joe groaned, sliding inside me slowly. I gasped as my ass stretched to fit his huge, fat cock. Whimpering, I pushed my hips back as Joe pumped my ass. Len stepped back, releasing my tits, and unzipped himself. Holding his cock in one hand, he stroked himself slowly, watching me take a stranger’s cock in my rosebud. My flushed cheeks and lidded eyes told him the whole story, how much I enjoyed having my tight young body used over and over again by strange men.

“How old are you?” Len asked.

“21,” I answered.

“My daughter’s age,” Len chuckled. “You’re pretty young to be such a desperate little cum addict.”

“Yes, sir,” I whined as Joe fucked my ass harder and harder. “I’m a cum dumpster! I need cum in every hole!”

“That’s right, you do,” Joe grunted. “And I’m about to fill your sweet little ass.”

He spanked me as he spoke, drilling me hard now, ramming his cock in and out with no regard for my comfort. I threw my head back, knowing I could cum any moment just from the way he was abusing my bum.

“Please,” I moaned. “That’s so hot!”

“Yeah? Gonna make you cum? Having your ass full of cock and cum makes you cum?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried as my muscles tensed to the point of pain. My clit throbbed, my pussy dripped, and I was burning up inside. If I could only touch myself, or…

Joe slammed against me, his cock swelling and stretching my ass even more. Just as the first burst of cum filled me, he reached around and rubbed my clit. I shuddered, letting go, bucking my hips up to drive him even deeper. Arching my back, my face on the ground, I came hard on the cop’s dick pounding my ass. He dumped what felt like a gallon of cum into my tender hole, rubbing my clit over and over until it began to hurt and the orgasm began to fade. He pulled out, shooting one last rope of cum across my ass.

Len, watching us, was throbbingly hard. His veiny cock made his hand look tiny as he stroked it. Mouth watering, I tried to crawl forward and suck it down, but he quickly lifted his boot to my head and shoved me to the ground.

“Greedy bitch,” he growled. “You’re getting this in your nasty little cunt. I want you to lick dirt while I fuck you, you stupid cunt.”

I moaned, burying my face in the ground as he abused me. My ass high, my tits pressed to the grass, I waited for him to take his position. Len stepped behind me, lining his cock up with my slit. He leaned over, grabbing my hair and pushing my head down harder into the ground. He used his other hand to grab my breast, squeezing it hard right as he slipped into my dripping cunt.

“Fuck, yeah, nice young pussy,” he said, ramming all the way into me at once. He kept his hand on my head, keeping me down while kneading my breast and jackhammering my slit. I drooled onto the ground, pleasure ripping through me at the constant stimulation. I was cumming again in seconds, muffled moaning making him fuck me even harder. I peered through the grass and noticed a 18-wheeler pulling up to the side of the road. Len spit down on my lower back, cursing and spasming as he came, adding another load to my already-used cunt.

“Looks like I made the right wrong turn,” a voice came from above me, and I realized that two more cars had pulled up while I was watching the 18-wheeler and getting fucked by the cop. As soon as Len released me, a new man was yanking on my ponytail, shoving his cock between my lips.

Another stranger kneeled behind me and began to fuck my ass, putting all his weight on me so that my hips were forced down to the ground, my back bent upwards in an upward dog position. Thank god for the dance classes that kept me loose. I closed my eyes, feeling the pain and pleasure of having my throat raped and my ass fucked at the same time.

More men came after that, and then more, and then more – until I lost count altogether. They spit on me, came on me, pissed on me. The sun reached its lowest point, and the sky was getting pink and orange, when I was finally left alone once more. Panting and spread on the grass, covered in cum and dirt and spit and piss, I couldn’t do anything but breathe and feel the effects of my many, many orgasms.

A shadow swept over me.

I looked up, expecting another cock waiting to be served.

Instead, I saw Master.

“Well,” he said, smiling. “Looks like this was an effective punishment.”

“Y-yuh,” I managed to nod, crawling on all fours towards him. “Th-thank you for punishing me, Master.”

“Of course, my pet,” he said, not touching me since I was filthy – but his eyes seemed to caress my body, and that gave me warmth and energy. “That’s my job. To teach you lessons.”

“Yes, sir,” I bowed my head, knowing that I would never forget to tell Master where I was, ever again. I didn’t mind fucking so many men, no matter how they humiliated me or how exposed I felt. But being without Master for so long was torture. I only felt whole now that he was back, retrieving my leash and leading me back to the car. I climbed into the passenger seat, resting my head against the window, and waited for him to sit beside me. Next to Master: that’s where I always belonged, and that’s where I intended to stay.


The Group Project

“Pete, where the hell are you?!”

I shouted into my phone. This was the third message I was leaving for my partner. The little dweeb was screening my calls or something. For all I knew, he was right on the other side of that door, listening to me leave voicemails while playing some lame computer game.

But I wasn’t going to give up. I couldn’t. I needed to see what he’d done for our science project before we presented it the next day. We had agreed to meet at his apartment at 4:30. I was here. Where was he?

Grumbling, I slipped my phone into the back pocket of my skin-tight jeans. It barely fit, the denim was stretched so tight over my plump ass. I’d worn my hottest jeans and a tight-fitting crop top, to remind him exactly why he’d agreed to do all the work on our group project. I was shit at chemistry, and he was a genius at it. I was hot, he was not. That’s the way the world worked. He had to pay for the privilege of breathing the same air as me.

And, as of that afternoon, he was behind on  payments.

I crossed my arms, staring at the door. His shitty apartment building was all the way across town from the dorms where I lived. Since I was only 18 and a freshman, I couldn’t live off campus. He was a sophomore, majoring in Computer Science. He was taking chemistry “for fun.” Who takes chemistry for fun? Since it was so fun for him, he shouldn’t have had any problems doing all the work.

So where was he?

If he really was hiding out in that apartment like a coward, he couldn’t hide in there forever. He’d have to come out at some point.

Then again, a loser like Pete might have a year’s worth of Doritos and Mountain Dew stockpiled for emergencies.

Calling him wasn’t working. Taking a deep breath and steeling myself for the geek wasteland I was about to enter, I knocked on the door.

At first, nothing happened. I flipped my long blonde ponytail over my shoulder, tapping my foot. Finally, I heard some movement on the other side. And then the door creaked open, an unfamiliar face looking out into the hallway.

“Hello?” The guy looked exactly like what I’d imagine Pete’s friend to look like. Long black hair, dumb metal band t-shirt, glasses and acne on his chin. I sneered.

“Is Pete there?” I demanded.

“Pete? Oh, uh…not right now,” the guy shrugged, eying me up and down. Taking in my hourglass figure and perfect features, no doubt. Wondering what he’d done right in a past life to deserve this brief interaction with an angel.

“I’m Cammy,” I said, pushing the door open. The guy stumbled back, but didn’t try to stop me from entering the apartment. It was shockingly normal. Decent-looking furniture, no mountains of old pizza boxes and empty soda bottles. A few lame movie posters, but otherwise a pretty boring-looking place. Figured. Boring Pete would have a boring apartment. Pete even looked boring, with brown hair and brown eyes.

“Hey, I don’t…”

“Pete and I were working on a chem project together,” I explained as the roommate closed the door behind me. “Where’s his room? I’m sure it’s all on his computer.”

“Woah, woah,” the guy said. “Slow down. I’m not just gonna let you into my buddy’s room.”

“I’ll find it myself,” I said, stalking down the hallway. One of the doors was wide open, showcasing a bathroom. Another was only open a slither, and loud metal music came from inside. I assumed that was roommate’s room. The third door was closed. I tried the knob and it opened up. Roommate followed me as I stepped into Pete’s room.

I recognized his laptop bag that he always brought to class, as well as the laptop that sat on his desk, and our chemistry textbook. Bingo.

“Listen, you can’t just barge in here,” roommate protested. “Pete will be back later. You can wait for him in the living room if you like.”

“Leave me alone,” I said, going for the computer. I moved the wireless mouse around until the screen lit up. It didn’t need a password or anything, which was lucky for me. I was looking right at his desktop. I smiled triumphantly when I saw the folder marked Projects.

I opened it. Roommate was standing in the doorway, his mouth opening and closing like a fish as he looked for the words that would stop me.

“Can you not?” I spat. “Just go back to your room.”

“You’re a bitch,” he said. I rolled my eyes. He was just jealous because he knew he’d never have a chance with someone like me. The folder labelled Projects opened up to reveal a series of videos, all with confusing names. None of them looked like our chem project, but one of them had to be it, right?

I clicked one at random and a video began to play. I knew right away it couldn’t be our chem project, but something stopped me from closing it. The video was one of those spiraling illusions, pink and white. Like you’d see in a movie about hypnosis or something. Looking at it immediately calmed me down. I didn’t mind that roommate was standing around like a weirdo. I didn’t mind that Pete was late. I didn’t mind anything. I felt really good.

“Cammy?” Roommate spoke from the doorway, clearly seeing the change in me.

Words began to appear on screen, almost too fast too read. With the spiral effect in the background, I barely had time to process them. Master. Slave. Submit. Obey. Suck. Fuck. Eat cum. Love cock. Worship cock. Adore cock. Over and over, those words and variants of them appeared in front of the spiraling background. The more I watched, the better I felt. I slowly let myself sink down into the desk chair, never taking my eyes off the screen.

“What are you watching? Oh, Jesus, you didn’t open one of his projects, did you?” Roommate finally entered the room, rushing forward towards the laptop. I licked my lips as he approached. He smelled really good. All manly and hot. My whole body tingled as he leaned over my shoulder, grabbing the mouse. I wondered what his cock would look like, taste like. My mouth watered. I shifted in the seat, spreading my legs wide as my pussy got wet. That felt really nice. The video was so pretty. The words were so sexy. Master. Who was Master? I was Slave. I needed Master.

Was he Master?

Roommate clicked the mouse, closing the video.

“Shit,” he breathed. “I hope it’s not too late…”

“Are you Master?” I asked, knowing I needed to find my Master. I belonged to Master. Slave was nothing without Master!

“Oh, fuck,” he said, running a hand through his hair as he looked down on me. I pouted, hoping he would tell me he was Master. The sooner I found Master, the sooner I could worship his cock.

“Please, I need to find Master,” I whined. “Master’s cock needs me.”

His brow furrowed. He stood over me, and I could see a bulge developing in his jeans. My nipples were hard, my pussy wet. The sight of that bulge made me pant. My fingers itched to unzip him, release his cock and service it.

“Um…maybe?” He said. “I could be Master…for now.”

“Really?” I gasped, dropping to my knees before him. “Master, thank you! Master, can Slave suck your cock? Slave needs cum in her belly.”

It was true. My stomach grumbled, empty, desperate for hot, thick jizz inside me. Master rubbed his chin, studying me.

“Slave will do anything for cum,” I moaned. “Please?”

“Anything?” Master said, his eyes darkening. He smelled so good. I wanted to rub his cock all over my body, get his scent all over me. “Take your top off.”

A second later and it was gone, my shirt and bra both lying beside me. My breasts felt so much better now that they were out in the open. Master’s cock was making a big bulge in his pants, and I drooled at the thought of sucking it. I wanted Master to fuck my throat so deep that I gagged on it. I wanted to taste his balls, lick them and suck them while he jacked off in my face. I wanted to make Master feel so good.

“Get up and go into my room,” Master ordered. “Take your pants off, too.”

I hopped up, my breasts bouncing as I trotted into the hallway and entered Master’s room. It was dark, and smelled of smoke, the music loud. Hurriedly, I undid my skintight jeans and stepped out of my panties. When Master finally walked through the door, I was naked from head to toe, my body on display for him. I hoped and prayed that he would find it acceptable.

“Sweet baby Jesus…” Master sighed, looking me up and down. “Pete’s gonna have a heart attack. I feel kinda bad taking the first turn, but you really do need a cock inside you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “Please.”

“Lay down,” Master nodded towards the bed. I did as he ordered, eagerly laying on the unmade bed. Master came to stand beside me. He undid his jeans, finally letting me see his beautiful, thick cock. I moaned as it popped free, my only desire to lick it and taste his cum.

Master wrapped his hand around the base of his shaft, teasing me with it. A thick, pearly drop of pre-cum developed at the tip as he stroked himself. I opened my lips, waiting for the moment when he would let me taste him. But, to my surprise, he climbed up on the bed and straddled my stomach. Letting go of his cock, he grabbed my tits. The sensation shocked me, had my back arching in pleasure as he toyed with my hard nipples. It sent waves of pleasure right down to my throbbing clit, and I swore I’d leave a puddle of juices on his bed from how my pussy dripped.

Master kneaded my tits, his expression serious, taking control of my body. As my owner, he had full right to use any part of me, however he desires. My heart picked up speed, arousal fueled by my desire to please Master mixed with his wanton treatment of my creamy young breasts. They were much bigger than his hands could hold. He rubbed them together, rolling his thumbs over my nipples. He groaned and thrust his cock against my stomach, smearing pre-cum on my tight abs.

“Suck me first,” Master said, and finally moved up my body until he was at my neck. Grabbing my ponytail, he forced my head up at an angle. I opened my lips wide, closing my eyes in satisfaction as he began to use my mouth. I licked at his shaft, sucking the pre-cum from the tip, moaning as it slid down my throat.

I dragged my tongue along the vein running underneath his shaft, and drooled as his smell filled my nostrils. Master’s cock was long and thick, and soon he was forcing it down my throat. I fought my gag reflex, tears springing to my eyes as he drove himself deeper and deeper into my mouth. I hoped he would thrust all the way, shoving himself down my throat as he came for me.

But Master had something else in mind. No sooner did he get his shaft properly lubricated with my spit than he pulled it out and turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls hung over my mouth. He grabbed my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. His lubricated shaft slid between them.

“Lick my balls, Slave,” he grunted. How lucky was I! I lifted my head as his balls dragged across my wet chin. Reaching my tongue out, I began to lick at his sac, kissing the wrinkled flesh, sucking it between my lips. He panted, fucking my tits hard while I worshipped his balls with my tongue. He pinched my nipples, making me drip even more. Master was so good at using my body. He couldn’t do anything without making me wild with lust. The taste of his balls was the sweetest candy, the feel of them on my tongue so delicious.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. He repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. He grabbed my ponytail again, forcing my head up once more. “Hold your tits for me, and open wide.”

I grabbed my breasts, squeezing them together for Master to fuck. He panted, red-faced, staring down at my hot teenage body while I waited with my mouth open. Each second that passed made me hungrier than the last, until I thought I would die if he didn’t give me cum to swallow!

Luckily, it didn’t take long before he groaned, jerking his hips hard against my tits and releasing the first rope of cum into my waiting mouth. The taste on my tongue was exquisite. Each gooey burst landed right where it belonged, and I swallowed eagerly until I felt my belly filling up with Master’s sweet cum. He jerked again and again, giving me more cum than I could ever have hoped for, before finally going limp. He breathed heavily, looking down at me as his cock wilted.

“Damn. Pete said you were a bitch. I wonder how long this will last. Hopefully long enough for him to get a chance at you.”

“Master wants to share me?” I asked, wiggling a little in excitement. More cocks meant more cum.

“Erm…something like that,” Master chuckled. “You should probably go into the living room while I call Pete. He’ll be home soon.”

Master got off me, leaving me feeling cold and empty without him. I only had the warmth of his jizz filling my belly to keep me company as I obeyed him and went into the living room. I hoped that I would be able to show him what a good Slave I could be – if he wanted me to serve Pete, I would do it. For him, I would do anything.

After a while, Master emerged from his bedroom. I had been waiting on my knees on the floor in the living room. I tried not to move a single muscle. A good Slave should only move when her Master tells her to.

“Pete will be here in a few minutes,” Master said. “I’m going out to study for a little while.”

“Master…?” I asked, wanting to know what I should do when Pete got there.

“Pete says this isn’t going to stop anytime soon, unless you really want it to,” Master said. Why would I want it to stop? There was nothing better than being a Slave. What would be the point of life if I couldn’t serve my Master? “We’ve come to an agreement. We’re going to share you.”

“Share Slave?” I asked, surprised and excited. “Two Masters?”

“Yes,” Master said. “Maybe you can call him Sir. How does that sound? Do you want that?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped. “Thank you! Slave is so happy to be yours, so happy to be your loyal fucktoy. Thank you, thank you…”

Master was already waving goodbye while I spoke. I wanted so badly for him to know just how badly I loved him and worshipped him. And now I would have another Master! I would have Sir. I was the luckiest little Slave in the world. Two cocks to worship, two cocks to suck dry every day, twice the cum to eat.
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I couldn’t wait to show Sir just how much I appreciated him. How grateful I was to be his. I was wiggling in place, my ass bouncing up and down on my heels. I stared intently at the door, waiting for the slightest sign of life.

Finally, the lock turned.

Sir entered the apartment, looking a bit red-faced. His eyes immediately met mine. I was dripping wet at once, seeing the man I lived to serve.

“Cammy,” Sir said, approaching me. “I can’t fucking believe it. You stupid, stupid bitch. You just had to go looking through my stuff.”

I didn’t like this at all. Sir was mad at me. A Slave should never make her owner unhappy. Whimpering, I lowered my head.

“I’m so sorry, Sir,” I said. “Slave is so very sorry. I’ll do anything – anything. Please let me show you I’m a good Slave. I’ll be the perfect little cocksucker. I’ll do anything to make Sir feel good.”

“Hmmm,” Sir studied me. His eyes made me drip even though he was mad. I wanted to taste him, feel him inside me. “Well, maybe you can make it up to me.”

“How? Slave will do anything! Please, please! Let Slave worship your cock, Sir!”

“I don’t want that right now,” Sir said with a smile. “I want that cunt of yours. If you’re really a devoted cumslave, you’ll let me fuck your pussy. Raw.”

Oh my god. It was better than I could ever have dreamed!

“Yes, Sir!” I squealed. “Please! Please fuck me!”

“Bend over the couch,” Sir said. “I can see how fucking wet you are from here. And my cock is hard. I’ve been thinking about this for months. I’m finally going to fuck the bitch right out of you. You’ll be a helpless little slut for the rest of your life.”

“Yes,” I moaned, immediately getting up and bending over, burying my face in the couch cushions. The position showed off my dripping slit and my pink rosebud. I waited, tense with need, for Sir to begin using my body. “Slave will be yours forever, Sir.”

“Damn straight,” Sir growled. He walked behind me, and I heard him unzipping himself. My skin went flush, hair rising on my arms, as he slid his cock between my thighs, using my wetness to lubricate his shaft. He grabbed the flesh of my ass, spanking me. “Thank me when I spank you, Slave.”

“Thank you,” I moaned as he hit me again. The sharp sting of his palm on my flesh only made me want him more, only made me wetter. “Thank you, Sir. Slave loves it when you spank her.”

“You better get used to it,” Sir said. “You’ve earned a lot of punishment. You know that, right?”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped as he hit me again. “I’ve been a bad girl. So bad. Slave needs to be punished. Thank you, Sir!”

Sir’s cock was inching towards my dripping slit, spreading my lips open as he teased me. My muscles were taut, my thighs trembling in anticipation. I wanted Sir to fuck me so deep and hard, wanted him to fill me up with his cum. I wanted Sir to own my whole body.

“What are you?” Sir growled, grabbing my hips now.

“Your Slave,” I panted. “Your pathetic little cumslut!”

“That’s right,” he laughed. “That’s exactly what you are.”

“Please, Sir…please fuck Slave…”

With a groan, Sir pressed forward. He entered me swiftly, my wetness making it easy for him to fill me up in one thrust. I cried out into the cushions, the sound muffled as he reached down and pushed my head further into the couch. His cock was huge. It was like being fucked for the very first time. My juices spilled down my thighs, wetting his balls as they swung against me. Sir fucked me hard right away, driving his cock all the way to my womb over and over again while I tried to keep up. Pleasure blinded me.

“Stupid bitch,” Sir grunted. “Cum for your new owner. Show me what a desperate cock addict you are. Cum for me, now.”

Whimpering, I bit down on the couch cushion as pleasure exploded in my pussy. The sensations radiated outward, reaching my fingertips, making my toes curl. I quaked, bucking helplessly against Sir as he continued to plow me hard with his massive cock.

“Good girl,” he panted, jerking forward one last time before leaning over me, putting all his weight on my body. “Good girl, take it. Take Sir’s cum.”

I moaned, eyes rolling back in my head as I felt Sir’s cock pump jizz into my pussy. My unprotected slit milked him dry, taking every drop of his sweet seed.

“There you go,” he sighed, pulling out with a final slap on my ass. I moaned, feeling his cum drip from my cunt. “Don’t you have something to say to me?”

“Thank you, Sir,” I said. “Thank you so much for fucking me.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, sitting on the couch as I positioned myself at his feet. “You know, it’s funny. That video you watched…it’s not magic. It can’t make you do anything you don’t subconsciously want to do. That’s not how hypnosis works.”

I shrugged. What else could I possibly want? Serving my owners was as fulfilling as any job or anything else I could possibly do with my life. I leaned in as Sir stroked my hair.

“Who knew that deep down you were just a submissive little skank?” Sir mused aloud. I shrugged again. What did it matter? This was where I belonged, and I would never ever stray.
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When Master returned later that evening, Sir was watching TV using my naked body as a footstool. I was so excited to see both my owners at once that I couldn’t help but wiggle. Sir lifted his feet from my back, welcoming Master home.

“So,” Master said. “What do you think?”

“I think we’ve got ourselves a nice little Slave,” Sir said, reaching down to pet my hair. I could have died from happiness. They both smiled down at me, and I beamed back up at them to show what a happy Slave I was.

“I guess that means we should finish breaking her  in,” Master said.

“I guess so,” Sir agreed. “I fucked her already…”

“Yeah, and I used her mouth.”

“So, let’s switch,” Sir said with a nod. Master nodding along, too, and I about cried from excitement. I was going to get to serve them both – at the same time!

“On the table?” Master said, pointing to the coffee table in the living room.

“Looks good,” Sir agreed, reaching down again. This time, he grabbed my ponytail and dragged me across the room. I kept up as fast as I could, crawling on all fours, but he was much faster than me. Still, I didn’t whine or complain as he jerked me by my hair and lifted me off the ground. I crawled up on to the table, my tits hanging down as my owners studied their eager little Slave. I was dripping wet and ready to suck and fuck my way into paradise.

The coffee table wasn’t almost the exact size of my body, my shins hanging off in mid-air while my hands gripped the other edge. Master stood between my legs, slipping two fingers into my needy slit.

“Nice and wet,” he said. “Did you…?”

“Oh, I had her clean herself up,” Sir said. “Don’t worry.”

“Good,” Master said, and I heard the telltale sound of a zipper going down. Sir approached my face, my mouth inches from the bulge in his jeans. Soon, he had them down at his ankles, his cock making me drool in want. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip. Behind me, Master teased at my opening with his cock. I pushed back gently, wanting him to fill me up faster.

“That’s a nice Slave,” Master said. “You just want a good hard fuck, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I groaned. “Slave loves your cock. Needs it so bad.”

“You’re going to be our dirty little fucktoy,” Sir promised, grabbing my face and digging his fingers into my cheeks, forcing my lips to pucker. “We’re going to keep you dripping and sloppy all day and night. Maybe even throw a little party for all our friends and use you as a toilet.”

“Please, let me serve you,” I said through his grip.

“Oh, you’ll serve us,” Master groaned, sliding inside me an inch at a time. My eyes rolled back in pleasure. He was so thick, his cock stretching me tight. “Serve us meals, serve us drinks…”

“Whatever we say, you do,” Sir said, stroking his cock inches from my face, teasing me. “Your days of walking around as queen of the campus are over. From now on, you’re our little fuckpuppet.”

“Please,” I whimpered, needing to suck him so badly that it actually hurt. Master was already pounding my slit, using me for his needs. My hard nipples begged to be pinched, and my clit throbbed. Sir slid his cock against my lips, wetting the tip while he held my face in his hand. I could taste his pre-cum and smell him, both senses ignited. Letting go of my face, he lifted his cock, offering me his balls, and I licked at them while he stroked himself.

“That’s right,” Sir said, breathing heavy as I sucked his balls into my mouth, feeling Master jackhammer against my womb, my tits bouncing wildly as he pounded my body.  “Worship me, Slave.”

Sir grabbed my ponytail, forcing my head up.

“Open wide,” he instructed. I did as he asked, eager to feel him abuse my throat. First, he spit down, into my mouth, making me swallow it. Only then did he finally begin to feed me his heavy cock, dragging it along my tongue. I was pinned between my owners, used at both ends, a vessel to collect every drop of their cum. I was in paradise. Arousal twisted and stormed in my womb, my muscles tense to the point of pain. Sir put one foot up on the coffee table, better leverage to rape my throat raw.

“You wanna cum for us, Slave? Wanna show us how much you love being a whore?”

I did! I wanted it so bad! I felt Master’s hand slide around my waist, and his thumb grazed my clit. At the same time, Sir forced himself all the way into my throat, pressing my nose to his pubes while his balls hit my chin. I exploded, drooling and dripping as pleasure ripped through my body. Tears sprang to my eyes, my gag reflex triggered while my pussy clenched and released around Master’s pounding cock.

“Shit, fuck,” Master grunted, spasming as he came in my pussy. Thick ropes of cum splashed inside me, filling my slit and womb, while Sir unleashed into my throat. I didn’t even have to swallow it, he was so far down my throat that it shot straight down into my belly. Master and Sir came over and over, filling me with their blessed jizz until it was leaking from my lips and dripping down my thighs.

They both backed off after emptying their balls into my body. I shook, exhausted from my first day as a Slave. My first of many, if I performed well enough for Master and Sir to want to keep me. I knew I couldn’t get too comfortable or slack off – men like them could have any woman they wanted as their Slave, and I was lucky to be chosen. As they sat down on the couch to watch TV, I hurried to get them drinks and snacks. I was going to be more than just their sex toy. I was going to be their everything.

“Good girl,” Sir praised me as I delivered a tray loaded with food and drink. “You’re really devoted to being our slave, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes,” I nodded, kneeling between them. “I am nothing without you. Both of you.”

“That’s right, you’re nothing,” Master grinned. “And don’t you forget it.”

“I won’t, I promise,” I said. And I wouldn’t. I would never forget who owned me, who I belonged to. Their needs would always come before mine. As I settled down between them, I thought about my old life and how sad and lonely it was. I was so grateful to never have to return to it. And it was all thanks to chemistry, of all things.

Thank goodness for group projects!


Abusing the Muse

To be an artist’s muse is an honor.  A great honor. It’s almost as important as being an artist, really. Where would the artists of the world be without their muses?

I should know. I’m Ralfio’s muse. If you haven’t heard of Ralfio, you’re really out of the loop. He’s amazing. He mostly does performance art, and it’s been showcased all over the world. And, as his muse, I get to be a part of every single show.

I remember my very first show. I was so nervous. I was only 18 at the time. I met Ralfio randomly at a coffee shop. He picked me out of the crowd and told me I was the sexiest, most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. You can imagine that I was flattered, but you can’t imagine how flattered. Ralfio is a catch. He’s not only a genius, he’s also very handsome. He might be my father’s age, but that doesn’t matter to me. He’s still handsome.

So when he asked me to come by his studio, of course I said yes. And his studio was amazing. It was a huge loft, right in the middle of the city! He had art everywhere. A lot of it was really abstract, and I didn’t get it, but Ralfio said that didn’t matter. I was art.

I mean, I’d always gotten a lot of attention because of my large breasts and athletic body, but something about the way Ralfio looked at me was so different than all the other men. He looked at me the way I imagine DaVinci must have looked at Mona Lisa. He looked at me like I was naked even though I had all my clothes on.

Ralfio asked me to return the next day to pose for him, and I did. And I returned the day after that, too. I went back to Ralfio’s studio every day for a month, and all he ever did was paint me. Over and over again. He never even touched me…and I really wanted him to! And he wanted to, too. But he didn’t want to ruin me, he said.

Well, I told him that there was no way he could ruin me. And he said not to be so sure of myself. We almost had a fight over it.

Instead, he pushed me to the ground and forced his cock into my mouth. I’d never done that before, and it was all very shocking. Especially when he put on porn for himself to watch while I sucked him off! But it was also so hot, being used that way. I never really thought much about sex or what I wanted in a lover, but as soon as Ralfio got me on my knees, I knew that he was just what I wanted. A man who would tell me what to do, and force me if I hesitated. He would never make me do anything I didn’t want to do, but there wasn’t anything he wanted that I didn’t.

He took my virginity from behind, my hands tied behind my back, with a gag in my mouth. It was so sexy, I came three times!

After that, he fucked me almost as much as he painted me. I moved in with him so that I could be available anytime he wanted me. He suggested that I limit my food intake, so that I would constantly crave his cum. Sometimes he would tie me spread-eagled to the bed and leave me there all day as he went about his business, stopping whenever he felt like fucking me. I was his muse – and his sex slave. They were really one in the same. After all, you can’t expect an artist to be at his best if his needs aren’t constantly being met.

A few months after I moved in to be his live-in muse, Ralfio asked me to be a part of his new show. I could have cried from joy. It was such an honor, I felt so blessed. When he told me what the show was about, I admit I was a little scared. I wanted to be everything he needed in a muse, but what he had planned was pretty…intense.

But then he told me that if I didn’t do it, he would have to find someone else. And the thought of someone else being Ralfio’s muse made me want to throw up. Plus, if I agreed, I would be famous as his muse. So I told him that I was all in.

I just asked him to help me prepare, which he did. We watched tons of porn together, and he taught me how to keep myself constantly aroused. We used toys to prepare my body – sometimes I would wear a butt plug for days at a time! And for days before the show, I didn’t eat anything. I wanted to have an empty belly when it came time to perform.

On the day of the show, Ralfio brought me to the gallery that would be showing his work. The walls were decorated with still-shots from porn – some of the movies we’d watched together were up there! I stripped in front of the gallery owner, who looked at my body with steady, lustful eyes.

It was my first time being seen naked by a man other than Ralfio, and I was nervous as hell. But having Ralfio there made it so much better. For him, I could do anything. I knew this was what he wanted, so it was what I wanted, too. Ralfio had me kneel down in the very middle of the room, which was practically empty except for the art on the walls. There wouldn’t even be wine or cheese like a normal reception would have. I was going to be the refreshments.

Ralfio tied me up in the way we’d practiced. He tied my wrists together and then tied them both to my ankles – this made my back arch, my bare breasts on full display. It was a difficult position to maintain, but I’d prepared and I knew I could hold it for hours at a time, if necessary.

“She is of legal age, right?” The gallery owner, Gerald, asked Ralfio.

“She’s 18,” Ralfio nodded. “It’s all in the paperwork I gave you.”

The paperwork included my ID to verify my age as well as the contract I had signed that said I consented entirely to the performance. No matter what happened. I did have a safe word that would stop the whole thing, but I didn’t plan on using it.

Ralfio and Gerald walked off together to discuss things that I was too dumb to understand. Even though I spent so much time with Ralfio, there was so much about the art world that just went over my head. But I was used to that, so it didn’t bother me. I waited patiently for the show to begin.

The patrons began to trickle in right on time. Of course, they were all drawn straight towards me. I blushed as they circled me, their eyes appraising me the way they would judge any artwork. It was all men, about twenty of them altogether. I maintained composure as they discussed my body openly, many of them coming almost close enough to touch me – but not quite. Little did they know…

Finally, the lights dimmed slightly and I knew it was time for the show to begin. Ralfio stood over me, his hands clasped together, staring at the audience.

“Thank you all for coming,” he said. “I’m very proud to present my latest work, called Toy. It explores the depths of human depravity – and uses you, the viewer, to do so.”

I saw some eyebrows rising and swelled with pride at Ralfio’s command over his audience.

“The girl you see before you is of legal age to consent, and she has consented to be used for sexual purposes tonight. Your sexual purposes. Now, many of you have wives. Or daughters her age. Some of you may simply be uninterested in a girl of her…stature. Though I hardly doubt many of you share that opinion.”

A healthy chuckle rumbled from the crowd, which practically drooled en masse as they realized exactly what kind of performance art Ralfio was presenting.

“I have trained her to be a perfect submissive,” Ralfio went on. “It was no easy task. I labored for weeks – months, to turn her into the object you see before you. And an object is exactly what she is. Now, the question posed to you: will you take advantage of the opportunity to slake your basest thirsts? Will you, art critics and buyers of high repute, men of class and wealth, scholars and patrons of the arts – will you give in to your inner barbarian?”

Well, I could have answered that question just by looking at them. While some of the men looked reticent, and a few maybe even seemed disgusted, most were already fidgeting as though they couldn’t wait to get started. My heartrate sped up. This was really happening.

“She will not refuse you, no matter what you desire. There are no cameras, no witnesses – except each other, of course. Nothing you do here will follow you out that door. And with that, I leave you to it. Treat my plaything well…”

Ralfio turned to me at last, a smirk on his face. His eyes were dark, unreadable, and sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I was wet, as I was meant to be, and I could feel it dampening my thighs.

“…or don’t. The choice is yours.”

And with that, my master and my lover stepped away from me. I sat there in the circle of men, waiting to see what would happen next. Maybe they would think Ralfio was joking, and leave me alone. Or maybe they would descend upon me like wolves. To be honest, I wasn’t sure which I preferred. My wet, aching slit wanted one thing – my terrified mind, another.

“I certainly wasn’t expecting this,” one man with red hair said. He stepped forward, clearly the boldest of the group. “Is it true? My dear, are you here to satisfy all of us?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “You may do anything you like to me. I am here to please you.”

“So…we can touch you?” He came closer, licking his lips. The whole crowd inched closer, too, all at once. My breath hitched in my throat.

“Yes,” I rasped out, mouth suddenly dry. “Anywhere.”

“Like…” the man lunged forward, his hands landing on my exposed, perky breasts. My hard nipples immediately reacted to his touch, sending jolts of wet pleasure between my legs. “Here?”

“Yes!” I gasped, my mouth no longer dry but wet as the sea. Ralfio had trained me well. Even as this stranger fondled and groped me, I could feel my body raging for more. Arousal ran in a stream down my thighs. The red-head looked down at me, his hands steadily playing with my flesh, a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

“Open up,” he said, as though daring me. I opened my mouth, head tilted up. He spit down into my mouth, the way I’d seen in so many dirty movies. The act was humiliating, but it only made me hornier. He stepped back, taking his hands from my breasts, which made me moan in need.

“Well, I for one plan on being part of this experience,” another man, older with gray hair, said. He stepped forward, too, and the crowd seemed to follow him, inching ever closer. The gray-haired man stepped behind me then dropped to his knees, grabbing my ass and squeezing it. The redhead was unzipping himself, and a second later I found myself face-to-face with his cock. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip as he stroked it inches from my mouth.

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

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue, just as Ralfio had trained me. Ralfio had trained me to take whatever abuse might come my way, and the redhead was impatient. He quickly began to fuck my throat, not satisfied with my tongue lathering his shaft. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat.

Behind me, I felt the old man’s hands roam upward to cup my breasts from behind. He pinched my tender nipples, rubbing his cock against my ass. I looked up and the redhead spat down onto my face again, this time aiming for my eye. The crowd was livelier as the action began, cheering him on. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat.

“You’ve been trained to be a good little cocksucker,” he growled, jerking his hips as he buried himself in my young, raw throat. My empty stomach growled for his cum. The old man was dry-humping me hard, making my body shake and my pussy drip.

“Fuck, yeah, swallow it all,” redhead moaned, shooting a thick rope of cum into my tight throat. Starving for seed, I sucked him dry, savoring the flood of cum filling my tummy. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back.

“Next,” I gasped, as Ralfio had instructed me to do, to help inspire the audience.

“Dibs,” a man called out, pushing himself forward. “My wife never gives me head anymore. Gotta take what I can get.”

He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me. Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

My nipples were starting to ache with the old man’s persistent pinching, and my thighs hurt from clenching as he teased me with his swiveling hips. I felt a wave of relief as the sound of him unzipping himself reached my ears, and I could feel the tip of his cock against my lower back.

The cock in my mouth began to throb. The old man reached one hand down between my legs, finding my swollen clit. My eyes rolled back in pleasure as cum filled my mouth and a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“You’re enjoying this,” the old man whispered in my ear. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you suck down another cock.”

Ralfio said I could cum when anyone told me to that night, so I let myself shudder in pleasure as the old man’s fingers brought me to climax. Already, another cock was pushing between my lips, and I could only accept it. My juices flooded down my thighs, over the old man’s cock. He slid it back and forth, between my lips, before settling at my tight teenage slit. His thick cock was hard, ready to fuck me and fill me with cum. He shoved himself forward, my slit so wet that his whole cock entered me in one swift movement. I groaned around the cock raping my throat, now fucked at both ends and loving it.

The crowd had really gotten into it, and now men came close enough to touch me. They grabbed my breasts, pinched my hips, spit onto my face as I choked on cock. The sensations edged between pleasure and pain, a fine line that made me tremble and spark with orgasmic energy. The men surrounding me stroked themselves as they touched me, some even cumming on my flesh before getting their chance to abuse my tight teenage body.

“Dirty slut,” someone said, taking great pleasure in using the dirty words – and I found pleasure in hearing them. I was just like the girls in the pornos! The old man fucking me gave a wheezing gasp as he came, emptying his balls into my fresh cunt. The spasms of his cock inside me made my muscles clench in need. As soon as he pulled out, another man took his place.

The cock rammed down my throat pulled out, and cum shot onto my face and tits, thick ropes of it painting my flesh white as I gasped for air. My make-up was running from the tears that escaped my eyes as I gagged on cock after cock, my tight little pussy pummeled over and over again as I was used by the faceless, unknown men. They were bolder now, and yelled out at me, calling me names that I’d never been called before – except by Ralfio.

“Stupid fucking cunt,” one voice called directly into my ear as another load of cum splashed into my pussy.

“Brainless slut likes this, gets off on being raped by strangers,” someone else said as they pinched my tender nipples.

“Bet she wants to cum again, huh? Cum for us, whore,” someone whispered into my ear. My cry was muffled by the cock unloading in my throat, but the violent thrashing of my body in its ties was enough evidence that I was cumming. I was a disgusting mess, my hair tangled in cum, my pussy dripping with more loads than I could keep track of, my tits red and caked in jizz. My shoulders ached from the position I was in, my back pained from arching for so long.

“Fuck!” The cock in my throat pulled out just before exploding, covering my face in cum. “Take it! Take it, bitch!”

“Next,” I whimpered, licking seed from my lips. I was losing my voice from all the throat-pummeling, but I still wanted to make Ralfio proud.

“Wait,” someone called out. “We should fuck her ass!”

The men really had fully embraced the art. There was nothing holding them back now. Except, perhaps, for the same things that were holding me back: the ties on my wrists and ankles. A sudden wave of immense relief hit me as someone cut through the rope. I tumbled forward, all of me aching. But I didn’t have much of a respite, as I was soon propped up on all fours, my ass cheeks spread wide.

A hand smeared cum from my dripping slit to my asshole, and multiple men spat down on me. Finally, I felt the head of a cock positioned at my rosebud, stretching it open. Ralfio had prepared me for this too, and I relaxed my muscles, focusing on the man who was currently raping my throat, his balls slapping against my chin with each hammering stroke.

My ass was still very tight, but I remained calm as it was stretched wide by the cock inching deeper and deeper inside me. Tears streamed down my cheeks as yet another pint of cum shot down my gullet and into my stomach. A guttural groan escaped my throat when I felt my ass fully stuffed – and just as quickly, I was being fucked hard from behind, someone using my ass like a cunt, ramming me hard and fast. My tits bounced wildly with the violence of his movements, my body struggling to support my own weight and the weight of the man fucking my ass.

“It’s so tight,” he said, spitting the words onto my lower back.

“Not for long,” someone laughed, grabbing my hair to jerk my head up and spit into my mouth. A fresh load of cum from someone jerking off splattered across my back. Someone kicked my side, either accidentally or on purpose, it didn’t matter. My whole body was used at once, abused in every way imaginable. Shock settled in as cum shot into my asshole for the first time that evening, rope after rope of it filling me up.

It only made it easier for the next man to shove his entire cock inside me at once, grabbing my hips and jerking them quickly, using me like a fuckdoll. Someone straddled my back and jerked off into my hair while someone else took their turn at my mouth, pushing my nose into his pubes and holding me there. Drool pooled underneath me, cum dripping from every hole, as each man took multiple turns using my tight teenage body.

The night wore on and on, until at some point, the men were exhausted. So was I, almost unconscious. Without their hands on me, supporting me, I collapsed forward, onto my face, my ass high in the air. I had taken ten more loads in my ass, innumerable loads in my throat and pussy. Someone had pissed on my back, and they’d spit in my hair. I was a disgusting excuse for a slut, and now the men could see what they had done to me.

“Thank you all for attending, and participating,” Ralfio’s voice made my heart soar. I’d done all of this for him – and I could only hope that I’d done well. Was he proud of me? Had I performed up to his standards? Was I still his muse? “Your patronage is appreciated.”

I stayed where I was as the reception came to an end, people discussing the event in hushed towns as they meandered -very slowly -towards the door. Back to their wives and girlfriends and families. Leaving me alone with their cum and piss and spit painting my body.

A shadow crossed over me, and I gathered enough strength to look up. Ralfio was looking down at me. For a moment, we just looked at each other – my heart hammered in my chest.

“That was just fine,” he finally said, offering a hand to help me up. “You’ll do nicely.”

And that was that. My fate was sealed. Ralfio and I have performed together in twelve cities, on two continents. And we have many more to go. From gallery to gallery, Ralfio uses me to prove that art has no limits. I am always so proud to serve him, to be his muse.

I know that I won’t always inspire him the way I can now, with my tight youthful body. I’m already showing signs of the constant use and abuse. But I trust Ralfio to see beyond the physical. After all, an artist just can’t abandon his muse, right? I know that I would never abandon him. Where would I be without Ralfio? Just a sad little virgin in college, preparing for some sad little future. Instead, I’m living a life of glamour and art and ecstasy. Sure, it requires me to be a mindless sex slave a few nights a week, but so what? It’s totally worth it. Besides…

…being a mindless sex slave is pretty fun!
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