
        
            
                
            
        

    
Three’s a Crowd

by

Betty Black


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with.

Copyright © 2018 Betty Black. All rights reserved. Including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof, in any form. No part of this text may be reproduced in any form without the express written permission of the author.

Version 2012.04.22

*ALL CHARACTERS IN THESE STORIES ARE OVER 18 AND CONSENTING ADULTS*


Table of Contents

The Group Project

Sharing my Wife

Punished by the Principal

Giving in to the Nerds

The Pet Store

The Corporate Retreat

Bimbo Airlines

Bimbo Hotel

Bimbo Cruise

A Brat for the Bimbo Farm

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

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!


Sharing my Wife

*This is the third story in the Mastering my Wife series. To read all four stories, click here!*

“Are you sure?” the tattoo artist looked dubiously from the paper in his hand to my wife.

“Yes, we’re sure,” I said, putting my arm around her.

“Yes,” Miranda agreed. The blank expression in her eyes must have given the guy reason to doubt, because I could see him trying to figure out what was going on. He probably thought she was drugged up. But she wasn’t.

She was just in a trance.

It all started a month ago, when I told my frigid, bitchy wife that I’d had it. I wanted a divorce. Not wanting to sacrifice her perfect life and perfect image, she was desperate to do anything that would make me change my mind. She’s the one who found the hypnotist and decided to undergo the procedure. Since my main complaint was that she’d turned into a total prude who loathed sex and wouldn’t touch me with a ten-foot pole, she figured that if she could trick herself into wanting sex with me, our problems would be solved.

But it wasn’t really about “tricking” herself. The hypnotist was very up-front that Miranda could not be forced to do anything she didn’t truly want to do while she was in a trance. She could still say ‘no’ to any of my requests.

Thing is, Miranda hadn’t said no. In fact, ever since I first snapped my fingers and turned her into the perfect little submissive, she’d begged me not to make her return to her old self! She truly enjoyed being my pet. While her expression was always subdued and somewhat blank, I could tell that she wore my collar with pride.

With no inhibitions keeping her back, she’d gone from ice queen to plaything. I’d even trained her to make her own money, hosting live webcam shows where she’d ride her Sybian machine, never cumming without permission. Sometimes I’d join her, fucking her ass or mouth for the audience’s enjoyment. She seemed to appreciate her growing fanbase, and I certainly appreciated my wife finally earning her keep.

In fact, we’d be using some of her webcam money to pay for the tattoos.

The tattoo artist rubbed his beard. He was like a cartoon cliché of a tattoo artist: big, burly, maximum facial hair, fully inked underneath a leather vest. His motorcycle was parked outside. His name was Gunner. The shop itself was clean, and had a stellar reputation. Only the best for my pet.

“Well, alright,” he finally said. “Let me get the stencils ready. You…uh…get undressed. You can keep your bra and panties on.”

“No need,” I said. “She isn’t wearing any.”

Gunner’s eyebrows rose, and a twinkle entered his eye as he admired my wife’s body. I was surprised he couldn’t tell for himself that she was nude under her skin-tight pink dress. She had generous D-cup tits and a plump ass, her body toned and fit. With long blonde hair and blue eyes, she was the very definition of an all-American woman. I watched him try to remain professional.

“Right, whatever,” he said. “When you’re ready, lay down on that chair there.”

The tattoo chair was long, black leather. Gunner left us behind the curtain that separated his section from the shop itself.

“Strip,” I ordered. My wife nodded and promptly pulled her dress over her head. She stood in the cold of the shop, her nipples hardened to points. I knew that if I parted her thighs, I would find her wet – she was always wet, so that I would never meet any resistance should the desire to fuck her strike me. Her mind was a mostly blank slate, but I’d trained her to always be thinking of sex. It kept her constantly aroused.

After some waiting, Gunner returned. He immediately coughed when he saw my wife’s body laid out before him. She didn’t budge as his eyes travelled over her body, no modesty at all. As for me, I was happy to see his reaction – it was always hot to me, watching another man lust after my wife. So far, I’d never shared her. But it was in the plan – at some point, I wanted to watch my wife bend over and take two cocks at once. One of them would be mine, obviously.

Watching Gunner drool over my wife, I wondered if today would be that day.

His hands trembled ever-so-slightly as he applied the stencils to the front of her body. Another set would be applied to her back, but he was starting with the front. He had some difficulty applying the ones that were to go under her breasts.

“You can go ahead and touch them, if you need to,” I told him. He looked at me in surprise. “Show her what to do so that you can work.”

“Ah – ok,” Gunner said. He was a little too eager when he put his hands on my wife’s tits. She barely responded as he lifted them, exposing the flesh underneath them. “Hold them like this, please.”

“Do it,” I told Miranda. She put her hands where Gunner’s were, holding her tits up so he could apply the stencils. Finally, he was all done and ready to begin.

“This is going to hurt, so let me know if you need a break,” he said, getting the ink and needle ready. The needle buzzed to life.

“She won’t,” I chuckled. “She can take a lot of pain.”

Gunner looked at me, more and more shocked by each thing I said. But then he shrugged, leaned over my wife, and got to work.

To her credit, my hypnotized wife barely reacted as he began to tattoo her flesh. I could see her stiffen, and her mouth screwed up in pain, but otherwise she stayed perfectly still.

“Good girl,” I murmured encouragement, almost pitying her as tears leaked from her eyes. But her body showed no other signs of pain. I even went as far as to take her hand to show her my support. My feelings for my wife had grown more and more loving with each passing day. Finally, she was the woman I always wanted to marry. Sweet, quiet, submissive, obsessed with pleasing me. How could I not love her? Truly, I’d never loved her more.

Gunner worked steadily, with complete professionalism, until the front of her body was complete.

“Doing alright?” he asked. “We can stop now if…”

“No, go ahead and do the other side,” I said. “You need her to stand for that? Stand up, Miranda.”

She did as I said, getting to her feet, still holding her breasts. Her reddened, glossy skin proudly showed off my penmanship, the words titillating.

“Wow,” Gunner said as my wife turned to offer her lower back to him. Her perfect ass was red and marred with scars from our long, rigorous training sessions. It was a shame that Miranda liked being spanked so much – it took that much longer for her to learn her lessons. “You guys are really kinky.”

I laughed. That was one way to put it. He applied the stencil to her lower back and went back to work. As he moved the buzzing needle over her skin, he kept stealing glances in my direction.

“So…does she just…do whatever you say?” he asked. “Is that like, a thing?”

“More or less,” I said, interested in his interest. “It’s kind of a long story.”

“Well, we’ve got the time…” Gunner chuckled as he worked on each letter, painstakingly slow to get them perfectly right. While he worked, I told him everything, starting from the beginning. How she’d been the quintessential nag, doing nothing all day and whining at me all night, taking all my money and never giving me sex. How I’d finally had enough, and so on and so forth. His eyebrows rose slowly as I spoke, and when I was finished with the story they were almost at his hairline.

“No shit,” he murmured, leaning away to see what final touches he needed to put on the tattoo. Seemingly satisfied, he turned off the needle and put it down. “Well, then. What do you think?”

It was perfect.

I walked around Miranda in a slow circle, admiring his work. It looked like I’d written right on her skin. Under her left breast were the words grab me. Under her right breast, squeeze me. Above her delta, the ink read desperate cumslut. And on her lower back, above her ass, were the words mindless fucktoy.

No one would ever look at my wife’s naked body without understanding exactly what she was. Her fan club would love it. She’d never be anything but my sex slave – it was basically official now.

“Beautiful work,” I grinned, offering Gunner my hand to shake. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“Sure,” Gunner returned my handshake, his grip firm. “Let me wrap her up…”

I was a little sad to see him apply the bandages that would keep her new tattoos safe for the first few hours. I’d have to make sure to tend to them and keep them very clean.

“Do you have to do that…immediately?” I asked him before he could tape the first bandage in place. “I mean, can it wait a half hour?”

“Why?” Gunner asked. I’d made up my mind. I was hard as a fucking rock, and I wanted to put my wife’s newly-inked body to good use. She was probably sore and sensitive, but I didn’t care. I wanted to use her, and I was ready to see how well she could share.

“I wanted to give you a tip of sorts,” I said, meeting his eye. He leaned backwards, clearly understanding my meaning. “Would you be interested in…?”

“Seriously?” Gunner said, eyes widening. “Shit, man…”

“Feel free to refuse,” I said, though I knew he wouldn’t. “But we’re both so grateful for you and your work. Aren’t we, Miranda?”

“Yes, sir,” my wife intoned, looking at me for guidance.

“Wouldn’t you like to show Gunner how grateful you are?” I asked her. Her face flickered with the slightest hint of surprise. She turned her attention to the beefy, bearded man.

“If you’d like me to, sir,” she said. “How would you like me to show him?”

“Woah,” Gunner laughed. “This shit is for real!”

“It certainly is,” I said. “Why don’t you get on your knees, pet, and offer him your mouth? Ask nicely and he might just give you something yummy to suck on.”

Miranda dutifully dropped to her knees, her big eyes gazing up at Gunner.

“Can I suck your dick, please?”

Gunner didn’t need much more encouragement to whip out his cock, hard and thick.

“Hell yeah,” he grunted. “Go right ahead, baby.”

Gunner grabbed a handful of Miranda’s hair as she let her jaw drop open. Directing her eyes straight ahead, she leaned forward and began to lick his cock. Watching my wife’s tongue on another man’s cock was interesting at first – I wasn’t sure I liked it. But then I remembered that she was only doing it because I told her to, and that got me excited all over again. And certainly, Gunner seemed to feel lucky, as he groaned while Miranda lathed his shaft with her tongue.

“Shit, that’s good,” he muttered.

“She’s a good little slut,” I said proudly. She was already drooling as she wrapped her lips around his tip and began to bob back and forth, pink lips spread wide to fit his girthy cock. She took him inch by inch until finally he was fully lodged in her sweet throat. I knew how good that felt, and smiled as his eyes rolled back in his head. I noticed that his grip on her hair had tightened, and he was using it to move her head back and forth.

My wife’s eyes started to water from gagging on his cock, but her cheeks indented from sucking him so hard. Her nostrils flared with each desperate breath. Gunner grunted with each thrust, only pulling his cock out an inch before driving it forward again, abusing her throat. Miranda let him, expression totally blank, her mind focused only on providing pleasure. She was such a sweet little fucktoy. She didn’t even mind that his balls slapped against her wet chin with each stroke.

“Gonna…cum…” Gunner grunted. “Where?”

“Right in her throat,” I told him. “She loves eating cum, right, Miranda? Don’t you just love the taste of jizz? Love to feel it filling up your belly?”

Her eyes rolled back slightly, since she couldn’t speak or nod to agree with me. Gunner moaned loudly, shoving his cock so deep into her throat that her nose was pressed into his pubes. I watched him shudder as he emptied his balls into my hypnotized wife’s mouth. Her throat clenched frantically to swallow every drop, her cheeks puffing slightly as his cum filled them up. A little bit dripped from the edges of her mouth. Gunner held her tightly in place, not relenting until he gave one last jerk and finished cumming.

“Fucking hell,” he said, pushing her off his cock. A string of saliva reached from her lips to the tip, and she quickly licked up the cum that dripped down her chin. “That was amazing! You’re one lucky man.”

“I sure am,” I said, not feeling all that lucky considering the discomfort in my pants. Watching my wife guzzle cum like a whore had gotten me so hard that it hurt. “I’ve been meaning to test her out on someone else. You really did me a favor. It’s good to know that she’ll fuck who I tell her to fuck.”

“If I were you, I’d want to get in on the action,” Gunner said. “You ever fucked a bitch with another dude?”

“No,” I said. “But I’d certainly like to.”

“Well, I think I could help with that,” Gunner chuckled. “I just need some time to get hard again. You in?”

This was working out better and easier than I could ever have hoped!

“I am,” I grinned.

“How about her?” Gunner asked, pointing to my blank-faced wife.

“What do you think?” I asked her. “Does my little pet want to please her master by taking two cocks at once?”

“Yes, sir,” she intoned. “Please let me serve you! I want to make you cum, sir, whatever it takes. I live only for your pleasure.”

“Well, there you go,” I laughed. “And I think I have an idea that might help you recover faster. Miranda, why don’t you get up and bend over?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, and promptly got to her feet. She turned around, putting her elbows on the tattoo chair, and spread her legs. Her juicy, dripping slit was on display. The tattoo above it, mindless fucktoy, provided a charming addition to the beautiful sight. My throbbing cock was threatening to break my zipper, but I refrained from whipping it out just yet.

“My stupid little wife loves to fuck herself while being spanked,” I explained to Gunner. “Does that spark your interest?”

“It sure as hell does,” he said. “How hard does she like it?”

“As hard as you want to give it,” I shrugged. “She knows better than to complain. Isn’t that right, Miranda?”

“Yes, sir,” she answered. “I exist to be used.”

“Good girl,” I said, petting her glossy hair. “Why don’t you go ahead and rub your clit for us while our new friend spanks you?”

She immediately slipped a hand between her legs and began to rub her clit. She moaned, pressing her face into the leather of the chair, as pleasure took over her body and mind. Gunner reached for her ass, grabbing both cheeks for a moment and squeezing them hard.

“This is a fine, fine ass,” he whistled in appreciation. “I bet it jiggles real nice.”

“It does,” I said, excited to watch my wife take another man’s abuse. “Go ahead and give it a try.”

Gunner grinned. He was much stronger than me, it was clear from his well-defined muscles. My wife’s fingers slipped inside her needy cunt as he began to slap her ass. Her slight cries of pain and pleasure were muffled by the chair. Pumping her fingers quickly, she brought herself to a trembling precipice while the burly stranger delivered blow after blow to her sensitive flesh.

“Are you enjoying yourself, my pet?” I asked. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes, sir,” she panted. “I want to cum so bad. May I cum? Please?”

“In a moment,” I said, enjoying the visuals too much. Her toes curled, her juices dripping down her thighs. The sounds of Gunner’s palm hitting her flesh over and over again slowly overwhelmed all other sounds.

“So hot,” he grunted. “What a filthy fucking slut!”

Yes. That’s just what she was. A dirty whore. A desperate little fuckslave. My dripping wet cum receptacle. I almost couldn’t stand it anymore. I needed to shove my cock into her, hear her thank me for fucking her. I watched her squirm as the need to cum grew and grew. She would hold out until I uttered the word giving her permission. Her face was red, and she was drooling onto the chair. I rubbed myself a little bit to relieve the pressure, and discreetly glanced at Gunner – I was pleased to see that he seemed ready to go once more.

“Alright, my pet,” I said. “You may cum. Mind your manners and thank Gunner for hurting you.”

“Ohhh, god,” Miranda wailed, burying her fingers deep into her slit and releasing a flood of pleasure. “Thank youuuuu, thank you, sir…”

Gunner was breathing hard as he delivered one last slap to her reddened flesh.

“Amazing,” he remarked, watching my wife jerk and spasm on her own fingers. “I can’t wait to get inside her. Ass or pussy?”

I considered this for a moment. Which did I want?

“You’re the guest,” I decided. “You choose.”

“Pussy,” he said without hesitation. “I want these big fucking tits bouncing right in my face.”

“Very good,” I said, relieved just to be able to finally cum. “How do we…?”

Gunner had obviously done this before, as he took the lead in positioning us. He sat on the chair and pulled my wife up until she was straddling him on her knees. I stood on the other side, giving me access to her rosebud.

“Last chance to back out,” he said, staring intently at my wife’s tits, which were right in his face. No way in hell was I walking away from this. But I decided to give Miranda the option.

“Do you want to leave, or do you want to take two more loads of cum?” I asked, whispering into her ear. Her flesh trembled even while her expression didn’t change.

“I want to do whatever you say, sir,” she said. “I am yours. I love being your cum slave. Please let me serve you.”

“Very well,” I said, reaching down to spread her cheeks. Her ass was already slick with the juices that had dripped from her pussy earlier. Gunner wrapped his hands on her waist, licking his lips.

“Alright then, you little slut,” he said. “Go ahead and fuck me. I’m waiting.”

Miranda immediately dropped down, impaling herself on his cock. They both groaned in satisfaction as her cunt wrapped around him, wet and warm. I was a little envious, until I remembered that I had her ass to ream. I wasted no time in joining the action. Her rosebud relaxed, immediately stretching to accommodate me after our weeks of training.

Her whole body stiffened in reaction to the new sensation of being fucked by two men at once, and for a second I worried that we’d broken her. But it felt so good to be inside her tight, warm body that I couldn’t stop myself from ramming forward, burying every inch of my cock in her ass at once. She cried out once, then could only whimper as Gunner grabbed her face in one hand and her breast in the other.

“I said, fuck me,” he grunted. Miranda’s hips swiveled and then began to lift and lower rhythmically. It was intense, feeling how tight she was when we were both buried to the hilt inside her. I reached around, grabbing her other breast and pinching her hard nipple.

“Urgh,” she mumbled, mechanically moving her body to please both of us. Her expressionless eyes were lidded, her skin flushed and overwarm. When I put my lips on her neck, I could feel how fast her pulse was. She was enjoying this. Good. She deserved it.

“You like this, huh?” I teased her. “Fucking two men at once? I bet you never dreamed of this back before you became my pet. Back when you were just my bitch of a wife, always denying me the simplest pleasures…oh, my sweet little slave, you’ve been begging to be treated like this. Like a worthless, mindless doll. Go ahead. Fuck us hard. Harder, faster.”

She began to pant, sweat breaking out on her skin as she moved faster at my command. I kneaded her breast, hearing Gunner’s satisfied grunts as she rode his cock steadily, always dropping all the way down to impale herself on him. Her breasts bounced with her movements, making me almost lose my grip. Her tight ass felt like heaven on my shaft, squeezing tighter and tighter as her body contracted.

“Shit, yeah,” Gunner groaned. “That’s good. Real good.”

“This is just the beginning,” I told her. “Soon, you’ll be taking a cock in your mouth, and two more in your hands. I’m gonna make sure you’re bathed in cum on a regular basis. You’re gonna live on an all-cum diet. Your ass and pussy will always be dripping jizz. You’ll be a walking,  talking cum rag. You’ll like that, won’t you? Show me how much you’ll like it. Cum for me, my pet.”

“Y-yessss, sir,” she screamed through clenched teeth. Her breast shook violently in my hand, her ass squeezing tighter than ever, as she came. She didn’t have a choice. When I told her to cum, she came. Gunner growled as she slammed herself down on his cock and rode it hard, gyrating wildly while dripping juices between us. I bit down on her neck, trying to hold back, but it was no use. Feeling her clench tight while another cock filled her pussy drove me over the edge, and soon as I was swelling inside her, my balls emptying into her ass. I squeezed her breast tight, holding her close while unloading into her.

“Fuck, yeah,” I heard Gunner moan. “Take it, bitch. Fuck…”

He was cumming, too, giving her another load of jizz to take – this time in her pussy. She quaked between us, totally overwhelmed as we both pumped her full. We left her panting and dripping on the chair, trembling from the workout and overheated from the orgasms.

“Well then,” Gunner said. “What did you think?”

“I’ll be doing that again,” I promised with a smile – and I definitely, definitely would. I’d be doing that…and more. Breaking in my wife was more fun with each new perverted trial I put her through, and I knew the ultimate test was yet to come. I watched as Gunner finally wrapped up my wife’s lewd tattoos. She waited patiently for him to finish, still dripping from both holes, her hair beautifully messed up and her makeup totally destroyed.

When Gunner was done, I told Miranda to get dressed while I paid up at the counter. He gave us a generous discount, and invited us back anytime – I could tell he meant that, and I thought I might just take him up on the offer. By the time my wife returned to my side, fully dressed and looking mostly presentable, he had another customer waiting to speak with him. I sincerely hoped he did a good job of cleaning that chair before the next client sat in it!

“Did you enjoy that, my pet?” I asked Miranda in the car as we drove home. She stared out the window, vapid as ever, her lips tilted up ever-so-slightly. She turned to me.

“I know that it made you happy,” she said. “And so I enjoyed it, sir. I hope we can do it again.”

“Oh, we will,” I laughed, knowing that we were going to put her new tattoos to very good use. “We certainly will.”


Punished by the Principal

*note: this story is a standalone continuation of Surrender to the Janitor. If you want the full story, you can download Surrender to the Janitor by clicking here*

So, you know how I said that being pulled out of class was the most embarrassing moment of my life? Well, I guess that wasn’t super accurate.

Sure, what came after, losing my virginity to the janitor in his closet of an office, while my peers walked the hallway just on the other side of the door, was pretty embarrassing. And the fact that I came so many times…that could be embarrassing, too.

But wait til you hear what happened next!

I spent the whole rest of that day with my stomach in knots. I was supposed to meet Devin, the janitor, in Principal Dennis’ office after school. There, I hoped he would tell Principal Dennis that I had made amends and was off the hook. But either way, the whole thing had been captured on camera, so there’s no way he could say I didn’t obey his every command.

So why was I so nervous?

Well, maybe it wasn’t really nerves…

Anyway, by the time all that cum had dried on my thighs and in my panties, the final bell rang and I made my way to Principal Dennis’ office. The receptionist was leaving for the day. She gave me a stern look and pointed to one of the chairs outside the Principal’s office. His door was closed.

“Sit there until he calls you,” she said. “Don’t you think about trying to sneak off just because I’m not here.”

“No, ma’am,” I said, looking down at my lap. I crossed my legs at my ankles, wondering if I would get a note for missing cheer practice. Or if I’d even have time to do my homework. I was a senior, 18 years old, and it was the last few months of school, but we still had finals coming up. The receptionist closed the door behind her and left me alone in the office.

It was super quiet in there. At least, it seemed super quiet at first. But then I began to detect faint noises coming from the other side of Principal Dennis’ door. I leaned in to hear better. It was…moaning. High pitched moaning that sounded sickeningly familiar. And grunting – masculine grunting. My cheeks burned as I put two and two together and realized that my principal was watching the video! He was watching me get drilled by the janitor!

I was so ashamed. But hearing those sounds also reminded me of how it had felt. And it had felt really good. To my shock, I could feel myself getting kind of wet as my memory played over the events. The janitor’s big, black cock ramming into my throat…then splitting me in two…

“Samantha!” Principal Dennis’ voice snapped me out of my daydream. I realized I was burning up, panting and clenching my thighs together. I looked over to find Principal Dennis standing in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at me with anger in his eyes. “Get in here!”

He stepped aside as I bounced to my feet, scurrying past him into his office. The TV he’d been watching the video on was paused, a single frame of me bent over with the janitor’s cock lodged deep in my pussy. My tongue swelled as my mouth went dry, bright blushing on my cheeks. I wanted to pull my long blonde hair across my face, hide me from Principal Dennis’ glare. Instead, I just looked down at my feet, my hands clasped in front of me.

“I did what you said,” I said, my voice kind of whiny. Principal Dennis walked around to his side of the desk but didn’t sit down. I could feel him staring at me, like I was naked before him. “So…it’s okay, right?”

“Jesus Christ, Samantha,” Principal Dennis scoffed. “Did you actually think I meant that you should fuck him?”

I lifted my head in surprise, my blue eyes widening. What? Did that mean…

“I can’t believe what a sick slut you actually are,” Principal Dennis growled. “Head cheerleader. Class president. And school whore, apparently.”

“But…but…I thought…” I stammered, more ashamed than ever. How could I have misread the situation so direly?

“Shut up,” Principal Dennis said, sounding weary. “What am I supposed to do with you now? I can’t let you get away with that. Fucking on school property…the nerve! And enjoying it, too, from the looks of it.”

A single tear rolled down my cheek.

“Well,” he sighed. “I suppose I’ll need to show you what happens to sluts who try to use their bodies to get what they want. They end up getting used.”

“Um…sir?” I whimpered, wiping at my wet cheeks. Principal Dennis was walking towards me, leering. “What do you mean?”

“Well, for starters, I think you need some hard discipline,” he said. He grabbed me, his grip rough. Shocked, I stumbled along as he pulled me over to his desk. The next thing I knew, I was leaning over the desk, my ass in the air.

“How are you gonna punish me?” I pouted, feeling his hand firm on my upper back, keeping me down. My tiny skirt rode up my thighs, and I felt totally exposed even with panties on.

“There’s only one way to punish bad little sluts,” he said. I gasped as he grabbed my ass, kneading it through the fabric of my skirt. Immediately, my body went into hyperdrive, blood boiling at his rough, erotic touch. The next thing I knew, he had my skirt up around my hips, my cum-soaked panties on display. I bit my lip, looking back at Principal Dennis. He raised his hand in the air and then suddenly brought it down against my flesh. He was spanking me! My principal had me bent over his desk and he was spanking me! The shock left me utterly unable to move or even make a sound – all I could do was feel the sharp slap of his palm against my ass. Again and again, he disciplined me with his hand, until I began to squirm in discomfort. My flesh was starting to tingle and burn from his spanking, with the only relief coming when he would slap me again. The more he did it, the more I found myself craving it, until eventually I was pushing back against his palm, wanting him to go harder on me.

“See? Do you see what bad sluts like you get?” Principal Dennis grunted in between spanks, his free hand now buried in my hair and pushing my face against the desk. I felt my thighs spreading as I shifted my legs to give him better access to my tender flesh.

“Yes, sir,” I mumbled against the wood of his desk. “Thank you, sir!”

“Damn right,” he growled, grabbing a handful of flesh and shaking it roughly, kneading my sore ass while I whimpered for more. I knew I was dripping wet by then, and drooling onto his desk, dazed and hypnotized by the pleasurable pain. I never knew a spanking could feel so good, but all I wanted was more! So it was really upsetting when the next slap never came. I moaned, trying to lift my head to look up at Principal Dennis. But he had me in a tight grip, my cheek against the desk, unable to move. I felt his position behind me shift, and then he was pressing up against me! I could feel his cock, hard, rubbing at my panties through his slacks!

“Sir!” I squealed, surprised. Wasn’t he just punishing me for being a slut. What was he doing now? He actually had an erection, and he was rubbing it against me, making weird noises as he pinned me down. My body responded, of course. My hips lifted, forcing me onto my tiptoes so meet his grinding hips.

“Good girl,” he sighed, one hand holding me down while the other grabbed my hip. “Good girl. Grind against me like the fucktoy you are.”

Moaning, I did as he said. I heard a zipper being pulled down, and then the warmth of his cock sliding between my thighs, underneath my wet slit. My panties clung to my flesh, they were soaked.

“Are you gonna make it up to me the way you made it up to Devin?” Principal Dennis asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said, nearly begging. He moved his hand between my legs, pushing my panties to the side. When he dipped a finger into my slit, I gushed, my legs shaking in excitement. I really wanted his cock inside me!

“Hmm,” he said. “Doesn’t seem quite fair, though,” Principal Dennis mused. “Devin already fucked your pussy so hard it’s gotta be all stretched out. Plus, I don’t want to fuck you after he dumped all that cum in you. Guess I’ll have to use another hole.”

Mind reeling, I noticed his finger move from my slit upward – soaked in my juices. He paused at my asshole, then his finger began to circle it slowly. Realization of what he was thinking of doing dawned on me, and everything clenched.

“My ass?!” I squealed. Principal Dennis laughed, and then his finger entered my rosebud! I struggled to stand but he held me down fast.

“Don’t you want it?” He asked. “I promise, I’ll make it feel just as good as fucking your pussy.”

I already started to relax as he toyed with my ass gently, his finger slick from my nectar. It did feel pretty good…especially when he pushed it in further…and it hadn’t been bad with the janitor…but then, I’d been pretty distracted from the shock of losing my virginity. And the janitor hadn’t even lasted that long in my rosebud – it felt like a few pumps and he was done. Wouldn’t it be worse with Principal Dennis fucking my ass like it was a pussy? Still, what did I really have to lose from giving it a shot?

“Okay…” I sighed, groaning as he went another inch deeper into me. The feeling was totally different than having the janitor in my pussy, but it didn’t feel bad at all! It felt good in a different way. It felt so good that when he pulled his finger out, I whined.

“Hold on, now,” he said, letting go of me for the first time since he bent me over the desk. “I’ve got just the thing…”

I waited in position, knowing that would probably make him happy, as he rummaged through the drawer of his desk. He found what he wanted and pulled it out.

“What is that?!” I asked. He held a weird, silver bullet-shaped thing. Principal Dennis grinned as he pushed a button on it and it started to buzz. It was a vibrator! I’d never used one before but of course I knew what they were. My body tensed up again in anticipation as he returned to his position behind me, his cock still hard. Then I felt the sleek metal slipping between my lips and cried out. It felt amazing. It was the best thing I’d ever felt in my life.

“Hold onto it,” he instructed, and I reached down, taking it from him and rubbing my clit with it. The feeling was so amazing that I barely paid any attention to what the principal was doing as he slowly moved his hand from my pussy to my asshole, lubricating me with my own juices. I was on the verge of cumming when I felt pressure against my rosebud – much more than a finger.

“Now, relax,” he said, and I tried to obey, tried to focus on the buzzing against my swollen clit. It still hurt when he thrust forward, and he wasn’t exactly gentle about it. His body weight pushed against me until I bumped into the desk. His cock wasn’t as big as the janitor’s, but it felt really big as he rammed it into my nearly-virgin asshole. I screamed as he buried himself up to the balls inside me – even the buzzing vibrator between my legs couldn’t distract me from that feeling!

“Shut up,” Principal Dennis growled, grabbing my hair. “All I want to hear from you is begging for more. Tell me you like getting fucked in the ass.”

He was thrusting into me slowly, stretching me out as he did so. The more he stretched me, the less it hurt and the more it started to feel really good. Especially with the vibrator on my clit…

“Oh,” I moaned. “Yeah…yes…”

“Say it,” Principal Dennis demanded.

“Yes! I like getting fucked in the ass!” I yelled, my pussy dripping as he took my rosebud. I could feel his balls against my thighs each time he slid all the way inside me.

“What kind of girls like being ass fucked?” Principal Dennis asked, starting to pump into me faster now.

“Bad little sluts, sir, dirty little sluts love having their asses fucked, please fuck me harder,” I cried, tension building in my tummy as he worked on my body and the vibrator buzzed on my clit. My nipples were hard, smushed against the desk, my body immobile from the hips up from the way Principal Dennis was holding me down.

“Please, sir, fuck my ass harder, please fuck me deeper,” I cried out, wanting it really badly. I’d never ever imagined I’d be getting ass fucked by my principal in his office, but it felt so good I couldn’t stop myself! Each time he pulled his cock away and then pumped it back in I could feel my ass contracting. I could feel the familiar pressure of a climax building inside me and I couldn’t help but crying out at each thrust.

I could hear Principal Dennis’ breath getting quicker, and his pumps got even faster; he was fucking me deeply now, his whole cock pumping into my asshole. The vibrator was making my swollen clit throb, and my knees buckled, toes curling in my sneakers. My cheeks burned as I reached the very edge of my pleasure.

“I’m  a bad little girl, please fuck me…fuck me…harde- oh fuck I’m comminnnng,” I screamed as an orgasm rocked me; I pressed my body harder against the cold bars of the prison cell as my orgasm shook through me, making me lose control of my legs and almost collapsing onto Principal Dennis’ dick. I was so lost in the pleasure of my orgasm that I didn’t notice that Principal Dennis had pulled out, that someone was knocking on the office door. I shook against his desk, my pussy dripping wet and the vibrator fallen to the floor, coated in my juices. When I opened my eyes at last, I saw that we weren’t alone anymore.

“Well, well, well,” Devin the janitor said, surveying the scene. “If this isn’t some shit.”

“You came just in time,” Principal Dennis said. “I almost lost it and came in her tight little ass. I’d rather wait until we’ve got her plugged from both sides. Much more cinematic.”

Were they filming me again? Did I even care? My limbs were jelly, my muscles sore and warm.

“Come on, girl, you’ve got a lot of work left to do before you’ve truly made it up to us,” Principal Dennis said, grabbing me again. This time, he led me away from the desk, stripping my shirt off as we walked. I was walking kind of bow-legged, my ass throbbing from being stretched by his cock. My generous tits bounced free, and Principal Dennis grabbed them from behind as he led me over to the couch.

“Hi, Devin,” I managed to say, watching the janitor sit down on the couch in front of me. He smiled as he unzipped himself, his big fat black cock thrusting out, hard as could be as soon as he released it.

“You’re gonna be one sore bitch tomorrow,” he chuckled, grabbing me by the hips, taking me from Principal Dennis. I let them move my body, trusting them to use me in a way I would enjoy. I found myself straddling the janitor as he sat on the couch, my pussy still tight around his massive cock. He held me poised above him, with just the head entering me. Devin leaned back, bringing me with him, my tits in his hands, nipples pinched raw as he played with them. I found myself with my ass in the air again, my pussy sliding down the janitor’s cock while Principal Dennis pushed into my asshole. I screamed at the sudden feeling of being stuffed full by two men. The janitor and the principal held me between them and fucked me hard, making my tits bounce as they used my body for their pleasure.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!” I cried out. This made Principal Dennis grab my ponytail again, snapping my head on my neck in punishment.

“That wasn’t a complaint, was it?” He growled, his cock throbbing as he buried it again and again into my asshole.

“N-no…” I moaned. “P…Please…”

“Good, because you ain’t seen nothing yet,” Principal Dennis laughed. “Wait til the football team gets a hold of you…”

I didn’t really have time to process that, because the janitor had just grabbed my breasts and was sucking on my nipple as he slammed his hips up, ravaging my pussy for the second time that day.

“N..no…birth control…” I gasped.

“Good,” the janitor laughed. “I’d like a little rich white bitch to have some babies for me.”

He grabbed my hips and slammed me down, forcing his cock all the way against my womb while I shuddered in pleasure.

“You like this, don’t you Samantha?” Principal Dennis grunted. “Being fucked like the slut you are. Always acted like you owned this school, but you don’t. You’re just a fucktoy to be used by your masters.”

“Mmmmgnnn,” I growled, out of my mind with the sensations rocketing through my body. Unbelievably, the two men were rapidly bringing me to climax again. The janitor slammed me down on his cock and drove me over the edge, my pussy clenching around his shaft as he released his load inside me. I could feel every warm gushing burst of his cum as it filled my unprotected slit. His cock throbbed and pulsed, making me cry out as my orgasm rocked me back against Principal Dennis, who groaned and came in my ass. My shuddering body milked them both dry, sucking every drop of jizz from their balls as they pinned me between them.

I’d been a virgin when I woke up that morning, and in the course of a single school day I’d lost my virginity and been double-teamed by my principal and the school janitor! I was left covered in cum, leaking from every hole. The two men dropped me on the couch so I could recover, both standing over me, putting their limp dicks away and discussing my future.

“Well, the videos will fetch a nice price on the black market,” Principal Dennis said.

“But didn’t you promise her services to Coach Luke?”

“After the big game on Friday, those boys will need some relief,” Principal Dennis nodded. “Besides, it’d be nice to have our little slut walking the halls, ready to service us whenever we want.”

“You better get used to hearing your name over the loudspeaker,” the janitor laughed. “You’re gonna get called to the office a lot.”

“G..graduation? I still get to graduate?” I mumbled, processing their words but not their meaning.

“Maybe,” Principal Dennis said. “Or maybe I’ll just have to hold you back a year, to make sure you’re fully educated. I would imagine by this time next year, you’ll be so thoroughly fucked and used that even we won’t want you.”

“Who knows, you might even be a teen mom by then,” the janitor laughed.

“Wouldn’t that be something?” Principal Dennis agreed. “But first, you’re going to do as we say, right, Samantha?”

I nodded. Of course I was. I knew there was some reason that this all had happened, but now all I could think about was how good it felt to cum and how grateful I was that Devin and Principal Dennis were willing to fuck me! I would do anything they asked.

“Then you’ll be ready on Friday night,” Principal Dennis said. “To service the football team?”

I nodded. How many guys were on the football team again? I knew, because I was head cheerleader, obviously. But the number was so big…they probably just mean the quarterback and the MVP, right? They couldn’t possibly expect me to fuck the whole team?

I smiled back at the two men towering over me, reaching down to touch my cum-filled slit.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Friday night. Football team. Got it.”

Of course, if I knew then what I know now…

But that’s a story for a different day. Who knows…maybe I’ll even feel like telling it.


Giving in to the Nerds

So here’s something that basically NOBODY tells you.

Even if you work really hard for four years to become head cheerleader and have the most friends and be the best person to have at a party and be voted homecoming queen and date the quarterback, you still need good grades and SAT scores to get in to college.

I mean, someone told me that I shouldn’t be surprised by that, since if I’d listened at all during my whole high school experience I would have figured out that being hot wasn’t enough to get into college. That someone was my guidance counselor, which is exactly why it was a stupid thing to say. What kind of loser listens to their guidance counselor?! A guidance counselor is just a grown-up who failed therapy school.

I learned that a long time ago, when it was a guidance counselor who suggested I be kept behind a grade. That’s how I came to be the oldest girl in my class, already 18 by the time I was a senior. After royally screwing up my SATs, I had to re-take the whole year. It didn’t help. When I took the SATS again, I got the lowest score possible. They say you get points for spelling your name right, but I could barely do that half the time, and my name is pretty easy: Jenny.

Anyway, I wasn’t too worried about it. I figured that even if I didn’t get into any schools, I could just live at home and keep on hanging out with my friends and try to get my modelling career off the ground. I’d make a great model. I’m tall, busty, wide-hipped with a flat tummy and long red hair. My green eyes complete the picture.

But then Daddy ruined that idea.

He told me that if I didn’t get into college, I’d have to get a job!

Like, a real job!

I’d have to, like, do something someone else told me to, all day! Probably working at some crappy fast food restaurant or Ikea or something. Blech. I’m not destined to have a job. I’m not fated to be some normal paycheck-earning loser. If I didn’t get into school, I’d have to settle for a fate worse than death: normality.

So that’s why I was on campus at the ivy league school in my town. Not on a campus tour, that was for certain. I was there to talk to two very important boys. Both were in the year of school that I was left behind from. They graduated on time, of course, and both got into this fancy old university.

They got in because they were grade-A nerds. Like, tape holding their glasses together nerds. AV club nerds. Gross, acne-ridden, fat-ass, Mommy-wrote-a-note-to-get-out-of-gym-class nerds. Ron was tall and skinny and Ken was shorter and fatter. They were both boring looking, with brown hair and brown eyes.

I had tortured them endlessly for the entirety of our school years together.

They hated me.

And now I needed a favor from them.

I knew I was going to have to do something gross to get that favor, and I had already mentally prepared myself to do it. I swallowed hard, knocking on their apartment door. Of course those losers would get a place together…

See, here’s the thing. These guys got into the school on their own merit, but they helped a lot of other kids in their grade get into other schools. They knew how to hack into the SAT website to change the grades! Seriously! They could turn my 20 into a 2000! If I begged them to, that is.

And maybe used my body to my advantage.

I wasn’t a virgin or anything. I had lost my virginity to Jeff, that quarterback boyfriend I mentioned. I could put up with some gross nerd dick if it meant not having to get a job!

“What the hell are you doing here?” Ken asked when he opened the door, shock on his face.

“Hello to you, too,” I said, rolling my eyes at his dumb face. “Can I come in?”

“Why the….”

“Who is it?” Ron asked, appearing behind Ken. It occurred to me that they might be gay, but I had already come all that way.

“It’s me,” I said, waving. “Remember me?”

Now, both of them stared at me in stupor. I rolled my eyes again and decided that if they weren’t going to let me in, I’d just do it myself. They backed away as I crossed the threshold, and I heard the door close behind me. The apartment was…

…surprisingly nice, I had to admit. There was a living room with a couch, a dining room, a kitchen, the works. All well-furnished and tasteful.

Whatever.

“Jenny, you really shouldn’t be here,” Ken said. “I think you should leave.”

“Hold on,” Ron said. “Let’s hear her out.”

“What? Dude, let’s…”

“I think you’ll want to hear what I have to say,” I said. “You might even want to sit down for it. It’ll probably, like, rock your world.”

The boys exchanged bemused glances before sitting down on the couch in the living room. I stood in front of them, putting my luscious young body on display. It had helped me get what I wanted in the past, and I thought it would probably do so again. My whole plan kind of hinged on it, actually.

“So, I’ll just cut to the chase,” I said. “I know you guys can like, hack or whatever, and I need to get a good SAT score so I can get into college. I need you to hack for me and improve my score.”

They both just stared at me, dumb looks on their stupid faces. Finally, Ryan leaned back and shook his head like he couldn’t believe me.

“And why on earth would we do that?” Ron scoffed.

“Because,” I said, taking a big breath to steel myself for what I was about to say. “If you do…I’ll…I’ll let you do stuff to me.”

The two boys shared a look that kind of surprised me.  It wasn’t the slobbering look of disbelief and excitement I expected. If anything, they looked kind of smug.

“What do you mean?” Ken asked. Now, it was my turn to scoff.

“For smart guys, you sure are dense! You know…stuff.”

Maybe they were such loser virgins that they didn’t really know what I was talking about. I felt bad for them.

“You’re gonna have to spell it out for us, Jenny,” Rod said, a weird smile on his lips. Weirdo. They were actually going to make me say it aloud? Wasn’t it bad enough that I was willing to do it at all? I could feel my cheeks getting red. I looked down at my feet.

“Sex stuff,” I muttered. “I’ll let you do sex stuff to me.”

Yeah, of all the reaction I could have gotten, that last thing I expected was for them to laugh. But that’s exactly what they did! They laughed at me! Stunned and enraged, I stomped my foot.

“What? What’s so funny?”

They were laughing at me? How dare they! They should have been kissing my feet for me even saying the word “sex” in front of them!

“What makes you think we’d want that?” Ken asked. My jaw dropped. What made me think they’d want me? Uh, were they blind?!

“Look at me,” I said, gesturing to myself. “I know you’ve jacked off to me. Everyone does. I’m the hottest girl in school!”

“Yeah, maybe in high school,” Rod said. “But we’re in college, Jenny. People here respect our smarts. We have all the pussy we need.”

“What?! People actually touch you? Willingly?” I asked. The smiles on their faces vanished, and they shared another meaningful glance.

“Insulting us won’t help your case,” Ken sneered. “But in answer to your question, yes. We don’t need your dumb ass…”

“Wait,” Rod interrupted his friend, getting his attention. I watched as Rod leaned in and whispered in Ken’s ear. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, which bothered me – but not as much as the idea that they might not actually want to fuck me! Then they started smiling again. This time, the smiles made my stomach sink.

“Fine,” Ken said. “Deal.”

“Really?!” I asked. What changed their mind? I wanted to ask, but was too afraid. Probably they just came to their senses and realized what a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity I was offering them.

“Yeah,” Rod said. “Come back tomorrow afternoon. You really got lucky, you know. Tomorrow is the only night we could do this for you. It’s when the servers are down for…”

“I don’t care,” I said, already headed for the door, eager to get away from them. “Thanks. See you tomorrow.”

“Wait,” Ken said, my hand on the doorknob. I didn’t turn around to face him while I waited for him to say whatever weird thing he was sure to say. “Wear your cheerleader uniform.”

Ugh. Of course. Perverts.

“Fine,” I said.

And with that, I was gone. I got home shortly, excited by the fact that I was going to go to college after all. I worked hard not to think about what I was going to have to do for that privilege.

***

The next day, after school, I returned to Rod and Ken’s apartment. As per their request, I wore my cheerleader uniform – super-tight sleeveless shirt and short pleated skirt, with knee-high socks and white Keds. I’d put my long hair up in a ponytail, and felt that I really ought to just let them look at me for a while in exchange for this little favor. I mean, that alone was worth the effort, right? I was hot enough to fill their spank banks for a year without even having to be touched by their creepy hands.

Rod answered the door and invited me in, smiling. Ken was leaning against the wall in the living room, glowering. I immediately felt uncomfortable, and start second-guessing myself. Was this really worth it? Was I really going to do this?

Then I remembered what would happen if I didn’t, and steeled myself for what was to come. These guys would probably cream their pants the minute I took my shirt off, so it would be over soon.

“Alright,” I said, walking over to the middle of the room.  “Are we gonna do this or what?”

“You don’t get to call the shots, or talk to us like that,” Ken growled, walking towards me. He held something in his hand. Rod was behind me, I could hear him laughing. The sound made my stomach turn. I felt my cheeks burn at the way Ken had spoken to me. Me! How could that dweeb talk to me like that?!

“What’s that?” I said, pointing to the glittering thing in Ken’s hand. I could see now that it was some kind of vial. Were they planning on drugging me or something? I realized I could have just walked into something very dangerous, and backed away. Unfortunately, I backed up into Rod’s chest, and recoiled in the opposite direction. I felt pinned between them, and noticed for the first time that they were both much taller than me.

“Something Rod and I have been working on in our chem class. We’re not really supposed to be sharing this…” Ken said, looking down at the vial in his hand. “But we thought it might help you be more comfortable.”

“What is it?” I asked, dubiously. “Like, booze? Because I don’t want to be drunk when this happens.”

Actually, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to do it at all anymore. Maybe I was being crazy, underestimating just how gross this was going to be!

“No, it’s nothing like that,” Rod said. “It doesn’t impair your judgement at all. You’ll be fully in control of all of your faculties.”

“So then what does it do?” I asked.

“It just kind of…makes everything feel better,” Rod said carefully. I twisted my neck to look at him behind me. “It’ll make it more fun for you. It’s a sex potion that makes women want to have sex.”

“Hmmm,” I said, considering this. On the one hand, I really wanted some sort of buffer between me and the sick reality of having to satisfy these acne-ridden nerds. On the other hand, could I trust them? What if it was a drug that would make me their slave?

“Never mind,” Ken said. “It’ll be more fun if you hate it. I’d like to see that smug little mouth wrapped around my cock.”

“Ugh!” I said, grabbing the vial from his hand. “As if!”

Anything that would help me get through this was welcome! I needed that favor, and I could already feel myself chickening out. I glugged back the potion. It tasted gross but it felt really warm going down my stomach. I smacked my lips together as I swallowed the last of it. I closed my eyes and waited. Nothing felt different. It sure wasn’t anything like being drunk, I knew that much. When I opened my eyes again, the boys were staring at me.

“What?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest. I could feel the pressure through my bra, a pleasant tingle in my nipples. The two boys were both kind of grinning, which made them much better-looking than they were before. Wow, how could I not really have noticed how handsome they both were? I plopped down on the sofa, my legs slightly wobbly. Or tingly.

“How do you feel?” Rod asked.

I felt really good. I felt better than I did at a party. Better than being at the top of the cheer pyramid. Better than being crowned at homecoming. Better than I ever felt making out with Jeff. I felt better than ever! I really liked the way that potion made me feel. I was still totally in control, but I just liked everything a whole lot more. Including the boys in front of me, who were standing awkwardly and staring at me. Well, they were actually staring at my chest, which made me feel really proud.

I looked down and realized my breasts looked bigger than they did that morning. It was making my shirt feel really tight. Plus, my bra was rubbing my nipples, which were super hard. I groaned, tugging at my shirt to try and make it looser.

“Why not just take it off?” Ken suggested, breathing heavily.

“Good idea!” I said, wondering why I hadn’t thought of that before. I couldn’t wait to see how these guys would react to seeing my juicy, pert tits on full display. They deserved it, with this huge favor they were doing for me! And I knew it would feel good to please them. Plus, I was pretty sure my tits had actually gotten bigger, and I wanted to see for myself.

Sure enough, as I pulled off my shirt, I noted that my c-cup tits were more like a d-cup!

“Better?” Ken asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Ken was before? I’d been so mean to him, when we could have been friends!

“Not really,” I moaned. “It still hurts!”

“Maybe it’s your bra,” Rod suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free.

“Good job, Jenny,” Rod said, and I giggled. I was glad that Rod was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Ken smiled. I nodded.

“It sure does,” I said, bouncing a little bit to show off how much better I felt. My newly huge tits bounced with me. My hard, tingly nipples were begging for stimulation. I bit my lip and shoved my hands under my thighs to keep myself from playing with them.

“Looks like you’re excited,” Ken said. “But you also don’t look too happy.”

“Yeah,” I pouted. “My tits…someone needs to touch them! My nipples are so hard, it almost hurts!”

Ken and Rod shared a smiling glance.

“No time like the present,” Ken said, stepping forward. Thrilled by the prospect of these strong, handsome, smart boys touching me, I arched my chest out towards them. I was so lucky to have them here, willing to pay attention to me!

Rod reached down and grabbed my breast. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Ken did the same thing to my other tit, and it felt even better! The two men massaged and kneaded my chest, pinching my hard nipples until I was panting. I could feel myself waking up between my legs, my pussy dripping.

“Oooh,” I moaned. “That feels really good!”

“Does it?” Ken asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Jenny. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at him in wonder. I could feel even better? How? I nodded eagerly.

“Good girl,” he said, and knelt down. Pulling my breast towards his face, I felt his tongue dart out and lap over my nipple. I squealed in pleasure. Rod did the same thing, both of them kneeling down beside me and licking my breasts, sucking my nipples into their mouths and squeezing my tits.

I was absolutely lost in pleasure, moaning and squirming. My clit was hard and my pussy felt like it was going to flood the seat beneath me, I was so wet! Ken looked up at me, my breast in his mouth, and grabbed a hold of my ponytail. With a tug, he yanked my head back on my neck before coming up to stand over me.

“You’ve always been such a bitch to everyone,” he said as I panted. Rod grabbed the breast that Ken had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Jenny?”

“Yes, Ken,” I said. “I’m so sorry, Sir.”

I don’t know what made me want to call him Sir, but it felt right. I owed both of these guys so much, and they were even letting me fuck them! I felt like I belonged to them.

“Don’t you want to make it up to us?” he asked. I did! Very much so. I glanced down and noticed a big bulge in his pants. His cock was hard! Immediately, a thousand dirty ideas ran through my head. I groaned, reaching for his zipper.

“Can I make it up to you like this?” I asked, pulling his cock free. My eyes widened when I saw how big it was. Who knew that a nerd like Ken could have such a huge cock! So much bigger than that loser, Jeff. Ken was hung like a horse. The tip dribbled with pre-cum, making my stomach grumble with hunger. I wanted to suck it all up, drain his balls dry. I’d never felt this way before, but I liked it a lot. I wanted to let Ken fuck my throat until he came. I bet his cum would taste like candy.

“It’s a start,” Ken smirked. Rod moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tits, but he replaced it with his hand. Slowly, he began to kiss down my stomach, which felt really good, too. I leaned to the side, stroking Ken’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Rod kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy. Finally! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

“Jesus,” I heard Rod groan. “She’s drenched.”

Ken groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Rod dive forward between my legs. His tongue wrapped around my clit and I screamed in pleasure. He grabbed my thighs, pulling them up over his shoulders as he began to eat my pussy. At the same time, Ken yanked me by the ponytail, forcing his cock into my mouth. He filled my throat instantly, sinking all the way to the back of my mouth. I instantly gagged, but Rod was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as Ken began to fuck my mouth, using me like a sex toy, burying his cock into my throat fast and hard. Drool spilled down my chin and onto my tits as he choked me, blocking my airwaves so that I breathed frantically through my nose. Tears spilled down my cheeks. None of it even mattered, because my hips were bucking and my body was on fire from the way Rod was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With Ken stuffing my mouth and Rod licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Ken held my head in place by my hair, fucking my throat raw. He was breathing heavily, and as he plunged himself into my throat, my nose buried in his pubes, he groaned. He held me there, pulsing in my throat until my spit flowed down his balls. I felt him throbbing, his big cock getting even bigger.

Rod suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as Ken came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Rod’ fingers while swallowing every drop of Ken’s load. His cum tasted so good sliding down my throat, filling my belly. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking and bucking as Rod kept on licking my clit while I came.

Ken grunted, pulling his cock from my throat, spraying one last burst of seed onto my tits. I gasped for air, gargling in his cum; he pulled my head back again and spit down into my mouth. I swallowed gratefully, eager to take whatever he wanted to give me. My climax subsided, and Rod crawled up from between my legs, wiping his lips free. His fingers were wet with my juices, and he shoved them between my lips. I sucked them clean with a groan, loving the way I tasted.

“Thank you,” I groaned when he pulled his fingers free. “Thank you soooo much!”

“We’re not done with you,” Rod said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Jenny. Do you want to do that?”

Rod unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing on the couch so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than Ken’s, but it didn’t matter. My mouth still watered at the sight of it. His balls were low and hairy, and I moaned eagerly as I leaned in and buried my face against them.

He tasted all sweaty and manly, and I could feel my pussy dripping again as I licked and sucked his flesh. He groaned, holding my head against him as his cock got harder and harder. I sucked his balls into my mouth, rolling my tongue over them, moaning at the delicious taste. I knew there was lots of yummy cum for me inside, and I couldn’t wait for Rod to fill me up. Luckily, he couldn’t wait either, and he pulled my head back quickly.

“Shit,” he groaned, grabbing his cock and stroking it. I stuck my tongue out, but he just kept pumping himself, holding my head back by my ponytail. He slapped me against the cheek with his cock a few times, and spit in my mouth. Finally, he groaned, and I got to feel his sweet cum splashing over my face. He covered my eyes and nose in it, painting my face with his jizz. I eagerly licked and swallowed whatever I could reach.

“More, please,” I begged as he began to slow down and shoot less. “I want more!”

“Be a good girl, and you might get more,” Ken said, standing at my side. Rod’s cock began to go limp. I eagerly began to collect his cum from my face, scooping it onto my fingers.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Tastes really good!”

“Come here,” Rod said, suddenly grabbing me from the couch and dragging me into the dining room, where there was a big dinner table. Rod picked me up, seating me on the very edge.

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Ken asked, appearing behind Rod in the doorway. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Rod’ cum from my fingers. Ken chuckled.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to rape your bratty little cunt for a long time. I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned. “It feels soooo good!”

“Show us,” Rod said with a smirk. “We bought this just for you.”

They bought me something? How lucky could a girl be! I wanted to stay with these guys forever, just being their little fuck slave. Rod left the room while I waited patiently, touching myself while Ken watched approvingly. I was desperate to cum again. I wished Ken would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Rod came back into the room and tossed something at me. Something kind of rubbery and big…a dildo! A huge dildo!

“Use this,” he said. “If you’re a good girl and cum for us, we’ll fuck you again.”

I groaned in pleasure, grabbing the dildo and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth surface rubbed my clit. I started to rub myself against it, jerking my hips. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out, low moans escaping my throat as I humped the dildo to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved it down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

“That’s it, Jenny,” Ken said, coming forward to grab my breast. “Fuck yourself like the little whore you are.”

“Yes, Ken,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the cock into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth dildo, cumming again as Ken squeezed my tits and pinched my nipple. He grabbed my head again, pulling my lips up against his. He stuck his tongue down my throat, kissing me as I came.

I moaned as Rod stepped forward, pulling the toy away. I was panting, coming down from my climax. To my delight, I saw that they were both hard again! I pouted, shaking my hips a little bit.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked. “Please, Sirs?”
“If you insist,” Ken laughed. “Get off the table.”

I jumped off, tits bouncing. They seemed even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible. All I knew was that I was dying to feel the two of them inside me. Ken got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. Ken grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Rod positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while Ken thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

They held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Rod quickly filling my ass. I felt like I was being stretched beyond my limits, and yet still I wanted more. I uttered a guttural moan as they began to move, both thrusting into my body at a steady pace. Ken’s cock pierced me all the way to my womb with each stroke of his hips, the two cocks grinding against me until I was tingling all over and about to cum again.

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me harder!”

Ken wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Rod spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in Ken’s face as he fucked me from below, and he lifted his head up to bite my nipple. A wave built in my stomach as the two men used me for their pleasure, treating me like the slut that I was.

I howled in pleasure, cumming again and again, squirting my juices between them, drenching Ken’s balls in my pleasure while he sucked and nibbled my breasts. Soon, I could feel them both swelling inside me. I wanted to feel them explode inside me, wanted Ken’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Rod came first, grunting as he plunged deep into my ass and burst, shooting his white hot cum into my ass. I shook, clenching him tight, cumming again while Ken buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. They gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against Ken, trying to grind the last bit of pleasure from his softening dick. When he finally pushed me off, I immediately plunged my fingers into my dripping pussy so I could taste him again. Rod pulled out of my ass, trailing cum down my thighs. Naked, I relished the sensation of being stuffed full of cum, my belly aching with it, my holes dripping.

“M-more…” I moaned, panting, my breasts heavy and heaving.

“I don’t think so,” Rod said, zipping himself up. “Not tonight, at least.”

“R..really?” I pouted. “But I need it!”

Ken and Rod exchanged a look.

“Well, we have to hack into the system tonight, remember?” Ken said.

What system? Hack? Wh….oh. Right. I’d forgotten all about that!

“Oh,” I said. “Well…you can just do it tomorrow, right?”

“No, if you want it done, it has to be tonight!”

I looked at them, desperate for more of their delicious cocks.

“Well…what about just forgetting about it? Who needs college, anyway? I can just, like, get a job or something!”

“But the whole point of…” Ken started to say, but Rod put his hand up to stop him.

“Here’s an idea,” Rod said. “You want a job? How about being our live-in fuck slave? We’ll give you everything you need to survive, as long as you remain willing to suck and fuck us whenever we desire. And whoever we decide to share you with.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! Was he kidding me? I gaped, my body tingling with excitement.

“P…please, tell me you’re not kidding,” I said. “That would be so mean…”

“No, I’m serious,” Rod said, laughing. “So, deal?”

I jumped up and down, my tits bouncing, cum dripping down my thighs.

“Yes! Yes! Thank you so much, Sirs!”

I leapt forward, wrapping my arms around both their necks, loving the feel of their lanky bodies against my heated skin. This turned out better than I ever could have hoped! I was going to fulfill my true destiny, the one I’d only just discovered that very day. I was going to be a professional fuck slave, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

From the feel of their cocks stiffening against me, neither could my new bosses. I sank to my knees and got to work.


The Pet Store

I’d been working for the agency for a few years before they finally saw my potential and promoted me. A promotion meant more money, and more time working from home.  I decided it was time to give myself a treat. All the stars had aligned. For years, I’d wanted a pet, and now I could finally get one.

But not just any pet. No canaries, puppies, kittens, or hamsters for me. I had a very specific kind of pet in mind. A specialty item, very pricey and a big commitment, but worth it. Not wanting to go alone, I called up my friend John to see if he was still thinking of getting a pet for himself.

“I sure am,” John confirmed. “You’re taking the plunge too, Henry?”

“Yup,” I said. “I’m going this weekend. Want to carpool? I’d like someone else there to make sure I don’t wind up with a lemon.”

“Oh, man, I’ve been waiting for just this occasion! I didn’t want to go alone, either,” he said. I grinned. See? Stars aligned.

“I’ll pick you up on Saturday, at noon? I already called the store to set up the showing.”

“Sounds good, my man,” John said. “See you this weekend.”

I hung up, licking my lips in anticipation. The weekend couldn’t come soon enough! I couldn’t wait until I was bundling my new pet into my car and taking her home for the first time, to break her in. I had already taken the following week off work to make sure I had plenty of time to devote to her training.
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Saturday finally came, and I was a bit early getting to John’s house. But he seemed just as eager as me, because he was waiting outside, a big grin on his face. John isn’t what you’d call a looker – in fact, he’s pretty chubby, with big cheeks and beady eyes. But then, I’m hardly a looker myself. I’m too skinny, or at least that’s what the bitches I met through online dating tended to say. Well, screw em. I wouldn’t need online dating anymore, never again. The beautiful thing about being a self-made man? I could buy whatever I needed, including a faithful, loyal, loving companion.

The store was about an hour’s drive from John’s house, and we spent the drive discussing what we were looking for in a pet. I wasn’t too picky: as long as she was sweet and playful, I would be happy. John had a much longer list of desires. He liked gingers, with big breasts and big lips, who were more docile than playful. I could see how a guy like John would need a really submissive pet. He liked to do some crazy stuff, threesomes and BDSM and things. I was pretty vanilla, overall. I wouldn’t turn down a threesome, but I didn’t need to whip anyone to be happy. It was enough for me to hold a bitch down and fuck her mouth like I owned it.

Soon, it wouldn’t be like I owned it. I would own it. That thought made me smile as I took the exit that would lead us to the store. Just before we got out of my car, John produced two blue pills and I happily accepted one of them. The proprietor of the shop told me there were four pets available, and I planned on trying out at least two of them, if not all of them. I would need some extra help to keep myself going.

The store was called Wags and Kisses, and it was the usual shop for human pets.  The storefront held supplies like leashes and collars, food bowls and cages, leather goods and toys. No one greeted us as soon as we entered, so I took it upon myself to start mentally tallying what I’d need to buy once I selected my pet. My mental inventory was getting pretty long when the short, excited man who owned the shop bustled out from the back, welcoming us with a gleeful smile.

“Hello, hello! Welcome, welcome! So sorry to have kept you gentlemen waiting…”

“No problem at all,” I said, offering him my hand to shake. He shook it, then John’s. “I was just thinking about all the supplies I’ll need. I didn’t really think too much about it, I was so focused on the pet herself…”

“Ah, well, we have a take-home package available,” the proprietor explained. “It makes the process much simpler for you. It has all the basic essentials: collar, leash, cage, food dish, and some starter toys. Of course, some people like to pick out their own stuff, but…”

“No, that sounds excellent,” I nodded. “Very good.”

“I’ve already got everything,” John said with a hint of pride in his voice. “I planned for this months ago!”

“Aha, I like that, sir,” the proprietor chuckled. “Shows dedication! I like to make sure my pets will go to good homes.”

“I promise, we both will provide excellent homes for our pets,” I said, speaking for John and I. It was true, of course. We were both well-off, reasonable, and compassionate men. We wouldn’t adopt a pet just to abuse her.

“Now, as I told you on the phone, we have four pets available today,” the proprietor said, starting to walk with us towards the back of the shop. “Candy and Star, Rocky, and Blondie. I do have more pets arriving tomorrow, but they’ll need to have some time to adjust before they’ll be ready to go home. I just want to let you know, if you don’t find someone you like today, there will be more to choose from soon.”

“Thanks,” I said, all but salivating as we approached the back room where the pets were kept. “I appreciate that.”

“Of course, I want my customers to be happy as my pets!” The proprietor beamed as he reached for the door and swung it open.

I walked into the back room and was immediately treated to the sight of two pets playing together. The two girls were kissing deeply, tongues tangled together between their lips. One, a lovely dark-skinned pet, was on her back. The other, fair-skinned and blonde, was on top. Of course, they were naked, since pets don’t need to wear clothes.

There were the two other pets the proprietor mentioned, both lounging on one of the couches that lined the room’s velvet walls, but my attention was drawn to the two at play. It was truly a lovely sight. They pressed their hips together, moaning. The white pet nipped at her playmate’s taut nipples and was rewarded with a thigh thrust between her spread legs. The white one began to thrust against it, riding the dark one’s leg and panting.

“That’s Candy and Star,” the proprietor explained, pointing to each girl in turn. Candy was the black one, Star the white. My cock was hard, and I could only imagine John’s was too, but obviously I wasn’t going to look. It was hard enough tearing my eyes away from the pets at play as they pawed and licked at each other’s breasts.

The only thing that really could take my eyes off them was a mewling sound that came from my left side. I looked down to see a blue-eyed girl on her knees, pawing at the air, trying to get my attention.

“And that’s Rocky,” the proprietor chuckled. “She seems to have taken a liking to you.”

And I liked her. She had huge eyes, long brown hair, and the biggest tits of the bunch. They were topped with perfectly pink nipples. My mouth watered. I dropped my hand to the top of her head, giving her a gentle pat. She grinned, bottom wiggling.

“She’s not shy,” the proprietor chuckled. “But she’s very quiet. Rocky, if you want something from the man, you ought to ask for it.”

“Dick,” she yipped up at me, then pointed to her mouth. “Please!”

Well, how could I refuse such a cute little pet? I still had my hand on the top of her head. I nodded, and she immediately went to work on my jeans, unzipping them. I sighed in relief as my cock was released – it was so hard it hurt. I looked back at the pets playing and was delighted to see that Candy was now on all fours, her ass high in the air. Star was busily licking her playmate’s dripping slit, her own ass wiggling in happiness. Candy was enjoying it, making animal noises of pleasure.

Looking down, I watched Rocky approach my cock with excitement in her eyes, investigating it before she began to lick. I groaned at the softness of her tongue as it wrapped around the tip. Wet and hot, she licked slowly at my cock, exploring it inch by inch. She wiggled slightly, looking up at me with those sweet eyes of hers.

“Please, can I touch?” Rocky whimpered, her mouth leaving my cock for a second. She gestured to her own breasts, showing what she meant. I nodded, pleased to see how eagerly she grabbed her tits, pinching her tight little nipples as her eyes rolled back with pleasure. Then she was back on my cock, more excited than ever. It was a little overwhelming, having this adorable little pet kissing my cock while two more played in front of me. Star and Candy had moved into a 69 position, both thrusting against the others’ mouth.

“And that’s Blondie,” the proprietor said, pointing to a girl with a pixie cut who was approaching John, a little apprehensively. My friend was a little overeager and already had his cock in his hand, was wagging it in her face as she crawled forward.

“Come on, girl,” he goaded. “Come on, suck me off…”

I had to close my eyes before I saw how that turned out for him, because Rocky had finally closed her whole mouth over my cock. Instead of gently licking me, she was beginning to swallow me, inch by inch. The hand I still had in her hair stiffened as I grabbed some, exerting a bit of pressure to inspire her. Pre-cum dribbled into her mouth as I thrust forward slowly. I wanted to see how well she could take my whole cock.

I peeked through my eyelids and saw that John had his hands tight on Blondie’s hair. She didn’t look overly pleased as he thrust between her lips, already fucking her throat hard. I felt bad for whoever ended up getting adopted by my buddy. He didn’t have much tact. Not like me. I was gently forcing my way into Rocky’s hot throat, only exerting the slightest pressure to hold her head in place as my hips shoved against her. I went slow, watching her eyes fill with tears as her body reacted to the lack of oxygen.

But she didn’t struggle at all, which was good. When I finally felt my balls against her chin, she was drooling, her nostrils flaring. But she still didn’t protest or struggle, not like Blondie, who clearly wasn’t prepared for the deep-throat fucking John was giving her.

The playful pets who were giving us a show had found themselves a toy. A double-sided dildo was the perfect tug-of-war toy, only they weren’t so much tugging on it as they were sucking it together. I groaned, unable to hold back anymore. Rocky’s sweet throat tightened around me as I started to fuck it, her still body showing very few signs of distress even though I had jammed myself all the way down, past her jaw. She sat obediently, only her flaring nostrils and tearing eyes betraying her. I liked that quite a bit.

“Good girl,” I grunted, holding her head tightly to keep it from moving as I increased my pace, stroking faster and harder, until the sound of my balls slapping her chin was almost the loudest sound in the room. She wiggled her bottom slightly in pleasure at my praise. Rocking back and forth in her mouth, watching the two pets writhe together with the dildo between them, seeing Blondie struggle to keep up with John out of the corner of my eye, I found myself losing control all too quickly.

“Rocky’s probably pretty hungry,” the proprietor chuckled. “She didn’t get breakfast this morning because she was a bad girl last night. I hope you have plenty of cum for her to eat.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my balls churning, the base of my spine tingling. I looked down, at her wide-open, wet blue eyes, how they pleaded for me to feed her. I couldn’t deny her that! Relief spread like a fire through me as I shot my first pump of cum into her throat, the hot stream making her face light up in pleasure. Her eyes rolled back at the taste. I held her head firmly still, to make sure I could unload every drop straight into her throat, not wanting to spill any of her food.

Meanwhile, it seemed that John didn’t care to feed his girl, because he was spraying his load on her face and tits, holding her by her hair to keep her still as he aimed. She didn’t especially seem to enjoy it, but she was a pet. She could always walk away and play with one of the other pets. She chose to approach John and take his cock, because she wanted to be adopted. She’d get used to his treatment, if she was lucky enough to be adopted by him.

“Ah! Thank you!” Rocky gasped as I finally released her. She fell back onto her haunches, her slit so wet it was dripping down and making her thighs gleam. She couldn’t stop herself from reaching between her legs, and within seconds she was shaking in pleasure, cumming while savoring my taste and the way my jizz filled her belly. The shuddering of her body made her enormous tits bounce in the most beautiful way.

I knew it wouldn’t take long before I was hard again, which was good. As much as I liked Rocky, I didn’t want to just take the first pet I played with. Both Candy and Star looked like a lot of fun! Who knows, I might even be inspired to come home with two pets.

“Aren’t you going to thank me?” John said as Blondie licked herself clean. She whimpered, then pawed at him in supplication.

“Thank you,” she whined, rubbing her head against his now-limp cock. “Thank you, sir.”

“A bit toothy, this one,” John said to the proprietor. Blondie’s face fell. The proprietor shrugged.

“She needs some training, it’s true,” he said. “But sometimes it’s good to have a girl like that. It means you get to start from scratch, so to speak. Really make her into the perfect pet.”

John considered this. It made sense to me.

While we spoke, Candy and Star had finally gotten tired of playing with each other. Panting, they were licking each other clean, but they both had their eyes on John and I. They may have been tired of playing with each other, but they clearly weren’t tired of playing. I was glad I’d taken that pill, because I desperately wanted to see what else these pets were capable of. I looked at Candy and Star, wondering which to start with.

“Candy, come here,” I said, whistling at the darker pet. Her eyes lit up brightly and she pushed Star away, bounding towards me. Her excited movements made her generous tits bounce, along with her plump ass. Her molten chocolate eyes blinked up at me, full of lusty energy. I knelt down as she seated herself in front of me, rising up to sit on her heels with her breasts on display.

“Good girl,” I murmured, inspecting her body. Curious, I slipped my hand between her legs, and wasn’t too surprised to feel how desperately wet she was. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as I thrust two fingers into her wet slit. She spread her thighs, leaning back and putting her hands on the ground behind her ass, pointing her tits up at the sky while her head hung back, hair brushing the ground. Her tongue hung out, and she panted as I played with her tight, slick folds.

“She’s very personable,” the proprietor chuckled.

“I can tell,” I said, watching her lick her lips. Her hips moved subtly, and I could tell she was trying to fuck herself on my fingers. I liked that. To my surprise, I felt something warm and wet close over my ear. Shocked, I turned to see that Star had come forward too, and was kneeling at my side, kissing my ear, looking at me with sad, pay-attention-to-me eyes.

“Jealous, are we?” I chuckled.

“They’re like sisters,” the proprietor said. “They enjoy nothing more than playing together.”

“I see,” I said, eying Star’s perky tits. Her pale pink nipples were hard but small, looked delicate. With my free hand, I squeezed her breast, pinching her nipple to see how she would react. As I expected, her eyes rolled back in her head and she panted in pleasure. Meanwhile, Candy was whimpering, hips moving faster, and I was getting hard.

“Sir,” Candy whined. “D-dick?”

“Candy! Where are your manners?” The proprietor crossed his arms, frowning.

“Please,” Candy finished, thrusting desperately against my hand. I smirked.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

I stood up and withdrew my fingers from Candy’s warm cunt. I walked over to the couch and sat down, my cock now fully erect. Candy – and Star – both followed me eagerly to the couch. I patted my lap, making eye contact with Candy, and she climbed onto the couch, then positioned herself on top of me. Her eyes flashed with excitement as she straddled me, her pussy already dripping down my cock. I held her hips, eye-level with her pert nipples.

She began to lower herself down, her warm heat enveloping me. I groaned, and then my groan dropped an octave when I felt a warm tongue lapping between my legs. While Candy slowly impaled herself on my cock, Star was licking and sucking my balls! Moving my hands to Candy’s breasts, I fondled her, relaxing even deeper as the girls worked their magic on me. I didn’t even have to move, Candy bouncing herself up and down on my lap, Star lapping at my sac.

I could see John across the room – he had Rocky bent over and was drilling into her hard. Candy put her hands on my shoulders to help propel herself, making animal noises of pleasure. I could actually hear her wet pussy gushing over my shaft, her juices running down to coat my balls even as Star sucked them clean.

“Sweet girls,” I moaned. “Good pets…”

“Thank you,” Candy sighed, impaling herself all the way on my cock and grinding hard.

“Who’s a good girl?” I asked, reaching down between us to stroke her clit, wanting to feel her cum for me. “Who’s gonna cum for Sir?”

“Me! I am!” Candy gasped, immediately fulfilling her promise. Her pussy tightened around me, clenching hard on my shaft as she shuddered in pleasure. I wrapped my mouth around her breast, licking her nipple as she cried out in pleasure. Star didn’t miss a drop of her playmate’s juices, using her tongue to collect it all from my balls.

“Star want a turn?” I asked when Candy had finished cumming.

“Yes!” Star yipped, nearly pushing Candy off my lap to take her turn. However, Star straddled me with her back to my chest, so I could reach around and hold her breasts as she rode me. And Candy, being a good little pet, took Star’s place between my legs. But she opted to lick Star’s clit as she bounced up and down, instead of my balls.

I was alright with that, because I had my hands full of Star’s perfect tits, and she was much tighter than Candy. Even as she gushed with pleasure, riding my cock and her playmate’s tongue at the same time, it was like fucking a virgin. I couldn’t believe how hot she was, how eagerly she swiveled her hips, as though all she wanted in the world was to make me cum. I guess that was accurate, because she started to whimper and beg me to fill her up.

“Cum, cum, please,” she whined. “In me, Sir! Give me cum!”

Well, who was I to deny her? The next time she thrust down, I held her in place and thrust up, letting my churning balls release into her cunt. She screamed in ecstasy as my orgasm triggered hers, her pussy milking my shaft until I was empty. My cum and her juices leaked down into Candy’s waiting mouth. Star panted, leaning back against me until I slid out of her, then positioned herself over Candy’s eager little mouth. Fascinated, I watched the darker pet gorge herself on my cum while making Star cum again.

“Fuck, yeah,” John’s voice filled the room as he slammed into Rocky and jerked in orgasm. The pet whined in pleasure, rocking her hips back to take as much of his seed as he could give her. She had her eyes closed in ecstasy. Meanwhile, I noticed Blondie sitting alone and dejected, watching me closely. Poor thing. While Candy and Star went back to amusing each other in a 69 position, I patted my lap and beckoned Blondie over. She approached, cautious but bright-eyed.

“What’s the matter, girl?” I asked, stroking her platinum blonde hair. “Want dick, too?”

She nodded, blinking up at me.

“You can fuck me if you get me hard again,” I told her. She licked her lips, staring at my cock, still drenched in Candy and Star’s juices. Tentatively, she leaned forward, licking me like an ice cream cone. I leaned back, closing my eyes and letting her tongue bring my cock back to life. Slowly, leisurely, Blondie lapped at my cock, as though she had all the time in the world to enjoy my taste. I liked that. When I finally twitched into a full erection, she sucked the tip between her lips.

“Hey, Henry, want to see how she does two at a time? You know how I like to share,” John suggested, watching us.

John did like threesomes, whether it was two girls or two guys. I shrugged. I didn’t mind, so long as I got her pussy. John grinned, approaching us. Blondie craned her neck, looking up at him, a sweet smile on her face. Either she didn’t remember how he’d last treated her, or didn’t care that much. Her bottom waggled in excitement as we picked her up and positioned her between us.

She straddled me, arms loose around my neck, patiently waiting for us to take our places. I felt pressure as her pussy slid down over the head of my cock and John spread her cheeks wide, angling himself against her ass. He spit into his hand and rubbed it on his cock – not quite adequate lube, but she took it like a pro as he began to slide inside her.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he groaned, feeling her tight ass accept him. Her cheeks immediately went red. Holding her up, I thrust myself forward into her pussy. It was all the more tighter with John in her ass, and she shook slightly in pleasure at the feeling of us double-stuffing her.

She even reached down to rub her clit, eyes lidded, mouth open and tongue hanging out. John had his hands around her, gripping her tits and pinching her nipples as he immediately started abusing her ass, fucking it hard while I took her pussy slowly.

While my eyes were closed, I felt pressure on the couch on each side of me, and opened my eyes to the treat of Candy and Star at my sides, each presenting me with their beautiful tits to grab and kiss. I could see Ginger behind John, on her knees, sucking his balls as he fucked Blondie’s ass. Moving back and forth between Candy and Star, I felt Blondie’s body begin to flush and stiffen, her cheeks bright red, eyes glazed over.

“Cum, pet,” I whispered. She nodded, closing her eyes and shuddering in silence as she climaxed. The tightening of her pussy while John lodged himself balls-deep into her ass was just too much, and I found myself cumming one last time into her sweet slit. She took it like a pro, even while she salivated in ecstasy. I could feel John’s cock pumping deep in her ass, the three of us cumming at once while the other pets aided us with their tits and tongues.
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Well, gentlemen,” the proprieter clapped his hands together as John and I settled down beside each other on the couch. We had finally put our cocks away, and the pets were sitting in an orderly row on the floor, all looking up at us with big, pleading eyes. All begging to be chosen. It broke my heart to think that I couldn’t bring them all home! “Have you made a decision?”

I looked at John, who was stroking his chin. I looked at the girls, who were clearly struggling to contain themselves. Candy and Star had their arms linked and hands together, clearly supporting each other during this tense moment.  Blondie was biting her lip in worry, looking down at her knees. Rocky was wiggling, excited by everything. I sighed.

“You said that Candy and Star are like sisters,” I said. “I’d hate to separate them.”

The proprietor’s eyes glinted.

“This is true,” he said. “But do you think you can handle two pets, sir?”

“Sure,” I shrugged. “It might even be easier, if they can amuse each other while I’m at work…”

“Hmmm,” he said, looking at the girls. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll make you an offer. BOGO: buy one, get one half off. I really don’t want to separate them, if I can help it, and I can tell you will make a good owner.”

“It’s a deal,” I said, extremely pleased with my purchase. The girls seemed pleased, too, as they started pouncing all over each other and yipping in excitement. I laughed, drawing out my checkbook.

“Now, wait a moment,” John interrupted. “That’s a good deal. You can’t give him that deal and not give me the same deal.”

“You’d like two pets as well, sir?” The proprietor asked. “Rocky and Blondie? They aren’t particularly close…”

“Fair’s fair,” John insisted. “I get one full price, one half off, or I’ll go somewhere that doesn’t play favorites!”

“Very well, sir,” the proprietor said, bowing his head, not seeming particularly upset by the turn of events. I imagined it must be a good day if he could clear out his whole stock in one sitting!

I added the price of two beginner’s packages to the cost of the pets and signed the check, handing it off.

“Yes, sir, I’ll get started assembling the starter kit for you,” the proprieter said, taking my check as well as John’s credit card and disappearing back into the shop. I stood, looking at my two new pets.

“Girls,” I said, spreading my arms wide. “Come to Master.”

They nearly knocked me over as they rushed to kneel at my feet. I laughed, stroking their heads, feeling the warm weight of their breasts against my thighs. I almost felt like I could get hard again…

But now I had plenty of time to play with them, and there was no rush to get them all worn out too fast. After all, I was their owner, I was responsible for them now. I had to make sure they stayed fit and happy and fresh. They already needed baths! I looked over to see that Rocky and Blondie were rubbing their heads against John’s legs, clearly getting comfortable with their owner. I imagined we’d have lots of playdates together, and looked forward to seeing those two again.

“Let’s go home,” I said, smiling fondly down at my pets. They batted their lashes up at me, licking their lips, excited. My little family was perfect. I’d never been happier. And from the looks of it, neither had they!


The Corporate Retreat


Bimbo Airlines

I hadn’t even worked at Skinz Inc for two years before becoming the highest-ranked salesman in our office. I don’t know how to explain it, except that I’ve always been good at getting people to like me. I’m a handsome guy, and charismatic. So I can’t say I was entirely surprised when I was awarded not only with a raise and my own office, but an invitation to the yearly corporate retreat in Cabo.

I’d be going with our office manager, Jeremy. I’d be the only other person from the office going. Jeremy beamed at me as he shook my hand and slipped the plane tickets and itinerary onto my desk.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, my friend,” he said with a wink. I was a bit taken aback. Jeremy, who was overweight but had a nice enough face, rarely did things like winking. He was very professional in the office, not joining in water cooler talk or having lunch with his employees in the break room. I wasn’t particularly enthused about the amount of time I would be spending with him during the retreat, but who was I to turn down a free, all-expense paid vacation?

My first hint that this wasn’t just any corporate retreat, besides Jeremy’s mysterious words and enigmatic wink, was the name of the airline printed on my ticket. I’d never heard of them before. We were flying out of a small, obscure airport that usually only hosted private planes. The company was called Bimbo Airlines.

At first, I didn’t make any connection, because it was so out there. I racked my brain trying to figure out what “Bimbo” could mean. Maybe someone’s name? Maybe there was some other, less-known definition of the word? My curiosity grew as I looked over the itinerary for the retreat. Suffice to say, the usual training seminars and sales presentations were only half the story. But more on that later.

The airline had me so puzzled that I quickly did an internet search. Alarm bells went off in my head when the site asked me if I was over 18 before letting me enter. Of course, I clicked yes – and was promptly rewarded with a photograph of a woman with her breasts spilling out from the top of a skimpy stewardess’ outfit! Her lips were pouty, her face heavily made up. The text above her photo read: Welcome to Bimbo Airlines, Where All Your Wishes Are Our Commands!

What was this? It looked like a flying strip club! As I explored the website, I realized it was much more than a flying strip club. While it didn’t explicitly state what you should expect, besides superb customer service and a smooth flight, there were very suggestive terms like “trained sex addicts” and “horny, barely legal sluts who love to be used and abused.”

Damn. I was getting hard just looking at the website in my office! I quickly exited, not wanting to exacerbate the situation. Surely, it was some kind of joke? There was no way corporate would actually pay for some kind of brothel airplane for the corporate retreat?

I decided to laugh it off and expect the worst – then, I could only be pleasantly surprised. I visualized a packed, cramped, economy flight filled with crying babies. That certainly took the stiffness out of my pants, and I could relax for the rest of the workday. We were scheduled to leave in two days, and by the time the morning of the flight came around, I was fully prepared to be miserable, stuck with Jeremy on a budget eight-hour flight.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

***

The airport was so tiny that the same person took our tickets, scanned us through security, and met us at the gate. Jeremy greeted me with an informal nod and a slight smirk. His eyes glinted with a look I’d never seen before.

“I assume you did your research?” Jeremy asked as we waited for the plane to pull up across the tarmac. It was a very small plane. But there was no one else in the airport, so I guessed it couldn’t be too crowded.

“Hm?” I asked, distracted by the novelty of watching the plane brake as the door opened and the staircase folded out. Looked fancy.

“On the airline,” Jeremy chuckled. “And the rest of the retreat.”

“Erm, a little,” I said, cocking my head. “But that website is a joke, right?”

“A joke?” Jeremy asked, grinning now, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. “No, son. It’s no joke.”

“What?” I asked, but just at that moment the door in front of us opened, and we were ushered across the tarmac towards the plane. Jeremy entered first, nearly leaping up the stairs. I followed a pace behind, bracing myself for whatever I would find inside the plane.

I couldn’t have expected the reality even if I studied that website religiously.

Inside the cabin were three cushy leather seats – two facing the cockpit, one facing the other way. The carpet was red velvet. Pornographic pictures decorated the interior, women of all types revealing themselves in every imaginable position.

Most importantly, though, were the stewardesses who greeted us.

They were each mind-numbingly beautiful. There was something for everyone, it seemed: a redhead, a blonde, and two brunettes: one black, one white. None of them looked to be a day over 18. They all wore identical dresses: basically lingerie, their breasts framed by thin straps that only hid their nipples, the skirts ending midway down their asses. They were shaved, made-up, and giggling like schoolgirls. I turned to Jeremy, mouth agape, amazed.

“Told you,” he said.

“Welcome to Bimbo Airlines,” the blonde chirped, bouncing towards us. I walked along in a stupor, trying to process it all. She took my hand, and Jeremy’s, and led us towards the seats. I flopped down in one, Jeremy took the other.

“Now, let me just buckle you up…”

The blonde leaned down over me, her breasts spilling out of the top of her dress as she did so. It didn’t seem to bother her. She reached for my buckle, which brought her hands dangerously close to my hardening cock. I gulped, immediately going into a sweat. This was crazy!

“Relax,” Jeremy advised as the black girl took care of his seatbelt. “That’s the point of this whole trip. Just relax.”

“Yes, please,” the blonde pouted, tightening my seatbelt and pushing her breasts into my thighs at the same time. “Relax, and let us take care of everything.”

“O-okay,” I said, finding it hard to relax as the stewardesses started to move around the cabin. I watched them perform the usual safety demonstration, their breasts invariably popping free as they moved around, only to be playfully returned to their rightful places inside the dresses. The girls teetered on impossibly high heels, touched each other at every chance, and seemed to be excited by the smallest details of their job. I noticed that their nipples were hard, their cheeks flushed, lips dewy. It was so distracting that I didn’t even really notice when we finally took off!

Once in the air, two of the girls excused themselves to the back of the plane, leaving the two brunettes in front. I kept wondering what the third chair was for, the one that was facing Jeremy and I. My curiosity was soon slaked.

“And now, we’d like to offer some in-flight entertainment,” the white girl said, linking arms with her black companion. I glanced over at Jeremy, who was beaming. When I looked back, the girls were kissing. Like porn stars. They had turned towards each other and were thrusting their tongues together, pressing their hips against each other, and moaning.

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. The farce that was their uniforms was quickly done away with, and soon I was witnessing two fully naked, nubile young women writhing together in apparent ecstasy. They fell sideways onto the chair, limbs tangled together. I turned to Jeremy, wide-eyed, a million questions running through my mind.

“Jessica and Lexie are the best,” Jeremy said with a wink, nodding towards the front. I remembered reading the nametags, but now their names came back to me – Jessica was the white girl, and Lexie was the black girl. As I turned back to the show, my cock hardening, I saw that they had moved on to stroking and licking each other’s perfect, bouncy, youthful breasts.

“Sir?” A voice from beside me made me jump in my seat. I dragged my eyes away from the girls entwined at the front of the plane to see the redhead standing beside me. “Can I offer you any refreshments?”

She was a double-D at least, her tits straining from her tiny bra. Her ass was plump, half-hanging from the bottom of her uniform. She blinked at me, smiling vapidly.

“Uh…”

“Refreshments isn’t limited to drinks and peanuts on this flight,” Jeremy advised, nudging me with his elbow. I looked over to realize that he had a blonde standing right beside him, also offering “refreshments.” I knew these girls were trained sex addicts, but exactly how far was I allowed to go with them?

“First time?” The attendant, whose nametag read Ginger, giggled. “Well, how about we start with a nice blowjob?”

Oh, man! All the blood in my body rushed straight for my cock. I looked up to see that Jessica was spread eagled on the chair, holding her knees up, her perfect tits on display as Lexie licked her pussy. Lexie’s ass was spread, her pussy dripping wet, leaking down her thighs. I was rock hard. I looked back up at Ginger.

“Yeah, that sounds okay,” I said. “Take your tits out first, though. Okay?”

“Oooh,” Ginger squealed, grabbing her bra and yanking. “Okay! That’s fun!”

Her perfect tits bounced out, her nipples hard already. She glanced over at the girls in the front and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples until they were as red as her hair.

“It’s so hot watching them,” she said. I glanced over and noticed that Jeremy and his blonde were making out. The blonde, who had smaller but perkier tits, was straddling him. He had his hands on her chest and was squeezing her breasts as she humped his lap and moaned into his mouth, one hand between her legs, the other undoing his belt.

My mouth was dry from all the excitement, and I was just considering asking Ginger to go get me an actual refreshment when I felt pressure on my knees. While I’d been looking away, she’d gotten down onto her knees and positioned herself between my legs. She pouted up at me, reaching for my belt.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I can’t wait to get this cock in my mouth. I hope you have lots of yummy cum for me to swallow.”

I was sure that I’d have plenty – as Ginger undid my belt and my cock popped free, already dripping pre-cum, I went back to watching the in-flight entertainment. Ginger’s hand closed over the base of my cock and she squeezed, moaning in pleasure as she licked the moisture from the tip of my cock. Jessica and Lexie had switched positions. Now, Lexie had her feet up on the arms of the seat, a dildo in her hands, as Jessica wiggled her tight little ass in the air.

Jessica’s tongue lapped at Lexie’s slit, making the black girl squirm and pant. Lexie began to suck on the dildo just as Ginger between my legs finally got the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, sinking down into my chair, as she began to work my cock with her tongue, bobbing her head up and down, taking me inch by inch. I couldn’t decide whether to watch her perfect tits bounce as she worked my cock, or watch the blonde on Jeremy’s lap fuck herself while stroking his dick, or watch the lesbian sex in front of me. It was a feast.

“Mmmm,” Ginger moaned. “You taste sooo good, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your dick. Can I put it all the way down my throat, please?”

“Yes, you may,” I grinned, grabbing her hair. I could tell she liked it rough, so I gave her just what she wanted. The blonde on Jeremy’s lap was making so much noise fucking herself that I almost got too distracted to fuck my personal whore’s mouth right, but soon enough I had Ginger gagging on my cock as I thrust deep into her throat.

I pushed until I felt her lips and nose against my balls and just rocked back and forth in her mouth, enjoying the warmth of her throat around the head of my cock. Looking up, I saw that Jessica was sitting on Lexie’s lap. Lexie held the dildo between her legs, and Jessica began to fuck it. The two girls kissed, Lexie’s hands on Jessica’s ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks so we could all get a good look at her dirty little cunt taking every inch of the sex toy. Ginger’s hands tightened on my thighs, and looking down I saw her eyes watery and her nostrils flaring as she choked on my cock. I didn’t want to push the poor girl too far, so I released my grip, letting her come up for air.

“Oooh, that was so good, sir,” Ginger cooed. “More, please! I want you to use my throat as your fucktoy, sir! Please let me swallow your cum!”

I groaned, thrusting my cock back into her slutty little mouth. I shoved my dick as far as I could and held her head in place, giving her just what she asked for. Looking over, I watched Jeremy bury his face in the blonde’s tits as he fucked her. I was getting really close, my balls churning as Ginger slobbered and choked on my dick. I looked front again, pleased to see that Jessica was on all fours and Lexie was fucking her hard with the dildo. The tiny brunette had her eyes rolling back into her head, one hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit as the black flight attendant fucked her.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted, feeling myself lose control. Ginger made an excited noise as I rammed into her mouth, her nose squishing against me as I finally unloaded into her stomach. She swallowed every drop, sucking me dry with her throat, even waiting until I was going limp to pull away. Jeremy had tossed the blonde off his lap and was jacking off in her face.

“Please, sir! Please give me your cum! I need it!” The blonde begged, and Jeremy shot his load across her lips, on her tongue, even getting some on her tits. She rocked back on her heels, licking her lips in ecstasy, collecting his cum from her tits and sucking it from her finger. I watched in awe as Ginger leaned over and grabbed the blonde, kissing her deeply. They moaned, their bodies coming together, writhing in pleasure. Ginger pulled away to lick some of Jeremy’s cum from the blonde’s neck. I was spent, my eyes lazy as they drifted towards the in-flight entertainment. Lexie was riding the dildo now, kissing Jessica at the same time. My cock soft, my balls empty, my body spent, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

***

“Sir?”

Not too long after I fell asleep, I felt myself jolted awake. I was a little confused at first – why was my cock out? Why was the stewardess naked? Why was Jeremy naked? Then I remembered, and smiled.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up into Lexie’s friendly eyes. I already felt hard again, as I usually do when I wake up. Inspired, I reached out, and shoved my hands between her legs, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I found her hot and dripping wet, and was pleasantly surprised to feel her spread her legs so I could thrust my fingers inside her. She got kind of a funny glazed-over look, but she kept talking to me anyway.

“We were just about to start our second round of refreshments,” she said, licking her lips. Suddenly, Jessica appeared at my other side. They were both still naked, of course, and I got a good look at Jessica’s impossibly huge tits. She was so petite, but her tits were the size of basketballs! Her hard nipples were just begging for attention, so I reached out with my other hand and began to squeeze and pinch them. She giggled, arching her back to give me better access.

“Ooh, thank you,” she moaned, thrusting one hand down between her legs, touching herself as I squeezed and pinched her breasts. Lexie was dripping over my fingers, panting hard as I fucked her. They were both in ecstasy, and it felt nice to be able to just touch them without asking for permission. I thought that all of life should be like that!

“So, refreshments?” I asked. Lexie giggled, so I looked up at her. She produced a blue pill.

“Well, this will help, but only if you want it,” she said. Hell yeah I wanted it! I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. She placed it on my tongue and I swallowed it, all the while never taking my hands off their luscious young bodies.

“Now, how can we help to refresh you?” Jessica asked, reaching down for my half-erect cock. It twitched to life under her palm, and I let my head rest against the seat as she began to jerk me off. I dropped my hands, content just to look up at the two young women as they pleasured me.

“Hmmm,” I said, glancing over at Jeremy. He was getting a blowjob from Ginger, so I knew he was having a good time. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

“Well, we could start by having Jessica ride you while I suck your balls,” Lexie suggested. That sounded good to me, so I nodded. A second later, Jessica was straddling me, her huge tits right in my face. I couldn’t help myself – I leaned forward and sucked one between my lips, flicking my tongue over it. Jessica shuddered, crying out in pleasure.

I could feel her warm heat hovering over my cock, her juices dripping onto the tip. I grabbed her breasts, holding them up as she began to sink down, so that I could keep licking and sucking her nipples as she impaled herself on my cock. Her pussy was tight and wet, it felt perfect sliding over my flesh. I groaned, biting down on her breast to show how good it felt. She put her hands on my shoulders to support herself. I closed my eyes, enjoying the simple ecstasy of burying my head in her massive tits while she slid up and down on my cock. And then it got better – I felt Lexie’s tongue on my balls, sucking and licking them, worshipping them, while Jessica rode me.

“Oh, sir, your cock is sooooo big!” Jessica moaned, her face contorted in pleasure as she filled her pussy with my meat. “I love the way it feels in me! Thank you for letting me ride you!”

“Mmm,” Lexie added. “And your balls are nice and heavy, they feel so good in my mouth, I could suck on them all day…”

“Go right ahead, girls,” I said, still squeezing Jessica’s tits as they bounced in my face. “Show me what good little sluts you are. This is what you’re paid for, right?”

“Yes, sir! Oh, yes, fuck, yes!” Jessica said, her toes curling and her mouth opening in an ‘o’ shape as she slammed down on my cock and gushed. She ground down on me for a minute, cumming on my cock, her tight little pussy clenching and releasing around me. I nearly came right then, with my balls in Lexie’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy dripping down my shaft. But I had a better idea. It wasn’t fair to the girls that only Jessica got to cum.

“Get off me,” I barked, pushing until the girl hopped off my dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Jeremy hold Ginger’s head in place as he fucked her throat. I grabbed Lexie’s hair, pulling her off my balls. “Jessica, lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck her.”

Spinning Lexie around, I pushed on her upper back until she was bent over, her plump ass perfect for squeezing. My cock was still soaked in Jessica’s juices when I plunged it into Lexie’s cunt and made her scream. Just as I told her, Jessica positioned herself under Lexie and started to lick her slit. I could feel her soft tongue lapping at my shaft each time I pulled out, then against my balls when I thrust in. Lexie was even tighter than Jessica!

“Yeah, you fucking slut, take daddy’s cock,” I heard Jeremy say beside me. Dude was into some kinky shit, but I kind of liked the sound of it. “Swallow every drop of my cum, you stupid bitch.”

Ginger moaned in ecstasy as Jeremy held her down and emptied his balls into her throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of Lexie taking my cock like a champ. Leaning forward, I grabbed her tits, squeezing and pinching them as I drilled her.

“You’re so good, sir,” Lexie panted. I could see that she had one hand on Jessica’s head, holding her friend’s face against her slit. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

“Do it,” I grunted.

When she started shuddering and gushing, I drove all the way into her and unloaded. I filled her sweet little pussy with my cum until it was dripping out of her and into Jessica’s mouth. When I pulled out, trailing cum all the way, Jessica started to lick my cum out of Lexie’s pussy, Lexie riding her tongue like they did this all the time. They probably did. These chicks were pure nymphos.

I barely had time to recover before I saw the blonde approaching from the cabin. She was wiping her mouth, cum dripping from her chin – she’d probably just blown the pilot and co-pilot at the same time. Which gave me an idea….

“Hey, Jeremy,” I said, nudging my friend. “What do you think about a little…”

I barely had to gesture and he knew what I was saying. He grinned.

“I’m down,” he said. “Which of these sluts do you think we should do?”

“Me! Me! Please! Pick me! I swear, I’ll be so good, sir!” Ginger pleaded, still on her knees before Jeremy.

“No, pick me! I’m a good girl, I promise, I deserve it!” The blonde said – I could remember her name now. Tanya. Pretty soon, all four stewardesses were fighting over who would get to fuck Jeremy and I. I laughed.

“I haven’t gotten to fuck Tanya yet,” I said, shrugging at my friend.

“She was a good lay,” Jeremy nodded. “But I want her ass this time.”

Tanya squealed in delight, hopping up and down so that her perky tits bounced along with her. The other girls groaned.

“Why don’t you three put on a show for us to enjoy while we fuck her?” I suggested. “Or is the in-flight entertainment over already?”

Ginger, Lexie, and Jessica all grinned, hopping up to the front of the plane. At that moment, we hit a patch of turbulence. They fell all over each other, tits bouncing, cum-soaked bodies grinding together. It was the perfect catalyst- soon, they were all grinding together on the floor, eating each other out and fucking themselves with their fingers.

Tanya, meanwhile, had landed in Jeremy’s lap. He laughed, standing up, holding her like she weighed nothing. Which she really didn’t. I stroked my dick, watching Jeremy grope her tits from behind, holding her around the waist. She moaned in pleasure and reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit as he abused her tits.

Laughing, he walked over and dropped her on my lap. She squealed in delight, her slick pussy sliding down my cock right away. I groaned – she was a slut, but she was tight as a virgin. And she only got tighter when Jeremy knelt down a little bit, positioning her in such a way that he could shove his cock up her ass at the same time I was balls-deep in her pussy.

My friend and I slammed into her as hard as we could, enjoying the way she took it like she couldn’t get enough. And as though that all wasn’t enough, the girls had gotten bored playing with each other and crawled over to us. I watched Lexie suck Jeremy’s heavy, swinging balls while riding a double-sided dildo with Ginger, who was eating out Jessica. Jessica’s mouth covered my balls, licking and sucking them while her big brown eyes gazed up at me in total adoration.

“Oh, you are so good to us,” Ginger moaned, slamming her pussy back against Lexie’s. “Thank you, sirs.”

“Yes,” Tanya gasped. We were both deep inside her, her ass stretched out to fit Jeremy’s cock while her pussy fit snug around mine. I leaned forward, biting at her chest, sucking her nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her hair with my hand, yanking until her head rolled back on her neck.

“You love it, don’t you?” Jeremy leaned forward to ask, speaking into her ear. “You love getting fucked by strangers? Getting paid to have your ass and pussy reamed at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” Tanya moaned, writhing as she came. My balls churned again, I reached down with my free hand and grabbed Jessica’s head, pulling her against my balls so that I could feel her lips all over them. With a groan, I jerked upward and came for the third time that flight. Pulsing inside of Jessica while Jeremy thrust into her ass was the tightest, hottest fuck of my life.

I filled her with my load, watching her shake and beg for more as Jeremy filled her ass. When we were done with her, she hopped off, reached between her legs, and pulled some of my cum up to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. She did it again, sharing with Ginger while Lexie crawled over and started to lick at Tanya’s pussy, eating my cum from it.

As you can imagine, the rest of the flight was a whirlwind of sex and cum, breasts and asses. By the time we landed in Cabo, I was exhausted – and had a whole new appreciation for the company I worked for, and my manager. Jeremy had held up the whole time despite being much less fit than me. In fact, he may even have gotten a few more loads in than I did! The girls buckled us in again before we landed, then collapsed together in a moaning, kissing pile. When the door of the plane slid open, they were lined up on their knees.

“Thank you,” they said in unison. “We hoped you enjoyed your ride on Bimbo Airlines! Please, come again!”

Not likely, I chuckled to myself, following Jeremy off the plane. Come again? I didn’t think I’d be able to get off for a month after that plane ride!

“So, what’d you think?” Jeremy asked, laughing as we emerged from the plane, the intense heat smacking me in the face.

“Amazing,” I said. “Truly unbelievable.”

“And that’s just the beginning, my boy,” he said, turning to me with a wink.  “Welcome to the corporate retreat!”

Just the beginning?!

I couldn’t wait to see what came next!


Bimbo Hotel

If you had told me that the corporate retreat I was invited to as a reward for outselling any other salesman in the company would be the highlight of my life, I would have laughed right in your face. After all, a bunch of stooges I didn’t really like when I had to work with them couldn’t turn out to be that much better when I had to vacation with them, right? And hanging out with Jeremy, my manager, for a whole week kind of took the fun out of a free trip to Cabo.

But of course, the minute I stepped on that plane, I realized how wrong I was.

Bimbo Airlines wasn’t just named after some weirdo who ran the company. It was a full on, all expenses paid, brothel in the sky. For the entire flight, I’d been balls-deep in hot, nympho, teenage pussy.

So you can imagine that I was pretty excited to see what the hotel had in store. By the time we landed, it was already pretty late, and the drive to the hotel took an hour. It was too dark to really take in the sights and sounds, and I was wiped. When we pulled up to the resort, with its banal fountains and shrubbery, I was too loopy-headed to make any judgments about it. Jeremy and I were ushered through the front door by two attractive but fully-clothed women, into a lobby that was…normal. Really nice, but totally normal.

I knew that Jeremy had said the flight was just the beginning, but as I looked around the room, I was a little disappointed. There were plenty of men who were there for the retreat - they all had nametags, and waved genially to Jeremy and I as we approached the front desk.

The staff was composed entirely of pretty young girls, but they wore full uniforms. The happy chatter from the hotel bar and the low mumbling of men in the lobby over the muzak was all I could hear - no moans of unearthly pleasure or cries of passion. Dejected but ready to accept that I couldn’t expect the company to pay for a sex resort, I followed Jeremy to the front desk.

The young blond waiting for us wore a bright smile and sharp black suit, tailored pencil skirt showing off her hips but not much else. She walked Jeremy and I throuhg the hotels’ amenities, giving us brochures and stickers where we could write our names so everyone would know who we were. Jeremy acted like some Dad, making bad jokes and acting way too interested in the boring information Jenny was giving us. Finally, though, I had my room key and my room number. Jeremy handed it over, smiling.

“Shall we meet at the bar for drinks?” He asked.

“Actually, I’m kind of exhausted,” I admitted, feeling just how true that was as soon as the words left my mouth. I’d lost count of how many times I came on the plane, and even with the help of Viagra I was spent. The idea of laying in a nice clean hotel bed, ordering room service, turning on the TV and drifting off to dreamland suddenly seemed better than sex!

“I guess you are,” Jeremy chuckled, winking. “My first time, I missed the whole first day of the conference! Well, you rest up, Josh. You’re gonna need the energy.”

He winked again before turning around and shouting some guys’ name, approaching a small group of men with his arms out. I didn’t want to waste the brainpower wondering if I should expect more of the treatment I’d received on the flight. Maybe Jeremy just meant that the retreat would be chock-full of team building exercises and boozing with middle managers. Either way, I sighed in relief when I got to my room and collapsed on the bed.

Not even two hours later, after a sumptuous meal delivered by another fully-dressed young bombshell, I was drifting off to sleep. But before I was dead to the world, I thought to call up the front desk and ask for a wake-up in the morning. Eight seemed like a responsible time to wake up and get ready for the day’s roster of meetings and lectures and workshops. The front desk girl chirped that she’d be happy to schedule my wake-up and hung up - and I barely had the phone down on its cradle before I was deep asleep.

***

I slowly began to understand that I wasn’t sleeping anymore. I was dreaming, surely - I hadn’t brought a girl back to my room the night before, so there couldn’t possibly be a set of lips wrapping themselves around my thick, throbbing cock. I groaned, wanting to plunge back into the sweet dream I was having. The one where I could reach down and find a tangled mess of warm, silken hair to wrap around my fingers. The one where a soft tongue lapped and licked at my balls while a strong fist pumped my shaft.

Of course, it didn’t take long before I realized - this wasn’t a dream.

“What the…?” I wondered aloud, opening my eyes to a dark room. I grabbed the covers, pulling them up to see what was underneath. Two big, green eyes looked back at me, soft flesh pressed between my thighs.

“Good morning, sir,” the girl said. “This is your wake-up call.”

Oh, right. I grinned, watching her work her hands around my balls, alternately stroking and squeezing while her fist pumped up and down my cock, lubricated by her spit. Pre-cum gleamed at the tip of my cock and dribbled down, and she eagerly leaned forward to collect it on her tongue, moaning as she swallowed it down. She had long brown hair and what little I could see of her breasts was lovely. Even better was her round, tight ass wiggling in the air as she wrapped her lips around my tip again, moaning in ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head, inching her way down my cock. I pushed the covers down so I could see better.

“That’s not bad,” I said. “Are you the hotel’s resident slut?”
“One of them,” the girl giggled. “You didn’t know? We have a whole team of eager little nymphos. Just ring the front desk and ask for a fucktoy.”

“I’ll remember that,” I sighed, letting her get back to work.

“How would you like me to proceed, sir?” the girl asked in between slurping my cock down her throat. “We’re always open to feedback.”

She was so professional! I chuckled and reached down to get a grip on her head.

“Just open wide,” I growled. “I want to fuck your throat.”

“MMmmm!”

The girl nearly jumped off the bed as I slammed her head down and my hips up at the same time. I felt my cock slide deep into her throat, her gag reflex kicking in. But she fought it back, and I admired how well she handled herself as I began to mercilessly thrust into her throat. Her eyes watered, dripping tears down her cheeks as I choked her with my dick, raping her sweet little mouth like I owned it.

“Good girl,” I grunted, feeling my balls churn as her spit flowed down, making them all warm and wet. “You ready to swallow?”

Her muffled agreement was music to my ears. She looked like she was excited about it! It drove me over the edge, and I forced her head all the way down, until I felt her nose hit my pubic bone, before spilling into her. I held her close, thrusting with each spurt of cum that I fed her. She clawed at the sheets, clearly struggling to get enough air, and eventually I was finished and let her up. She gasped, looking like a whore with her make-up running and my cum on her lips.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned, licking her lips and swallowing. “That was delicious!”

“You ‘re welcome,” I said, leaning back, satisfied and very awake. The nameless girl bounced off the bed. Everything on her body bounced, too.

“Now, unless there’s any other way I can help you, sir, I have a whole list of men who require waking up,” she said. I looked down and noted that she was dripping wet. Poor thing needed some relief.

“Do you fuck? Or just blowjobs?” I asked.

“Oh,” she giggled. “They won’t let me fuck yet. I only just turned 18. I’m not experienced enough!”

“But you must be really horny,” I said.

“Yes,” she agreed, reaching down between her legs. “I’m like this all the time, but the mornings are the worst! I just love sucking cock so much, and getting all full on cum…but yeah, I don’t really get to cum myself.”

“Well, how about a tip?” I laughed. “Lay down. Spread ‘em.”

“Sir? Really?!” She squealed in delight, kneeling on the bed again.

“Just do it,” I growled. “Before I change my mind.”

Soon, she was laying down before me, legs spread, perfect little body on display. I knew I was going to get hard again, but I could deal with it. I started with her tits, squeezing and kissing her nipples, making them hard for me before biting them gently. She squirmed underneath me, panting already. Slowly, I made my way down her stomach. I was already getting hard again! That gave me an idea.

“Wait,” I said, pulling back. She groaned in disappointment, looking at me frantically as I denied her. “How about I ride your face while I do this favor for you?”

“Oh, yes, please!” She squealed. I still didn’t know her name! But I turned myself around, positioning my cock over her eager mouth. Slowly, I began to thrust into her willing throat, making her gag all over again before I leaned down and buried my own face in her sweet little pussy. I wouldn’t have been interested if she was fucking other dudes, but I always liked eating pussy and hers was clean. I eagerly lapped at her clit, suckling it between my lips while she let me rape her throat again. I reached my hand around until I could shove two fingers into her pussy, thrusting up to find her g-spot. I heard her muffled cries as she came for me, bucking on my hand. I laughed at how easy she was to please, how wet she was. I rose, giving her a last few good thrusts before cumming in her mouth again, adding to her bellyful of jizz. She groaned, drooling, as  I finished and pulled away.

“Now, if you don’t mind, I do have to get up now,” I said, pulling her off the bed and giving her ass a friendly slap as I pushed her towards the door.

“Thank you, sir! Thank…”

I slammed the door shut in her face, knowing that if I let her stay any longer I’d be adamant about being the first man to fuck her. And it really was getting late, and I needed to get down to the lobby to start my first full day at the corporate retreat. After all, I wasn’t just there to empty my balls, right? Though I wondered what I would really find once I got downstairs…

***

Internet Sales Strategies. Effective Communication. How To Gain Trust In Clients. The morning was full of workshops and talks, networking and stale platters of cheese and crackers. There was some neat swag, but other than that it was pretty boring. But considering the morning and the day before, I wasn’t about to complain.

Still, when it came time for us to break for a few hours in the middle of the day, I declined Jeremy’s offer to join him and a few other regional managers at the pool. I knew it was clothes optional - it had said as much in the brochure I got at check-in - and I’d seen enough of Jeremy on the flight. I needed a break. Besides, there were a lot of men at the conference, and I hardly wanted to see them all without their clothes.

I figured I could just call the front desk and arrange something private, in the comfort of my room. I was pretty chipper as I made my way up there, until I was just outside my door.

I guess I should have known from the sounds I heard and the general way the weekend had been going, but when I heard the TV on in my room I immediately went on high alert. I hadn’t even turned the TV on. Someone was in my room! I had my computer in there, and enough cash that I didn’t want anyone taking it! Angry and ready to fight, I burst through the door.

To my surprise - and relief - I didn’t catch a burglar red-handed. I realized that I’d heard the television, but hadn’t really listened to what was playing. Now, I saw the huge flat screen flickering with flesh. It was porn! Of course it was porn! On the screen, a woman was bent over a pool table, taking it in the ass while another man jacked off in her face. Stunned and instantly aroused, I looked at the bed, which was right in front of the television. What I saw there was even better than the porn.

“Oh, god!” The woman was dressed in the skimpiest maid’s outfit you can imagine. She lay on her back, spread-eagled, fucking herself with the end of a feather duster. Her cheeks were pink, her black hair tousled and spread out on the comforter. “Oh, sir, I’m so sorry! I was cleaning your room, and I just couldn’t help myself!”

“Well, well, well,” I said, shrugging off my suit jacket and admiring her plush ass as she thrust up against the feather duster. Her free hand was clutching her breast, kneading it through her dress. “Will you look at this. The hotel maid, slacking off on the job. I walk into my room expecting it to be clean, and what do I get? A dirty slut fucking herself on my bed, watching porn on my television!”

“I’m so sorry,” she panted. Her nametag said Cindy. “I get so horny sometimes, I can’t stop myself. Are you going to tell on me, sir?”

I grinned, already working on my belt.

“That depends,” I said. “What will you do to keep me quiet?”

“Anything,” she groaned, thrusting again before pulling out the feather duster and spreading her legs wide. “Please, sir. Use me. Choke me. Spit on me. Do anything you want, just please don’t tell on me. I could lose my job!”

“You’re telling me that I can do anything I want to you?” I said, my pants at my ankles, cock hard and throbbing in my hand. I watched her eyes travel down to take in my member, thick and long. She got a glazed look of lust, and licked her lips. She nodded her head vacantly.

“Please, sir,” she said. “Let me make it up to you. I’ll be a perfect little fuck toy. You can have me any way you want.”

“Good,” I said. “Stay right where you are, but pull your dress down. Let me see those tits of yours.”

She was all too eager to comply, squirming as she pulled down the straps of her dress until her rosy, D-cup breasts spilled forward. I groaned, thinking of ramming myself into her while grabbing those tits. Her nipples were hard and pointy, begging for attention. She was still spread wide, her pink cunt dripping wet. I was struck by sudden inspiration. Smirking, I approached the bed, then knelt beside her face. She pouted up at me, eyes begging.

On the screen, the woman was being held between the two men, one fucking her slit while the other worked her ass. I watched the screen as I grabbed Cindy’s head and guided her mouth to my cock. She immediately got to work, guiding her tongue expertly around the head of my cock, then swallowing it inch by inch. It felt great, especially in conjunction with the porn, but I didn’t want another blowjob. Once Cindy had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled back.

“I’m gonna fuck your tits,” I said. “And you’re gonna worship my balls while I do it.”

Before Cindy could say anything, I positioned myself over her head. My balls hung right over her mouth, and I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together. Thrusting my rod between them was amazing, but her mouth on my balls was even better. From my vantage point, I could watch the porno as I fucked her tits, using them like another hole, tweaking her nipples as I kneaded her breasts together to form a tight little slit for me. Beneath me, I heard her moan in appreciation as my balls moved over her face, her tongue lapping at them, sucking them between her lips.

“Touch your dirty little cunt for me,” I said. “I know you want to. You’re a desperate little slut, aren’t you?”

Her response was muffled as I ground down on her face, but she reached down between her legs, spreading her pussy and working her clit. I grabbed the duster from the bed, guiding it into her hand, and soon she was fucking herself hard as I pumped between her tits. On screen, the woman was servicing both men with her mouth, sucking her juices from their cocks and begging for their cum. I could feel Cindy’s body shifting beneath me, tensing up as she neared orgasm.

“Don’t you dare fucking cum,” I warned. “Not yet.”

Her muffled protest nearly drove me to the edge. But I knew what I wanted, and I held her down as I moved, getting off her face and flipping her over in one deft move. She weighed nearly nothing. I pulled her into position so that we were both facing the television, and she was on her hands and knees. Reaching between her legs, I shoved two fingers into her cunt and then dragged them up to her ass, lubricating it.

“You’re gonna take my whole load in this ass,” I promised, positioning myself. “And you’re going to enjoy it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir!” Cindy moaned, still rubbing her clit, her eyes on the screen as the woman coated herself in semen, rubbing it into her breasts and asking for more. “Yes, please! Please fuck my ass! Hard!”

I was happy to oblige. She spread easily as I thrust forward, burying myself in her ass in a single pump. She was tight and warm, and she went stiff as I slammed my balls against her. On the screen, the chick was rubbing cum into her slit, fucking herself with two fingers.

“Oh, yes! Sir, please! Fuck my ass! Punish me!”

“Fucking slut,” I said, spanking her as I rode her ass. “You’re a worthless little cunt. Not even worth cumming anywhere but your ass.”

“Oh, fuck,” Cindy screamed, the filthy words pushing her over the edge. Her body spasmed, stiffening and relaxing around my cock. It triggered my own release, and I groaned, burying myself to the hilt in her ass and pumping my load into her. She rammed against me, squeezing me dry with her climax. Panting, I watched her collapse, her face against the mattress. I pulled out of her, breathing hard and feeling a bit like collapsing myself.

“You aren’t done cleaning, are you?” I said, looking around the room at the things that still needed to be tidied. She would need to make the bed again, too.

“No, sir,” she moaned, dragging herself to her feet. I saw with satisfaction that she was having a hard time walking, and I could even see the glimmer of my cum dripping down the backs of her thighs. She went about her work dutifully, first fixing the bed as I stood beside it than cleaning the rest of the room while I relaxed and watched the porno on TV.

“Alright, sir,” she sighed. “I’m all done. Thank you for not telling on me.”

“Sure,” I said.

“And…thank you for fucking me,” she added with a smile. “That was really fun!”

Well, it wasn’t like watching the porno had gotten me less hard, and that little smile of hers helped me the rest of the way. I grinned back.

“I changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t think you’ve really made it up to me yet. I think I still need to punish you.”

She squealed with delight, jumping onto the bed and onto my cock again.

***

After another long couple of workshops after lunch, I was more than ready to get back to the “retreat” part of the corporate retreat. I was at the point where nothing was impossible - if a parade of naked women riding dildo-shaped unicycles came through the lobby, I wouldn’t be surprised.

So you can imagine my excitement when I got back to my room and saw the complementary tickets to the spa on my nightstand. Cindy might have left them when I left her in the room to make the bed for a third time, or maybe the concierge slipped in and left them. It didn’t matter - what mattered was taking full advantage of all the perks available to me.

I went down to the spa.

It was the usual New Age-y place, all dark wood and tiny waterfalls and mini zen gardens and harp music playing in the waiting area. I signed my name where the cute, chubby receptionist asked me to sign it and was directed to the shower room to change into my complimentary fuzzy robe and slippers. Then, I was directed to one of the massage rooms and told to disrobe, lay on the table, and wait for my masseuse.

I was pretty relaxed already, given the day I’d had. So when the door opened and closed, I almost wondered if I should give my manhood a rest. There was still a whole week to go, right? I wouldn’t want to overexert myself! The next day, in fact, we were to take a pleasure cruise, and I had a whole new idea of what corporate considered “pleasure.”

“Hello, sir,” a timid, sweet voice said. I resisted the urge to look up, and it was a very hard urge to resist. “I’m so honored to be able to help you relax today. Let me just get my oils and…”

I wondered what she looked like, trying to put a face to the voice. Was she black or white, or maybe Asian? I thought of all the women I’d encountered since stepping on the plane, and wondered how she would stack up compared to them. I should have listened harder, instead of imagining what she looked like. That voice was very familiar.

“Oooh,” she said, and I felt her hands on me for the first time. “You keep a lot of stress in your shoulders, huh?”

“I guess,” I said, shrugging, which made her laugh. She started to work my muscles, kneading my skin in delicate but deep circles. I groaned, unable to hold back as she worked her magic. Never mind that familiar voice, and never mind the warmth of the oil on her hands. It was all about that pressure. Not just her massage skills, either.

I could feel her breasts pressing against my skin, could even feel her nipples. Clearly, my masseuse was naked. And from the feel of her, she wasn’t lacking in the chest department. I groaned again as she moved lower, spreading that warm oil all over my body, kneading away all my tension and stress and tiredness. I felt myself slipping into a deep, relaxing space in  my mind.

“Does that feel good, baby?”

Mmmm, something about the way she said that - in that uncanny voice of hers, all innocent and shy - got me hard. It surprised me, but not too much. I smiled, eyes still closed.

“Yeah,” I said. “But I think you could make me feel better.”

She giggled, and I got just a little bit harder. Something about that giggle…so familiar, and sexy…

“Okay, sir, well, why don’t you turn around and we see what we can do to get you fully relaxed?”

Didn’t have to tell me twice! I rolled over, eager to finally get my eyes on…

“Suzie!” I said, taking her in. She gasped. I should have known that voice! It was none other than little Suzie Bates. She was the daughter of my father’s good friend. She was fifteen years younger than me, which put her almost at 19. She’d always been a cute kid growing up, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say that she’d gone from cute kid to bombshell once she reached her late teens.

She had a flat stomach with a disproportionate ass, and perky c-cup tits that defied gravity. Her red hair was always done in a braid, like it was now. She was short, and looked so damn cute with her hands over her mouth, blue eyes wide with shock, freckles bright as she blushed. I grinned. “Well, I never expected to see you here!”

“Oh, Josh,” she said, quickly moving to hide herself. But it was way too late - I’d seen every inch of her perfect, teenage body. “I can’t believe it’s you, I had no idea! I’m so sorry, oh, gosh, you…you’re not gonna tell Daddy, are you?”

Her eyes were worried. I was annoyed that she was covering up, grabbing a towel from the rack.

“What are you doing?” I barked. “Get back here.”

Slowly, she dropped the towel and turned, biting her lip. Her nipples were rosy, perfect for sucking. God, it was so hot, seeing this girl I’d always known as an innocent little thing, a professional slut! She was a dirty little whore after all, and I was hard as a rock thinking about how I was going to fuck her hard, then probably shake hands with her father next time we played golf together.

“Josh…you don’t…?”

“Don’t what?” I asked, feigning anger. “You told me you were going to give me some ultimate relaxation. Are you backing out? Because that’s a naughty thing to do.”

She blushed, and I noted that her nipples got a little bit hard.

“But…but…you’re like…I’ve known you my whole life! Daddy…”

“Daddy doesn’t know you have this job,” I said. “He thinks you’re teaching English, doesn’t he?”

She nodded, her lip going pink as she bit it. Her eyes were downcast, her red braid falling over one shoulder. She half-covered her breasts with one arm, and I reached out, snatching it away.

“And if you want him to keep believing that, you’ll show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into since I last saw you,” I said.

“Josh!” She gasped again, but now her nipples were pointing at me. I grinned, grabbing my erect cock in hand and stroking it. Her eyes glanced towards it, widened as she saw how big I was, and then returned to my face, shame reading in her features.

“Come on,” I said. “Hop up here, spread your legs, and ride my dick like the whore you are. I know they must have trained you pretty well. All the other girls at this hotel are aces. You like working here, don’t you?”

Slowly, she nodded. And while she didn’t show any signs of getting on top of me, she did reach out and wrap her small hand around my cock, slowly stroking it.

“That’s right,” I groaned. “Daddy’s little princess is gonna get wet for me. I’m going to do you two favors, princess. I won’t tell Daddy, and I’ll let you cum on my cock. You want that, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”

She whimpered, staring at my cock now, watching as it dripped pre-cum into her palm. She spread it down the shaft, body trembling.

“Yes, Josh,” she whispered. “I want it so bad.”

“Good girl,” I said. “Show me how bad you want it. Get up here.”

Slowly but surely, Suzie crawled onto the modified massage table, never once letting go of my cock. She stared at it like it was hypnotizing her. I groaned as she positioned herself above me - I reached for her, grabbing her hips first and then trailing my hands up to her tits. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. She couldn’t have been working at the resort very long, judging by the condition of her pussy. It was like fucking a virgin!

And her breasts were perfect. More than a handful, soft and pliable. I waited until she had sunk all the way down on my cock, moaning the whole way, and then pulled her down so I could suck on her pert little nipples while she rode me. Her hips worked against mine, her cries of pleasure music to my ears.

“Oh, fuck, Josh,” she cried. “I’ve thought about this so much…”

“Really?” I asked, kneading her tits, watching her face contort in pleasure as she ground against me.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “I always th-thought about you when I touched myself! I always wanted to show you what a good little fucktoy I could be!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words.

“You’re not bad,” I panted. “I might just have to tell Daddy anyway. To brag about fucking his sweet little baby girl.”

“N-n-nooo!” She cried out, but her fingers clawed at my chest, her pussy flooding my lap. “Please!”

“They got you on the pill out here? Shit, I like the idea of getting you knocked up, making you run home to Daddy, tell him who got you pregnant while you were working as a whore in Mexico…”

“Josh!” Suzie screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit. “I’m c-coming!!!”

“Fuck right you are,” I grit out, hands on her hips now, forcing her body to jerk back and forth as I watched her shake in ecstasy on my cock. The idea of fucking Suzie Bates just got the better of me, and I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum

“Oh, fuck, yes, give it to me,” she squealed, squeezing herself about my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the table, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my little, innocent family friend! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving.

“So, you’re not gonna tell Daddy, right?”

“Depends,” I said, chuckling. “On how you treat me next time we have you guys over for dinner. I expect you’ll find some way to please me again. Maybe crawl under the table and blow me while I talk to Daddy about how business is going.”

She looked horrified and aroused at the same time, and I decided I really liked that look on her.  She gave me back my robe and kissed me on the cheek before running from the room, giving me a good look at her sweet ass as she went. I took my time getting my stuff together and returning to the showers, where I indulged in a sauna before leaving to go back to my room.

I happened to pass Jeremy and a few other guys on my way back, and they looked like they were having just as good a night as me.

“Looking forward to tomorrow?” One of them asked, clapping me on the back.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, wondering what I might find on that cruise. Hopefully something as good as I could get at the hotel - or maybe even better! I’d never had sex at sea before, and this seemed to be a week of firsts. I got back to my room and laid in bed for a bit before picking up the phone to order room service, with a side of pussy.


Bimbo Cruise

It was hard to imagine the corporate retreat getting any better: the flight in had been a nonstop orgy, my innocent little family friend was the masseuse at the resort, and room service included all the holes I could fuck.

But there was still the cruise.

I couldn’t wait for the cruise.

That morning, I woke up to a girl sucking my cock dry, my wake-up call. It was just past nine, and we were supposed to get the hotel shuttle at noon, so I had plenty of time to unload my balls into the girl’s mouth and get in a good breakfast, shower, and trip to the gym. I was feeling refreshed and ready for anything as I got onto the shuttle, along with nineteen of the other guys from the company.

We were split into two groups of twenty. Most of those guys were way older than me, and I had no particular interest in watching them hang out in speedos on the cruise, but I figured there would be other benefits. At least it would be a day off the resort, with no boring events I would be required to attend. The itinerary was very specific: this day was a reward.

We got to the pier where our boat waited. It was ridiculously big for only twenty people, but I knew the company spared no expense pampering its high performers. We piled on, excited for the day of leisure (and, I hoped, lewd behavior).

To my disappointment, I wasn’t immediately greeted with a row of women on their knees, mouths open waiting to be fucked. Instead, we were greeted by two very attractive, very young girls in bikinis, who welcomed us emphatically and encouraged us to enjoy ourselves. A quick survey of the boat revealed that it had all the usual cruise amenities: a big pool, a hot tub, open bar and buffet room, deck for fishing, and a few more expansive rooms that looked like they could turn into clubs after dark. Pretty girls in bikinis pranced around, giggling and waving and generally looking happy to be there. But none of them immediately offered to bend over for me.

We weren’t given much time to explore, as lunch was being served on the upper deck. Two big buffet tables hosted a sumptuous arrangement of fruits, sandwiches, salads and drinks. I stood with a few of the guys chatting as I ate, wondering if I was bound to be disappointed by the cruise. I knew I shouldn’t complain, all things considered, but it was hard when I was used to snapping my fingers and having a girl at my disposal. Still, lunch was pretty tasty!

When everyone was done eating, the speakers crackled and a cheerful voice broadcast through them.

“Gentleman, we’re proud to offer our exclusive dessert services in the dining room,” the voice said. “Enjoy!”

I looked around, and saw some telling reactions on the faces around me. Maybe there was something special about this “exclusive dessert service”?

We entered the dining room and were greeted with the exquisite sight of twenty naked girls laid out on twenty tables, each of them drizzled with chocolate and whipped cream. I could hear the appreciative laughter of my cohorts as they each approached a girl – there was one for each of us. The more eager guys nearly ran for their choices, some preferring curvier girls or darker-skinned girls. I took my time selecting, feeling that any choice would be a good one. Finally, I settled on a thin, bubbly-looking blonde who grinned up at me.

“Hello,” she said, squirming a little bit. She had her knees up, her legs spread. Chocolate was drizzled down her chest in lacey lines, a drizzle over each nipple. The chocolate sauce led down to whipped cream that covered her mound, a cherry sitting on top. “Hungry?”

“I could be,” I said, admiring her for a second. Her hands clutched the edge of the table, where her ass was practically hanging off. “What am I supposed to do with you?”

I could see perfectly well what I was supposed to do with her, but it would be nice to hear it from her mouth. She squirmed again, giggling.

“Eat me,” she sighed. “Then do whatever you want to me. I’m all yours.”

“Fair enough,” I said, my cock stiffening in my swim trunks. “Sit still.”

Putting my hands on either side of her, I leaned over and wrapped my mouth around her breast. It was small, and I could almost fit the whole thing between my spread lips. The chocolate tasted good, and she moaned in pleasure as I began to lick it from her skin. I was careful to keep my hips away from her, not wanting to get my trunks messed up with chocolate and cream.

I could hear sounds of pleasure coming from all around the large room, but I kept my focus on the girl beneath me. When I had sucked her breast clean, I moved on to the other one, her tight little nipple getting even tighter. She seemed to be having trouble obeying my command to sit still, and was wiggling beneath me. I punished her by gently nipping her skin, which made her yelp – a sound that wasn’t as much pained as it was playful.

Finally, each breast was clean, and I slowly made my way down her long, lean torso. She groaned the whole way, hips jerking as I got closer and closer to her cream-covered mound. There was chocolate syrup drizzled on her upper thighs, and I licked and kissed it off before finally making my way to her slit. Holding her down by her hips, my cock throbbing now, I began to lick away the delicious whipped cream.

She cried out when I finally made it to her flesh, her pussy dripping wet and quivering under my tongue. I wanted to fuck her, but eating her out was proving to be fun enough. Her voice mingled with the other voices crying out in pleasure around us. Her swollen clit grew even larger between my lips as I suckled her, feeling her vibrate under my hands.

“Oh, sir,” she moaned. “Please! I want to cum with your cock in me!”

Well, she didn’t have to ask me twice! I growled, quickly releasing my hard cock from my shorts and crawling up her body. Her slippery cunt accepted me in a single thrust, her body arching as I immediately started fucking her hard. She loved it, responding with an immediate climax, her slit gushing and dripping juices down my balls. I grabbed her hair, thrusting her head back so I could watch her cum while I hammered into her pussy. Her thighs wrapped around my waist, pulling me in closer, her tiny tits shaking, pink nipples erect.

Looking around the room, I watched the buffet of women being devoured. They were all crying in pleasure. I saw one man, Charles, flip his girl over and start fucking her ass – that looked pretty good, so I decided to do the same. The anonymous girl didn’t complain, and just reached behind her, peeling her cheeks open, offering herself to me. My cock was so wet with her juices that it slid right in, and I went on hammering into her ass just as hard as I had done her pussy.

She didn’t seem to mind this at all, rocking back against me to help me fuck her ass even deeper. She was so tight, I couldn’t hold out much longer, and soon my swollen cock was releasing thick ropes of cum into her ass. She squealed in delight, squeezing her muscles to make her hole even tighter as I pumped her full. When I pulled out, she was dripping cum from her pink rosebud.

“Thank you, sir,” she sighed. “You were so amazing.”

“Yeah,” I said, finally satisfied by the cruise. “I am.”

I adjusted myself, putting my dick away. Most of the guys were doing the same, though plenty were still plowing their personal fuck toy. Those of us who were done meandered back out towards the pool, where I was happy to see a game of topless volleyball had started in the pool. Some of those bikini girls who had been prancing around earlier were now bouncing in the water, playfully crashing into each other, sometimes delving into make-out sessions.

I took a seat in the soon, and was soon brought a fruity drink to enjoy while I watched the action. Before I knew it, I had fallen asleep.

***

I woke up to quite a scene. The pool was full of girls – and men fucking the girls. All the guys on the cruise seemed to be in the pool together, sharing the bounty of flesh offered by the staff. I watched, amused, for a few minutes. But I didn’t really feel like jumping in to join them – too many cooks in the kitchen, you know?

So, since the pool looked too busy, I decided to try my luck at the hot tub. It was housed in a small room with wood floors – not unlike a sauna you would find at a spa. The tub was going at full blast, bubbles foaming all over the top. I eased in, my body thankful for the warmth and massaging bubbles. The retreat had been more stressful on my body than I’d expected, and that morning at the gym hadn’t been a cakewalk, either. The nap had fully refreshed me, but I still closed my eyes as I enjoyed the hot water.

That is, until I heard giggling.

Opening my eyes, I saw two girls had entered the room. Each wore a barely-there bikini. One was very tan, with brown hair and gigantic breasts. The other was paler, with blonde hair and blue eyes. She had a pretty impressive rack, though it was nothing compared to her companion. But her ass was something to write home about!

“Can we join you, sir?” The blonde chirped, looking hopeful.

“Help yourselves,” I said magnanimously. The two girls cooed happily as they climbed into the tub.

“Hi, I’m Lindy,” said the blonde one.

“And I’m Hannah,” said the brunette. “We noticed you slipping away from the pool and wanted to make sure you weren’t feeling ignored.”


“Well, now that you mention it,” I said. “I could use a little attention. What do you two propose to help the situation?” 

They giggled, locking eyes with each other. The blonde licked her lips, turning back to me.

“Well, we haven’t been fucked all day,” she pouted. “And I really need it. So does Hannah.”

“Is that so?” I asked, grinning. “Well, what will you do to deserve a good fucking?”

“Anything!” Hannah exclaimed, bouncing a bit – her tits bounced with her.

“Yes, anything you say, absolutely anything!” Lindy squealed.

“Hmmm,” I said, looking at each of them. I wondered what to make them do first! “Well, I know a good place to start. Lindy, why don’t you strip and come over here?”

“Yes, sir,” Lindy whimpered, coming towards me and undoing her bikini top at the same time, revealing her pert, pink-nippled breasts. I turned her around, so that her back was against my chest. Reaching around, I finally got my hands on those delectably round breasts of hers. I spoke to Hannah while kneading and squeezing Lindy’s tits, pinching her nipples, feeling her body slowly begin to heat up in response. Hannah watched Lindy intently as I explored her tits with my hands. I could feel her already beginning to wiggle in need.

“Let me see yours, Hannah,” I said, and squeezed Lindy extra hard, pinching her nipples tighter than ever. Lindy yelped.

“Yes, sir” Hannah sighed, reaching behind her to undo the bikini strap. It hadn’t done a lot to hide her breasts anyway, but seeing them spill out, huge and luscious, got me harder than I’d been all day. I could tell Lindy felt it, because she rubbed her behind against my crotch with a groan.

“Good girl,” I said. “Now get over here.”

I removed my hands from Lindy’s breasts, happy to hear her whine in disappointment. These girls were so reactive, willing and eager! The hot tub jets massaged my lower back as Hannah approached, wading through the deeper part of the tub to the shallow seat where I was. My hard-on poked out of the water, and both girls stared lewdly at it, nearly salivating.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock,” I ordered Hannah. I put my hand on her head and pushed; she went down without a struggle. I felt Hannah undo my pants, and heard her gasp as my cock popped free. I smiled at her reaction. I looked down, watching her face contort as she looked at me, all thick and veiny. I was already dripping pre-cum, ready for her to suck me down.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Start licking.”

I glanced up at Lindy, who was sitting beside me now, body angled so that her knees were up over the water, her hand busy between her legs. Her smaller, B-cup tits were still nice and perky and round, her nipples darker. Her body was much slimmer, too. She was watching, rapt, as Hannah reached a hand around my cock and gripped it. The warmth of her palm wrapped around my cock was delicious, and I couldn’t wait to feel her tongue.

I kept my eyes on Hannah, watching her slowly stick her tongue out. She leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. I groaned in pleasure at the feeling of her soft tongue on my tip, my pre-cum sliding down her throat as she whimpered in delight. She started to lick me up and down, long strokes on my shaft. She licked me like I was the best ice cream cone in the world, her eyes rolling back in her head as she worked my flesh. The base of my cock was submerged in the water.

It felt like heaven, especially when I grabbed Lindy and pulled her close. Her back arched and she yelped in surprise. I leaned down and wrapped my mouth around one perfect breast, flicking my tongue over her nipple. Her groan of pleasure only satisfied me further. I was getting impatient with Hannah’s dainty licking, and reached down to grab the back of her head.

“Open wide, and suck,” I said, thrusting my hips up. I heard her muffled surprise as I buried myself into her warm mouth, sucking Lindy’s nipple between my lips and biting gently until she was writhing in my arms. I heard Hannah struggle to breath as I thrust into her throat, shoving myself as deep as I could. It forced her face underwater, and her hands clutched my thighs for balance.

My hand held her head in place as I fucked her sweet little mouth, sucking her friend’s tits at the same time. Lindy wrapped her arms around my neck for balance as I held her in an unnatural angle. I could have stayed there forever, fucking Hannah’s mouth while I sucked Lindy’s tits, but I had an even better idea.

I took a handful of Hannah’s hair and yanked her mouth off my dick, hearing her gasp and choke on the unexpected air. Pushing Lindy away, I yanked Hannah to her feet. She squealed as I dragged her up out of the water and forced her down onto the wooden floor with her head hanging down the side of the tub, her hair flowing in the water. This way, I could fuck her mouth deeper and stare at her big tits at the same time.

“Oooh,” Hannah said. “This is fun!”

“Good,” I said. “Open up.”

Obediently, she opened her jaw. I held her cheeks, holding her in place as I slid between her lips. My balls churned at the delightful sensation of my head sucked into her velvety throat. Groaning, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation for a minute. But I still wanted more, and I could think of one thing that would make it much better.

“Lindy,” I said. “Why don’t you lick her pussy for me? I want to watch you two.”

“Yes, sir!” Lindy squealed in delight, hopping out of the water and crawling between Hannah’s thighs.

“You’re a sweet little slut, aren’t you?” I said, steadily pumping into Hannah’s throat as I spoke. Closing her eyes, Lindy reached her tongue out and began to lick at Hannah’s slit. I immediately heard Hannah’s muffled moans, the vibrations tantalizing around my shaft. Her body shuddered in pleasure as Lindy ate her out.

I reached out and grabbed Hannah’s generous breasts, kneading them as I fucked her mouth. She was drooling all over me, making my cock nice and lubed up as it pierced down her throat. My balls smacked against her nose and eyes, her eyelashes tickling my sensitive flesh.

Lindy’s delicious little ass lifted in the air as she ate her friend’s pussy, licking at her clit. Pinching Hannah’s nipples, I watched her hips jerk in response. I could see her chest heaving, feel her body heating up. She was enjoying the hell out of this. Almost as much as I was enjoying her throat.

“Go ahead and cum, Hannah,” I said, grabbing her head again. “I want to see you cum.”

Even as I spoke the words, I watched her body go still. And then it released, shaking, as she came, spilling into Lindy’s tongue. The sight was so good that I couldn’t hold back. Groaning, I thrust deep into her throat and came, feeding her burst after burst of my thick cum. She was holding onto Lindy’s head, fingers buried in her hair, as she dealt with the orgasm that rocked her body and the cum dripping down her throat at the same time. Lindy gasped, coming up for air, her lips wet from her friend’s pleasure.

I pulled out of Hannah’s throat. She gasped for air, lifting her head. My cum coated her lips, dripped down her chin.

“I need some inspiration to get hard again. You’re both a little messy. Wanna clean each other up?”

Hannah moaned, recovering from her climax, while Lindy crawled up her body. The two girls pressed themselves together and started kissing, Lindy licking my cum off Hannah’s lips. They grabbed each other’s breasts, rolling over so that Hannah was on top, sucking her own juices off Lindy’s mouth. The two girls writhed together, pressing their cunts and breasts together as they kissed.

“Beautiful,” I said, watching, my dick in my hand.  “Hannah, don’t you want to return the favor?”

The girls both looked at me, smiling. I watched them get into position, Lindy slowly lowering herself down onto Hannah’s waiting tongue. Her moan of pleasure rocked with the boat as her body reacted to the stimulation. She grabbed her breasts, teasing her own nipples while she rode Hannah’s face.

My cock was coming back to life as I watched them  writhe together. Hannah reached up and held onto Lindy’s ass cheeks as she slurped and sucked her clit.

“Oh, Hannah,” Lindy moaned. “Fuck…”

I walked around them, straddling Hannah’s stomach so I could see the action from a new angle. The position allowed me to neatly slide my cock between her breasts, which were warm and inviting. Lindy’s pussy dripped, and I couldn’t help but reach for it, feeling her jump and hearing her squeal as I plunged my fingers into her tight pussy. Pumping my way up her tightness, I could tell she was enjoying being fingered while Hannah ate her out. And I was enjoying the little titfuck I was indulging in, Hannah’s breasts still wet from the hot tub. She was holding them together for me, creating a perfect tunnel.

“Oh, fuck,” Lindy groaned, thrusting down, engulfing Hannah with her dripping pussy. She clenched around my fingers, and I watched her perfect little ass shaking as she came, humping Hannah’s tongue throughout the climax.

My cock was perfectly hard again, Hannah’s generous chest offering the perfect aphrodisiac. I couldn’t wait to plunge into a nice, warm, wet pussy. As Lindy turned to look at me, I saw her eyes dull and lidded with pleasure. I pulled my fingers from her cunt and offered them to her. She closed her eyes and moaned as she licked them clean. Then I grabbed her by the waist and yanked, until she was poised above Hannah’s torso, her breasts dangling in Hannah’s face. Her squeal turned into a groan as I spread her thighs wide, pressing the head of my cock to her tight entrance.

“Isn’t anyone going to suck my balls while I fuck this slut?” I asked aloud, clearly meaning Hannah since she was the only one who could do so. She quickly obeyed, scurrying backwards before crawling on all fours behind me and leaning down to lap at my balls. I groaned in ecstasy, sinking myself into Lindy’s gushing slit. She whimpered, pushing back against me until I was all the way inside her. I started to fuck her slowly, savoring the feeling of Hannah’s tongue lapping and sucking on my balls as I did.

Reaching forward, I grabbed Lindy’s tits and held them tight as I worked her faster, taking pleasure in her cries of satisfaction. She worked her hips against me harder, until I barely had to move at all, she was fucking me! Hannah’s mouth struggled to keep up as my balls swayed faster and faster. And the sight of Lindy’s bouncy ass cheeks was beautiful; I grabbed them, squeezing tight as I buried myself over and over in her wet center.

“Does it feel good, girls?”

“Yes, sir,” Lindy moaned, bucking against me while Hannah sucked one of my balls into her mouth.

“Are you gonna cum for me?” I fucked her harder, slamming into her. “I want to watch you cum.”

She began to shake. I reached for her hair and grabbed, forcing her back to arch and her head to roll back.

“Yes! Yes, sir! I’m gonna…I’m  c-c-umminggg….”

I slammed into her as she began to convulse, shaking and spilling her sweet juices all over my shaft. They dripped into Hannah’s mouth, and she cleaned them from my balls with expert speed. I almost came right then and there, watching her go crazy on my prick. But I wasn’t done yet. I still wanted to feel sweet Hannah’s cunt. I pulled out of Lindy, watching her collapse forward. I stood, my cock aching, both girls staring up at me with puppy dog eyes, begging for more. I sat down on the edge of the hot tub and beckoned them close.

“Lindy, get in the tub,” I said. “It’s your turn for a little ball worship.”

“What do you want me to do?” Hannah asked with a wink. Smiling, I patted my lap.

“Come ride my cock,” I said. The girls got into position, Lindy kneeling down in the water, underneath us, as Hannah positioned herself over my dick and slid down. She was tight and hot as she impaled herself on my dick. She met my eyes, lusty and wanton.

“Mmm,” she moaned. Lindy licked my balls, sucking them into her mouth, as I began to thrust upward. “Feels good…”

I grabbed Hannah’s hips and started to move her up and down on my shaft. Her tits bounced, her thighs working to move her up and down in time with my thrusts.

“That’s it,” I said. “Ride my cock. I’m gonna cum in you.”

“Oh, yes,” Hannah moaned. “I want you to fill me up, sir!”

I groaned, leaning back and watching her tight body bounce on my cock. Her cheeks were getting red, her breath labored. Lindy drooled over my balls, worshipping them with her tongue. It was perfect. I watched Hannah ride me faster and faster, her eyes widening as her climax approached.

“I wanna cum for you,” she panted. “Please, let’s cum together…”

“Yeah, baby,” I said, grabbing her again and slamming her down on my cock. She screamed as I fucked her all the way to her womb. “Take it. Take it, my pretty little slut.”

“Yesss!” She screamed. Her hips bucked. Lindy sucked my balls into her mouth as they churned, and I exploded inside Hannah, pumping my cum into her unprotected womb. She groaned, holding onto my shoulders as she came, milking my cock dry with her spasms. Lindy’s tongue travelled upward, lapping the cum that spilled from Hannah’s cunt.

“Hungry, are you?” I grit out as I pumped the last of my seed into Hannah. I tossed her to the side, breathing heavy. She landed with her legs spread beside me on the wood floor. “Eat up, you little slut.”

Lindy moaned, sliding between Hannah’s legs, lapping up the cum that leaked from her pussy. I’d cum twice, but if they kept that up I’d cum again soon enough. Hannah was still shaking, and she grabbed Lindy’s hair, pulling her tight to her dripping pussy, hips bucking. Lindy came up for air, slithering up Hannah’s body to share my cum with her in a deep kiss.

Soon enough, we had collapsed into the water together, letting the jets ease our muscles.

“That was so amazing, sir,” Hannah cooed, curling up against me.

“I wish you could stay forever,” Lindy added, curled up on my other side.

“Well, that wouldn’t be fair to the rest of the sluts, would it?” I joked, giving them a squeeze before rising to my feet. The bitches were getting kind of clingy for my taste, and besides – I was hungry. They had to be serving dinner by then. I looked forward to a good meal. Dressing, I left the two girls behind and went back to join the rest of the guys for dinner.

After we ate, and had more dessert, it was back to the hotel. The cruise had turned out to be just as good as I’d hoped – and there was still half a week of fun to be had on the resort! I couldn’t believe how good the company treated us, and decided that they had a good reason to. After knowing what was in store for me at the corporate retreat, I’d be doubling my sales the next year. Hell, I’d be tripling them! Anything to show the company just how loyal I could be –

After all, what other job includes perks like this?


A Brat for the Bimbo Farm

Chapter One

“I HATE you!” I screamed as the car drove off.

I meant it, too. Every syllable. My “Daddy” was an absolute tool. First of all, he wasn’t even my real dad. He was just my adopted father. He adopted me when I was 16.

Second of all, he was a prick! I guess at 18 I was “too much” for him, so he dropped me off like a dog at his brothers’ farm to work for the summer. Did I have anything to say about it? No! I sure didn’t!

I threw some rocks at the dusty road that still showed signs of his retreat. My suitcase sat beside me. It was already too hot out. I was wearing my short shorts and a tied-up gingham halter, the only clothes suitable for the dry Texas heat. My flip-flops were dusty. I turned around.

The farmhouse made me groan. It was big and old and ugly. I could smell the animals out back already. I’d never even met my adopted uncle. He was probably just as much a jerk as my adopted dad.

I heaved my suitcase up. Yeah, he must be a jerk. Or else he’d be out here welcoming me and helping with my luggage! I groaned as the heavy bag slapped against my tan calves. I don’t work out. I don’t need to. With my DD breasts and big, bubbly ass, building my upper body strength has never been a priority.

Daddy said I’d learn “how to work hard” this summer. We’ll just see about that. Uncle Rocky couldn’t make me do anything. Groaning, I set my suitcase down and knocked on the door.

There was no answer.

What the hell!

I knocked harder.

Still no answer.

It was sooo hot. I was beginning to soak through the shirt. I tried the doorknob, and to my relief it was open. I threw my bag in and collapsed into the blissful cool of the air conditioning.

Where was Uncle Rocky? On second thought, what did I care? The longer I went without seeing him, the better. I left my suitcase by the front door and began to explore the house. It was pretty hokey looking. Dumb pictures of dumb animals everywhere, quilts and wood furniture and stuff. There were two floors. The top floor had an empty bedroom that I assumed would be mine, and a not-so-empty bedroom that must have been Uncle Rocky’s.

Well, I guess it was rude of me or whatever, but I checked out Uncle Rocky’s room. Maybe I’d learn something about him. And I did. I learned that he watched a lot of porn. What a perv! There must have been a couple dozen DVDs. Who even watches porn on DVD anymore? He had a laptop, so he probably watched porn on that, too. I looked at some of the DVDS: Teenage Pussies Four, Accidental Gangbang, Bored Horny College Girls…

Disgusted, I threw them back down on the pile next to the TV and DVD player. Ew! He was into young girls. And guess what? I happened to be a young girl, with a body not unlike the girls in those pornos. I half wished I’d worn something a little more modest.

Then I smirked.

Whatever. This was kind of cool. It would be super fun, running around all summer in my tiny shorts and my bikinis, teasing him with my tight little virgin body, knowing he’d never, ever get to touch me. He’d spend all summer drooling over me, jerking off while he thought about me. I could probably get him to do whatever I wanted, the same way I did with Brett, my adopted brother.

That thought put a big smile on my face and I skipped from the room, down the stairs. Now, I couldn’t wait to meet him, and see his initial reaction at his adopted niece’s body and style of dressing. I even unbuttoned one of the buttons at the top of my tied-up halter, showing off a little more cleavage.

Downstairs, there was still no sign of him. I was thirsty after the long drive and the few minutes I spent out in the dry heat, not to mention the exertion of pulling my luggage inside. Going into the kitchen, I saw where a back door led out into the rest of the property. Ugh. It was all barns and animal pens and stuff. It looked really dirty. I was not looking forward to spending time here. It probably smelled like shit.

The tap water I poured into a glass tasted horrible. Geeze, couldn’t I catch a single break?! Frustrated, I poured it into the sink and opened the fridge. Inside, I was relieved to find a pitcher of water – probably filtered. I poured myself a big glass and tasted. Well, it didn’t taste great, but it certainly tasted better.

It had kind of a weird chemically taste to it, actually. Maybe it was some kind of chlorine or something, to purify the nasty tap water? Whatever, it was slaking my thirst. I poured another glass and opened the sliding back door, letting in another blast of Texas heat. Grimacing, I knew I really had to track down Uncle Rocky, so I slid the door closed and stepped out into the farm.

It did smell like shit.

A dog ran up to me, its tail wagging. It looked dirty, and I cringed away from its floppy, drooling tongue. I tried to walk away from it, but it followed me. Creepy little dog! And – oh my god! It wasn’t just annoying, it was horny! The dog’s dick was out! Ewwwww!

I walked faster, and the dog barked behind me, but it stopped following me. Thank god. The closest building to the main house was a barn, and I slipped inside. There was bales of hay and farm tools and all the shit you’d expect, but no Uncle Rocky. Going back onto the grounds, I spotted a big open space with some horses. It seemed better than going to the pig pen, so I groaned my way across the dusty yard to the fence.

Even before I got very close, I realized the horses were horny, too! There were four of them. Two of them had big, like gigantic, dicks! And even as I watched, one of them mounted one of the female horses and they started going at it! I nearly dropped my glass of water in surprise and disgust. Okay, maybe the pigswere safer.

Nope. The pigs were randy, too. And the bull in the smaller barn, and the sheep, and the goats! Even the two donkeys were sporting big, happy boners! What was going on here? Was it mating season? Must be. I didn’t know a single thing about farms, so that made sense to me, a little bit. But wouldn’t that mean they’d all have babies in the winter? Didn’t animals usually have babies in the spring?

At any rate, as much as I looked for him, I couldn’t find Uncle Rocky anywhere. I’d finished my glass of water and stomped back towards the house. This was real bullshit!


Chapter Two

“Hey!”

A loud, masculine voice carried over the flat ground in my direction. I turned to the right, and saw, past the horses, a man walking towards me. Finally! Well, he could meet me inside. I was hot and bored and tired and cranky. I kept stomping towards the house, not acknowledging any more of his shouts. He could see perfectly well where I was going and meet me there.

The air conditioning was a welcome change from the hot air outside. I needed more water, and poured a fresh glass. The pitcher was a little less than half-full. I put it back and looked out the glass door as Uncle Rocky approached, looking rather pissed.

He was older than Daddy, but not by much. He looked really strong, probably from all the farm work. He had a black beard and a cowboy hat over salt-and-pepper hair. He wore tight jeans, boots, and a plaid shirt. What a nerd. He really put this whole “down home farmer” shtick to good use.

The door slid open and he stepped inside.

“Now, why the hell didn’t you stop when I called to you?”

Those were his first words to me? Not “welcome”, not “nice to meet you”, not “hi I’m your Uncle Rocky”?

Two could play at that game!

“I was hot,” I said. “I’ve been looking for you for an hour! Didn’t Daddy tell you when we were coming?”

“You’re early,” he sneered, looking me up and down. “What the hell are you wearing?”

“I told you,” I said, setting the glass down with emphasis. “It’s hot.”

“Whatever,” Uncle Rocky said. “No wonder your Daddy sent you to me. I can see already, you need some straightening out.”

“Ugh,” I said. “I’m not doing anything you say, so don’t get any ideas.”

“Is that so?” Uncle Rocky gave me a cold smirk. “Funny, Katie, because I’m pretty sure that by the end of the summer, you’ll be doing everything I…wait. Where’d you get that water?”

His eyes widened as he looked at the half-drunk glass in front of me. I rolled my eyes. What, was water a precious commodity out here? Was he gonna charge me by the glass? Even with the air conditioner on, I was starting to feel really hot again.

“From the fridge,” I said. Uncle Rocky fixed me with a strange look, then pushed past me to open the fridge.

“Shit, girl,” he said. “How much of this did you drink?”

What a gross old weirdo! What did he care?

“Um, I don’t know,” I said. “A couple glasses.”

He closed the fridge, looked at me, and started laughing. Like, really hard. So hard that he had to lean his arm against the fridge to stay upright.

“What? What’s so funny?”

“Ha,” he said, recovering. “Oh, you’ll see.”

I put my hands on my hips, pouting. I didn’t like not being “in” on his stupid joke, and I wanted him to know it.

“I promise,” he said, straightening up, still smiling. “You’ll see, probably sooner than you think. Now, follow me.”

He moved across the kitchen to the sliding door. I just stood there, watching him. He had to know I wasn’t just going to follow him around. I was a little disappointed at how little he was bothered by my body. Wasn’t I just his type?

He stood outside the door, waiting. Not knowing what else to do, I stepped outside, closing the door behind me.

“I told you, I’m not…”

“I know what you said,” he said. “But it’s bullshit, and we both know it. If you want to eat, you work. Understand? You’re 18, not 8. I’m not feeding you, and you’re not sleeping in my house, unless you work.”

“You can’t starve me!” I protested.

“You’re an adult,” he said. “I don’t have to do anything for you. I can kick you out whenever I want. And do you think Daddy will come rescue you? If you remember correctly, he’s the one who brought you here.”

Damn! He had a point. Well, it was going to be a boring summer no matter what. I might as well do whatever stupid chores he wanted me to do. Seeing my surrender, he began to walk across the yard. I followed, staring down at my flip-flops and thinking dark thoughts. We came to a stop at the sloppy, gross pigpen.

The pigs were still fucking, and I scrunched up my nose as I watched them. It was totally gross!

“Here,” Uncle Rocky said, handing me a shovel.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” I said.

“Shovel the mud out of the pen,” he said.

“What! No way! First of all, those pigs are…are…”

“Are what? Doing what comes natural? I am well aware of what the pigs are doing, little girl.”

“Well, I’m wearing sandals,” I protested further. “I can’t do this in sandals!”

“Your problem, not mine,” he shrugged, and began to walk away. I called after him, cursing and yelling, but he didn’t budge. I looked back into the pig pen. This was bullshit! I wasn’t getting in there and getting my feet all dirty!

“Do it, or don’t eat, and sleep with the pigs tonight,” he called right before disappearing into the house. Ugh! He was a pig! I started to cry a little bit as I stepped over the low gate. Immediately, mud got all over my toes and feet. The pigs barely even seemed to notice me, they were so busy doing it. I started to shovel the mud into the big pile behind the pen, my muscles feeling sore by the third load.

I could hear the pigs going at it, and sometimes I snuck a peek when I turned. I was starting to get really, really hot. It was way too warm out to do this kind of work. But it was also like an inside heat. Like, the more I watched the pigs, who seemed to never get tired of fucking, the more I felt all weird and tingly inside. Kind of like I felt sometimes when I touched Brett, and it was just as unwelcome – more unwelcome, considered I was getting that feeling from watching animals having sex!

I shoveled the mud, feet away from fornicating hogs, for what felt like eternity. Finally, the sun began to go down a little bit, and Uncle Rocky came out of the house. I was coated in mud and dirt and sweat. My muscles were screaming for relief, and my cheeks were stained from my tears. My boobs felt way heavier than normal, and I guess all that hard work made my nipples hard, because they were uncomfortable under my bra. I whimpered as Uncle Rocky approached, feeling a fresh surge of that weird, hot tingly feeling.

“Good job,” he said slowly, looking into the pen. “Good enough, at least. Took you too damn long, though. Get out.”

Grateful enough to cry, I threw the shovel down and climbed over the fence. My short shorts were soaked through with sweat, clinging to my skin. My shirt was nearly see-through, as well.

“Thirsty?” Uncle Rocky said with a weird smile. I shrugged, stomping along at his side back to the house. “You can have a drink from the hose when I hose you off.”

“What?! I’m not a dog, you can’t just hose me off!”

“You don’t think I’d let you in the house looking – and smelling – like that, do you? I keep a very clean home, Katie. You’ll appreciate that when you’ve spent some time here.”

“This is crazy!” I said, stomping my foot and crossing my arms. But even as I protested, Uncle Rocky was reaching for the hose. Before I could run away, he blasted me with ice cold water, soaking me to the bone! My clothes were soaked, my hair was soaked, everything was soaked! My shirt might as well have disappeared, and even my bra clung to my skin – the cold water made my hard nipples even harder. I screamed and ran as soon as I got over the shock of the water.

“Good enough,” Uncle Rocky said again. “Go inside and shower before dinner. You’re still a dirty little brat.”

Pouting and sniffling, I ran into the house and up the stairs. I was so embarrassed! This was awful! The worst summer ever!

The air conditioning made my wet skin unbearably cold, so I turned the shower on as hot as it would go. Stripping off my clothes, I looked down and realized that my breasts looked a little bigger than I remembered them being. And as sensation began to return to my freezing body, so did the weird tingling. Nervously, I touched my chest, wondering what was up with me. The second I did, I moaned as a surprising wave of lewd sensation rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing my hard nipples. Shocked at my own behavior, I ripped my hands away and got into the shower.

What was happening? I’d never been super sexual. That stuff with Brett was just to get my way. I never actually wanted to do anything. Everytime I closed my eyes, I thought of those pigs fucking, and Uncle Rocky looking at me with those stern eyes of his. I bit my lip, enjoying the warm water running in streams over my body. Like a thousand little fingers dancing over my flesh. Over my stomach, down to my delta, between my legs…

I gasped as I parted my virgin lips and touched myself. The feeling was so good that my knees buckled, and it took an iron will to pull my hand away. What was I doing? I didn’t want to be masturbating in Uncle Rocky’s shower! I quickly shampooed and got out, rubbing myself dry with a towel.

My dirty clothes went into the hamper, and I changed into another outfit, nearly identical. It wasn’t late enough for pajamas, and the halter top-denim shorts combination was a good one: I still wanted to tempt Uncle Rocky, just for kicks, if I could. Plus, I really liked how sexy it made me feel, my breasts a little too large for the top now, the shorts pressing against my curves, up between my pussy lips…

Oh, my God! What was wrong with me!

“Dinner!”

Uncle Rocky hollered from downstairs, and I forced myself to go down and join him in the kitchen. The table was laden with a fresh salad, mashed potatoes, and fried chicken. I crinkled my nose. How countrified.

“Problem?” Uncle Rocky said snidely. My stomach grumbled and I moped down into my seat, shaking my head. We started eating in silence.

“So, did you have any questions about the farm?” Uncle Rocky eventually asked. I put my fork down and thought about that. I did, actually.

“Why are all the animals so…why are they all…I mean, all of them are…”

He waited for me to spit it out, but I was having problems using the word I wanted to use.  I knew there was a better word, but for some reason I could only think of the most vulgar term, which would probably get me in trouble with Uncle Rocky.

“Fucking?”

He finished my sentence, the word sliding easily from his lips. My thighs clenched together, a shudder going down my spine as he said it. That was really sexy, hearing my uncle say that.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, pretending to be grossed out.

“Well, Kate, I’m not just a farmer,” he said. “I’m also a scientist. I’ve developed a special breeding formula. It makes my animals very virile. And very fertile.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I understand that. So they’re just, like, horny all the time?”

“Something like that,” he said, giving me a strange smile. “Speaking of which, do you want to talk about why your father sent you to me?”

I blushed bright red, getting angry and upset – and embarrassed.

“No!” I said. “I don’t!”

“Are you sure? Maybe we can work together to figure out the root of the problem? What made you want to do those things with your brother?”

“Adopted brother,” I pouted. “And it wasn’t ‘those things’, it was just a couple of handjobs. And just so he’d let me take the car or give me a ride home from parties. It wasn’t that big a deal. Daddy just freaked out about it because he hates me!”

“Your father doesn’t hate you,” Uncle Rocky chided. “He loves you. More than you realize. He wants you to stay with him for a long time. He wants your relationship to get better, not worse.”

Blah, blah, blah. All shit I’d heard before.

“And he thinks that if you have an instinct to be slutty…”

“I don’t!” I protested, cutting him off. “And I don’t want to talk about it anymore!”

“Okay,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Suit yourself.”

I watched him bite into a big piece of fried chicken. Something about the raw animalism of the act, the juice dribbling down his chin, made me feel funny again. I realized with some horror that my nipples were hard. I hoped he couldn’t see! I hid my face and distracted myself with food. But it seemed like I couldn’t eat enough to fill up; or maybe like I was hungry for something else. Like a big, fat, juicy cock.

WHOA! Where did that come from? Was I going crazy?

“Do the dishes,” Uncle Rocky suddenly said. I looked up and realized our plates were clean. I didn’t try to fight him this time, just got up and began to wash the dishes, grateful that at least he couldn’t see my red face or my quivering thighs.


Chapter Three

“Come on,” he said after the dishes were done. “You can watch some TV with me before bed.”

Well, TV would distract me, if nothing else! My body wouldn’t stop sending me these strange, awful desires. I kept picturing myself on my hands and knees, my mouth wrapped around Uncle Rocky’s cock…

So gross!

Frustrated and desperate, I followed him into the living room. He flipped on some show and I sat on the opposite edge of the sofa from him. He smelled nice. Like, really nice. All manly and musky and….

He was my uncle! How could I be thinking of him like that!

Upset, I glanced over the couch at him.

What I saw was enough to make me cry out.

He had an erection! His sweatpants barely hid it! His cock was hard, making a tent under his pants. And it looked….big.

My pussy dripped. Something that big would feel really good inside me. Thrusting up into my virgin pussy, filling me up with nice, thick, warm cum….

No. No!

“Calm down,” Uncle Rocky said. “You’ll have to get used to this. I can’t help it.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” I whimpered, wondering why I was more aroused than disgusted. I just kept wondering what it would taste like…if I touched it, how it would feel…I wanted to rub it between my breasts, coat my nipples in his cum…

“I took the formula, too,” he said with a shrug. “I wouldn’t experiment on my animals before trying it myself. As a result, I’m in a nearly constant state of arousal. My cock is hard most of the day, and constantly producing massive amounts of cum. It’s grown very, very large.”

His eyes flicked over to me, and I saw something dark and awful pass through them. It made my stomach turn even as my body throbbed with want.

“You drank it too,” he said. “The formula.”

“What! You drugged me!?”

“No,” he said. “It was in the pitcher of water you drank. You drugged yourself.”

“What? What? Oh, my God…”

It was all starting to make sense! I drank the formula and now I was horny, wanting to mate, just like the animals! I groaned.

“How do I stop it?” I asked. “It’s awful, Uncle Rocky!”

“You can’t,” he said. “You’ll have to get used to it. And it doesn’t have to be awful.”

“What do you mean?” I said. Of course it was awful! This stuff was making me want to fuck my own uncle!

“Well, if you don’t give in to it, it’s going to get worse,” he said, idly. “You’ve only just begun to understand what the formula will do to you. The only thing that will give you any relief is getting fucked, every day, multiple times a day. You’ll want to suck every cock that comes your way, you’ll be starved for cum.”

“No,” I panted, unable to believe what he was saying – but knowing deep down that it was true. Already, just being around Uncle Rocky was making me want to touch myself. He was a man, with a dick, and I wanted to sit on his lap and grind against him…

“The formula does nice things to a man’s cock,” Uncle Rocky said with a smirk. “You want to see what I mean, don’t you?

“Wh-what?” I said, barely keeping track of the conversation. The TV kept playing but I didn’t even know what was happening on the screen.

“I know you do,” he said, still smirking. Suddenly, he reached down into the band of his sweatpants and pulled his cock out. Oh, my god! He wasn’t kidding about the length! It was a foot long, and thick as a soda can! My jaw dropped as I watched it, throbbing and red, little drips of pre-cum pooling at the top. Slowly, Uncle Rocky slid his hand up and down the shaft, making it shine with the lubricating cum. “You like it, don’t you?”

“Uh…uh…”

I couldn’t even begin to respond to that. I wanted that cock more than I could ever remember wanting anything, ever. My panties were soaked through just looking at it! My mouth watered at the thought of sucking the head between my lips and…

But this was my uncle! It was so dirty and gross! He was even older than Daddy! I couldn’t possibly want to have sex with him. What kind of dirty slut would I be if I did?

All the same, when Uncle Rocky put his cock back into his pants, I literally moaned in disappointment.

“Aww, poor little girl,” he said with a laugh. “All you want is a big cock, and there’s one right in front of you. But you can’t have it, can you? Because it belongs to your gross old uncle?”

Wow, he was saying everything I felt and thought!

“Well, I’ll tell you what. I didn’t just agree to this to teach you a lesson. I need a slut around the farm to service me. This formula gives me an inhuman libido. I need to relieve myself up to ten times a day. It gets a little tiring, using porn…”

Well, that explained what I’d found in his room! But he couldn’t possibly mean me?

“I wasn’t planning on giving you the formula,” he said. “I was planning on letting it happen slowly, and naturally. My body gives off certain pheromones now that – but you don’t need to know any of that. All you need to know is that we’re not blood related, but I’m still your uncle, so I know what’s best for you. It’s going to be a terrible summer, unless you play by my rules.”

“Your…your rules?” I asked, entranced by everything he was saying.

“They’re not hard to follow,” he said. “Mostly, you’re to be ready to service me whenever I tell you to. In return, you’ll have access to the only cock within a ten mile radius. And trust me, I can tell you’re already feeling the formula’s effects. It will only get worse from now on.”

I squirmed, squeezing my thighs together. I kept seeing his cock – big and red and so tasty…my uncle’s cock looked like heaven…

“You do whatever I say,” Uncle Rocky went on. “Starting now. Take that stupid blanket off.”

“What? Why?” I asked, clutching the blanket tighter.

“Because I told you to,” he barked. “And I’m in charge. I’ve got the only thing on this earth you’re going to want from here on out. You’ll choose cock and cum over food and water, I promise. Obey me, or you’ll spend this summer in hell. You may even be reduced to fucking the animals.  I wouldn’t be surprised…”

“No!” I protested. “I would never!”

“You would never gaze wantonly at your uncle’s cock, mouth and pussy watering for it either, would you? And yet here we are.”

I blinked back tears. He was so wrong…but he was also right! I wanted his cock so bad, it was like a fire inside me that needed to be put out.

“Take the blanket off. Do it, now,” he said. “If you don’t want to be a desperate little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all day. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “I’m doing you a favor here, Katie. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little slut to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, because your summer is going to be very unpleasant otherwise. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, for your own benefit. I could choose a much more willing and grateful girl. There are plenty in a small, boring town like this.”

My body was twisted with want, the formula strong in its effect. His cock looked so big and sexy. But doing what Uncle Rocky said seemed so wrong! It was one thing to give Brett a hand job; I never let him touch me and I barely even had to look at him. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up, that magnificent specimen between his legs making a tent in his sweats. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of the summer.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Have fun trying to take care of yourself. It won’t ever be enough.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Uncle Rocky touch my young, virgin body! My mind didn’t want that at all. But my body…it screamed for it.

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the blanket away from my body.

“Okay,” I said, sniffling, feeling tears well in my eyes. I felt dirty already, and we’d barely even done anything. Slowly, I stood up.

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Don’t waste my time, Katie,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My breasts felt bigger, heavier than before, like they’d grown. Looking down at my tiny halter top, I realized that they had grown! There was no denying it now. And my pussy was wet – soaked.

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. I could go upstairs and call Daddy and tell him I was sorry and that I needed to come home. But what would happen then? If I still felt like that…and I was stuck in a house with Daddy and Brett… that would be even worse than being stuck with Uncle Ricky!

I felt very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away.

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Uncle Rocky touch me was so wrong!

“Don’t move,” Uncle Rocky said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my skin. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, you dumb slut.”

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over! I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my halter top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my newly enormous tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me.

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are getting nice and big. They’ll only get bigger as time goes on and I use them. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to be used. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. This was just temporary, until the formula wore off. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“Use me!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.

“I bet you never let my poor nephew suck your tits, did you?” Uncle Rocky said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s gross. I didn’t let him touch me at all.”

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it.

“It is not gross. Nothing a man wants to do to you is gross. You need to learn to respect men. I don’t care if a man wants you to swallow his piss, you do it with a smile. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, Uncle Ricky,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the sofa. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples. I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet.

He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait all day. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Katie? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long? I’ve been hard and dripping all day, watching you prance around like a little slut.”

I nodded. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I said meekly.

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. I wanted him to suck my tits again. I wanted him to touch my aching pussy. But he said he wanted to punish me and…

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on my shorts, pulling them down, taking my drenched panties along for the ride. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. I was sure he could see how wet I was, dripping down my thighs. And then his hands were on my ass, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his cock against my ass! I moaned; his pre-cum and my juices mingled as he teased me. It was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted his huge, throbbing cock in my pussy. I wanted my uncle to fuck me. But then he moved away, and instead of the pleasure of his cock, I felt something totally different.

He slapped my ass.

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was 16 and I made Daddy mad. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices.

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. His cock, now protruding over his sweatpants, stared back at me. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Too bad. You don’t deserve it yet. First, I’m going to stuff that sweet little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. The thought of sucking that monster, swallowing all those drops of pre-cum, filling my belly with his seed, had my stomach clenching in desire.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grinned. “You’re excited to fuck your uncle’s cock. You can’t wait to taste me, right?”

“Please, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, plopping down on the couch and grabbing my tits. I was desperate to touch myself; just looking at his cock drove me wild.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“Did you do this for Brett, or did you just jerk him off?” Uncle Rocky stepped forward, his cock inches from my tongue. I drooled, watching it drip. I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat.”

He used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. It tasted delicious, and I sucked instinctively, wanting more.

My pussy was staining the couch as I gushed. He let me get used to the size of him for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head. Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat.

My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft.

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock. He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach.

My eyes rolled back as I tasted my uncle’s seed filling my belly. But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Uncle Rocky’s cum.

He pulled away, his cock not even looking very limp.

“Decent,” he said. “But you have a lot of training left before you’ll be worth anything.”

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked, spreading my legs for him, plunging one hand down to spread my lips. I was such a little slut, showing off my virgin pussy for my uncle, but I needed it so bad it hurt. He chuckled, ripping my hand away.

“I don’t think you deserve it yet,” he said. “Maybe tomorrow.”

My eyes went wide. I was so horny! I needed a dick in me, now! How could he be so cruel?

“Please,” I begged. “I neeeeed it.”

“I don’t care,” he said, and grabbed me. I let out a little squeal. “It’s bedtime, little girl.”

I crouched under him as he used my hair to pull me across the room and up the stairs. I whimpered like a dog the whole way. Finally, he pushed me into my bedroom.

“Lay down,” he said, and a small part of me hoped that when he saw me all splayed out, he wouldn’t be able to resist. His cock looked like it was already getting hard again. I hopped onto the bed and lay back, making sure my tits jiggled. He rolled his eyes and turned around.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed,” he said. He turned around suddenly holding some leathery straps, and came to the bed. He started at my feet. His touch on my ankle made me groan.

“What…why?” I moaned, squirming as he tightened the strap around my ankle and tied it to the bedpost.

“If you want me to fuck you, you’re going to have to play by my rules,” he said sternly. “That means no touching. I don’t trust you not to touch yourself.”

One by one, he attached my limbs to the posts. I was spread eagled on the bed, looking up at him in desperation.

“You’re so mean,” I cried.

“What makes you think I care about what a girl like you thinks of me?” he chuckled. “Have a good night.”

With that, he was gone, turning around and shutting off the light. I struggled against the binds, writhing on the mattress. The taste of him still throbbed on my tongue. I was so desperate for release, but I couldn’t even squeeze my thighs together; they were spread to wide. A constant trickle of arousal dripped from my virgin slit. All night long, I twisted and moaned in agony. Finally, though, just before dawn, I fell into a fevered, dream-filled slumber.

The dreams were awful. Almost as awful as being awake. I was on all fours in the middle of the farm. I was being used by all the animals! They pushed and fought to be the next to use my body, and I begged for more!

Waking up, I gasped. The sheets underneath me were soaked with my juices. The dream was filthy, and it haunted my brain. Groaning, my body came back to life, the same awful desire driving me crazy. When Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, I hoped against hope that he’d punished me enough and would finally relieve my suffering.


Chapter Four

“Did you sleep well?” Uncle Rocky asked. I shook my head. “Of course you didn’t.”

I looked down. His cock was hard, and my mouth watered.

“Please,” I whimpered, unable to bring my eyes away from his massive member. He chuckled as he unzipped himself, producing his long, hard, dripping cock. He stroked it, watching me struggle in my binds. “Fuck me?”

“Not yet,” he said. “Don’t you want breakfast?”

He came across the room and knelt on the bed. My heart beat hard. I could smell his musky arousal, the pre-cum constantly dribbling from the tip of his impossibly huge dick. He let it drop onto my torso, then straddled me. Grabbing my tits, he squeezed them. I groaned in satisfaction as he began to toy with my nipples. My pussy gushed at his rough treatment; at least one of my desires was being slaked.

His cock thrust against my stomach, spreading his pre-cum over and between my breasts. When I was covered in it, he stopped touching me, much to my dismay. Instead, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits. His musky, sweaty balls tasted like heaven on my tongue, and I groaned at the way he pinched and tortured my nipples.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Your tits are even bigger today, my little niece. You’re on your way to being a grade-A cock slave.”

He pinched my nipples while he fucked my tits, and as his thrusts sped up I was having trouble focusing on his balls. My tongue went everywhere, even between his ass cheeks, until I heard him panting and grunting, his pace going crazy.

He groaned, and abruptly rose up, jerking himself as he repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. This brought his cock right under my chin.

“Lick the tip,” he barked, grabbing my hair until my mouth was level with the head of his cock as it moved between my tops. I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across his cock whenever I could. I heard a wheezing moan, he held my head in place and exploded over my face. His cum spread across my lips, went up my nose, coated my eyes. Hot and thick and sticky, it dripped from my face onto my neck and tits while he watched, satisfied with himself. Finally, he released me, and stood up, pulling his pants on again. I felt him fiddle with the ties.

“I guess you’ve earned something,” he growled as my hands went free. “Touch yourself.”

“Really?” I squealed?

He grinned indulgently and nodded. Immediately, I sent one hand between my legs, my hips arching as I slammed my fingers into my tight, virgin cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, my other hand moving to pleasure my clit. I looked up at Uncle Rocky as I fucked myself, the taste of his cum still on my lips, driving my passion forward. “Thank you, Uncle Rocky. Thank you, si…”

I never got to finish that sentence, because I started cumming like crazy. My already-drenched sheets got wetter as I came, my pussy clenching and sucking around my fingers. My eyes rolled back into my head, my tongue sticking out lewdly, drooling up at my Uncle as he watched his niece cum with his seed still staining her chin.

“Very good,” he said when my body finally ceased its spasms. “Now get up. It’s time for chores.”

I obeyed, reaching for my suitcase.

“Won’t need that,” he said, going to the door. “You work naked, Katie.”


Chapter Five

All day long, Uncle Rocky worked me hard. I lifted hay, fed the animals, cleaned the pens, washed down the horses (my eyes never left their huge, swinging dicks, my dream haunting me). And he worked my mouth, too. He wasn’t kidding about that formula making him virile; it seemed like once an hour he called me over to kneel before him and fuck him with my raw, aching throat.

We ate lunch outside. He fed me like the animals, setting my plate on the ground and  laughing as I ate it on my hands and knees. Not that I even had much appetite; he kept me so pumped full of cum that my stomach hurt.

“You’ve made great strides today,” he said finally when we were both finished eating. I looked up at him, feeling a sick pride in his words. My pussy was dripping again, my release that morning feeling like it was forever ago. I wondered when he would finally let me fuck that deliciously huge cock of his. I fantasized about it all day, how it would feel to have his cum in my womb instead of  my mouth.

I knew it was gross, because he was my uncle, but it was hard not to. My breasts were huge and swollen and tender, my cunt perpetually needy. The animals were always grunting and moaning as they rutted, and it only made me hornier and hornier.

“Are you going to fuck me, uncle?” I asked, my voice pleading.

“Kind of,” he said with a smirk, getting up from the hay bale he’d been sitting on. “Get up and lean over this. Now.”

I scurried to my feet, needing so badly to be filled. I didn’t care that we were outside, I didn’t care that he was my uncle. I just needed it. The straw was rough against my red, puffy nipples, and I moved slightly to stimulate them, enjoying the rough pleasure.

I felt his hand on the upper part of my back, pushing me down.

‘Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, my knees quivering in excitement. “I need this so bad…”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he chuckled, and then I felt his hand move lower. Both hands landed on my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I was so stupid and horny, I didn’t even realize what was happening. Behind me, I heard Uncle Rocky spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Uncle Rocky?”

“Hold still, little girl,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours since you got here.”

“What?!” I struggled to get up. “No! Not there!”

“Yes, here,” he chuckled. “You’re my niece, I’m in charge, and I’m going to fuck your ass. Or you’ll never feel me in that desperate, nasty cunt of yours.”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. But I couldn’t stand the idea of spending the whole summer like this, begging for his cock and never getting it. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain, getting the attention of Shep the farm dog. He came over, wagging his tail, watching his master fuck me in the ass. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Uncle Rocky shoving all twelve inches of his cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“It’ll feel good soon enough,” Uncle Rocky promised as he began to shift his hips against me. He reached a hand between my legs, tantalizing me with a second of satisfaction before he pulled away, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me. I just lay there, letting my uncle fuck my ass, waiting for it to “feel good”, like he said.

“Oh,” I moaned as he fucked me faster. The sensation was…strange. I found my hips beginning to respond to his strokes. Uncle Rocky grunted his approval, and rewarded me by slipping one hand around my waist and finding my clit with his fingers. Immediately, the pain became intense pleasure.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Yes, please! Thank you, Uncle Rocky! Fuck my ass, please, harder!”

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I rubbed my face and my tits into the straw, overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily.

“Cum,” he barked. “Cum for me, Katie.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I whimpered, my muscles going taut. He slammed his cock against me, his balls slapping my wet pussy. I cried out, howling like an animal as I came. He pushed himself into me farther than ever, almost kneeling over me to penetrate deeper, and burst. His throbbing cock pulsed as it released another generous helping of seed into my needy body. My spasms milked his balls dry, every ounce of cum drained into my ass.

“Very good,” Uncle Rocky said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. When I’m done with you, you’ll be able to fit a horse up this ass.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs.

“Now, get up. It’s time to mulch the compost pile. Go play in the shit like the little pig you are.”

He laughed as I wobbled up on shaky legs. He shoved a rake into my hands and led me by the arm to the mulch pit. After showing me how it was done, he shoved me in there and watched me, laughing the whole time. Pretty soon, I noticed he was hard again and crawled forward, ready to serve him

Chapter Six

That night, after being used a few dozen more times, I was tied to the bed again. I was allowed to shower at least, and I snuck a few orgasms in while I was in there. But it seemed like the more I came, the more I needed to cum. Being tied to the bed was torture. Eight whole hours without being able to play with my tits or fuck myself with my fingers.

I decided I needed to really step up my game. I needed to be fucked, and I’d do anything to make sure it happened soon, before I went totally crazy. So I decided I would act the part he wanted me to play. Dumb, sweet, cum princess. When he came to get me in the morning, I asked him to please let me serve him. Then I made him breakfast, and sucked his dick under the table while he ate. I did my morning chores before he was even up and out the door. He seemed impressed.

“You’ve acclimated quickly,” he said as I came to him with a basket full of eggs, kneeling in front of him, my fingers already reaching for his zipper, the outline of his hard cock visible. “Your tits must be heavy by now.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “They’re so big, it’s really distracting.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Come inside then. Before we start the day for real, I think you deserve a little treat.”

“Thank you, sir!” I cried. “Thank you so much!”

He held the door open for me and I crawled inside the way I knew he liked, on all fours. In the kitchen, I waited on my hands and knees. He came in, and I squealed as his big, strong arms lifted me up and lay me down on the wooden kitchen table.

“Are you finally going to fuck me?” I begged, spreading my drenched pussy again. “I need it sooooo bad.”

“No,” he said, slapping my hand away and standing between my legs, his hands reaching for my tits. I groaned, crestfallen. I almost felt like crying. Didn’t he know how badly he was torturing me? My pussy needed to be filled! “Stop whining. You’ll enjoy this.”

He kept pinching and rubbing my breasts until I calmed down.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Uncle Rocky, that feels good. You touch me really nicely.”

He smirked.

“Have you ever had a man go down on you?” he asked. I shook my head I didn’t really even know what that meant. I knew it meant a guy licking you down there, but it never sounded too appealing to me.

“Good,” he said. “I like showing my little niece all her first times. But I want you to beg me first.”

I pouted. I didn’t even think I wanted that. I wanted him to fuck me, not lick me! His hands on my tits squeezed hard enough to hurt, and I yelped.

“Beg,” he demanded.

“Please,” I moaned, writhing. “Please lick my pussy, Uncle!”

“Better,” he grunted. “You’ve finally started acting like the good little cum slut you should always have been. That’s the only reason I’m rewarding you. If you ever go bratty on me again, you’ll regret it.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Good,” he said, and I watched his head drop down. I squirmed as his hot breath snaked over my wet slit.

“Oh!” I exclaimed at how good it felt when that breath hit my clit. And then when he leaned in, his tongue tracing up from the bottom of my slit up to the top, I was gone. His lips wrapped around my clit, sucked, and I screamed.

“Uncle Rocky!” I yelled, my hands digging into his hair as my hips bucked. It was the best thing I’d ever felt! It was so much better than touching myself. He licked and suckled my clit, whipping his tongue around it until I was bucking and dripping onto the table. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I wanna cum, please don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. It only got better. I felt him press two fingers against my slit and then thrust them forward. Groaning, I let go. He pushed his fingers against my g-spot and sucked my clit between his lips at the same time, and I came like a runaway train.

I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never come so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Uncle Rocky used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Katie?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured.

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you come. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. And then, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Katie. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”

“Now get up, and suck me dry,” he said. I leapt to my phone, already drooling, his cock dripping and hard. I looked up at him in gratitude as I slurped him into my mouth, playing with my tits as I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft.

Uncle Rocky watched his teenage niece fuck him with her tender little mouth, slurping and sucking until he came, filling her belly with his seed. I imagine that was pretty nice for him, but nowhere near as nice as it was for me. I was growing to really love the feel of him in my mouth, and the taste of him sliding down my throat. It was almost enough to make me patient for feeling him inside me.

Chapter Seven

Another day went by and still Uncle Rocky refused to give me the one thing I needed most. All day long, I served him with my mouth or my ass, and when he tied me to the bed at night, he licked my pussy again. But he wouldn’t fuck me. I was started to wonder if he would ever fuck me.

“So, my little slut,” he said the next day. “Are you learning a lot about farm life?”

We were sitting outside the barn on hay bales. He had one hand between my legs, idly stroking my tortured pussy, not nearly hard enough to make me cum, just hard enough to make me squirm and moan in need.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned. In the distance, I could see two horses fucking, and it tortured me further. Why couldn’t Uncle Rocky fuck me like that?

“And you’re learning a lot about how to serve a man, aren’t you?” he said, reaching for my oversized tits and squeezing them. I groaned and nodded at the same time.

“Then I guess you’re as ready as you’ll ever be,” he said, pulling both hands away and standing up. I didn’t want to be disappointed, so I tried not to read too much into his statement. “Roll over.”

Immediately, I took the position we used for fucking my ass, my face and tits pressed into the hay, my ass in the air like an animal ready to be mated.

“My pretty little niece,” he said, grabbing my ass cheeks and squeezing them. “I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked. Maybe this is too soon after all…”

“No!” I cried. “Please, Uncle Rocky! I need you inside me! Please, fuck my teenage pussy, please!”

His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward. It hurt, but I needed it so bad that I felt like I had a fever. Finally, finally, I was going to feel my Uncle’s foot-long dick buried in my virgin pussy!

“Hold tight,” he said, and slammed all twelve inches into me. I screamed, my hands clawing at the straw, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed. This was really happening. I was letting my uncle take my virginity.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the hay, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me.

I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat. He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax.

But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my cum.”

“Please! Please, Uncle Rocky, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance. It was everything I dreamed it would be. For the first time since I arrived, I felt completely satisfied.

For the moment, at least.


Chapter Eight

That night, Uncle Rocky didn’t tie me up. Instead, I slept at the foot of his bed, right next to the dog. He said he wanted me to be close in case he woke up and wanted me to service him. I was more than happy, because that meant he might fuck me again. I was already craving his cum inside me, harder than before he’d fucked me, if that was possible! I was a full-on cum slut. I fell asleep only after a long night of tossing and turning and fucking myself, dreaming of Uncle Rocky taking me all sorts of ways.

“Katie,” I heard his voice calling me awake. “Katie!”

“Yes!” I cried, snapping into consciousness. The first thing I saw was Uncle Rocky’s beautiful, dripping cock, standing up under the sheets. Desperately, I crawled towards it, my huge breasts dragging along.

“Uncle Rocky, can I fuck you, please?” He hadn’t fucked me again after that first time, just using my mouth and ass again.

“You may,” he said. “Straddle me and ride my cock like the good little whore you are.”

I squealed in pleasure, throwing the sheets back and groaning as I laid eyes on his cock in all its glory. My mouth watered, but my pussy was absolutely soaked.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. When Uncle Rocky’s cock finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts bounced before his eyes, my hands coming up to tease and pinch my nipples. My tongue hung out like an animal as pleasure flooded my synapses, my cock-starved pussy finally feasting on his massive member.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to cum – quickly.

“Cum for me, Katie,” Uncle Rocky growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him.

For the first time, Uncle Rocky kissed me, grabbing my head and pulling it down to meet his. It was utter bliss, feeling his tongue filling my mouth as his cum pumped into my tight, unprotected slit.

Unprotected.

Suddenly, it dawned on me just what that meant, and I struggled against his grip.

“What?” he said, annoyed, as I pulled back. My eyes were wide with fear.

“I’m not on birth control!” I said. He started laughing.

“Of course you’re not,” he said. “And even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. The formula would counteract it.”

“But…but…”

“You’re a brood mare,” he chuckled. “What do you think you’re here for? Just to have fun playing with Uncle Rocky’s dick all summer? No. You’re going to be pregnant by the time I send you home to Daddy. He knows it. It’s the only way we can figure to make sure you don’t just lapse back into naughty behavior when you go home.”

“But I’m only 18!” I protested.

“What? Were you planning to be a Nobel peace prize recipient? You didn’t even get into college. Honestly, being your family’s little breeding slut is the nicest life you can ask for. When I’m done with you, it’ll be your Daddy’s turn, then Brett’s…”

I moaned in horror – and something else. Uncle Rocky’s cock was still tightly lodged in my pussy, and I squirmed a little around it. The thought of being used for the rest of my life by my family…only existing to be their cum dumpster and bear their children…

“See?” Uncle Rocky grinned. “You’re so turned on by the idea that you’re heating up. Getting it all nice and warm in there for my seed.”

He began to pump upwards, that magical dick of his never running out of steam. In one lithe motion, he flipped me over onto my stomach. I groaned as he slipped deeper than ever into my little cunt.

“You know this is what’s best for you,” he whispered into my ear. “How nice will it be? You’ll always have a cock to serve. Always have cum to swallow. Someone there to play with those big, aching tits of yours…”

My hips worked backwards against him, a climax building inside me.

“It’s all you’re good for,” he grunted, driving himself all the way against my womb. His second orgasm triggered mine, and I writhed in pleasure as my pussy sucked his cum deep into my body. “Good girl, take your uncle’s cum, just like you’re meant to…”

Yes. That is what I was meant for. I would bear his children…then Daddy’s children…the Brett’s children…

I groaned in utter ecstasy, letting my body be used for its ultimate purpose.

I was learning so much!


Chapter Nine

“Put on some clothes,” Uncle Rocky said when I came downstairs one morning, a month after coming to the farm. I was taken aback. I never wore clothes anymore. All the easier for Uncle Rocky to bend me over and fuck me at will. “Do it.”

Unwilling to argue, I ran back upstairs. I picked out a pleated denim skirt and a halter top. My breasts barely fit into the top, and the skirt rode up to show off my ass, but it was clothes. I went back downstairs and found Uncle Rocky standing in back, outside the sliding kitchen doors.

There was someone else out there with him.

I stopped short, heart thudding hard in my chest. A very handsome young black man was talking to Uncle Rocky. He didn’t notice me, but boy did I notice him. He was hot. My pussy immediately gushed. I was sure he’d notice the second I stepped outside. My nipples, as always, were diamond-hard, and now I imagined his hands squeezing my tits, using me like Uncle Rocky did.

Finally, they both noticed me standing in the kitchen and staring in at them. Uncle Rocky waved, looking impatient. The young man smiled. I meekly stepped outside.

“Katie, this is Lenny,” Uncle Rocky said. “He usually helps out around the farm. He’s been studying in Spain for the past month as part of his agriculture program at school.”

“Hi,” I said, wondering how much of my obvious lust he’d already noticed. He gave me a broad grin, looking me up and down like the piece of meat that I was.

“Katie, why don’t you go feed the pigs? Lenny and I will be doing work in the barn. Come see me after your morning chores.”

I pouted. I wanted to spend time with Lenny. It had been so long since I saw anyone but Uncle Rocky. He was about my age, and we would probably get along.

“Go!” Uncle Rocky barked, and I yelped, running off quickly to complete my chores. As usual, the animals were enjoying themselves, and the smell of sex and sound of grunting filled the air, driving my lust to cataclysmic heights. Maybe I rushed through my chores a little bit, but I just really wanted to see Lenny again and talk to him. Just to have a person my age to chat with would give me some relief.

But Uncle Rocky would never share me, would he? I was his property, and he probably didn’t like to share his toys. I was already talking myself down from my excitement when I entered the barn.

“Done already?” Uncle Rocky said when he saw me. It looked to me like they were just talking, but they had clearly just been doing something difficult, because they were both shirtless and sweating.

“Yes, uncle,” I said obediently.

“Alright,” he said suspiciously. “Well, come here.”

I came to stand beside him near the hay and the oat barrels. I smiled at Lenny, feeling a flush of ardor in my chest. I tamped it down. I just needed a friend, right? I didn’t really want to be even more of a slut than I already was.

“You think Lenny is handsome, don’t you, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said. I nodded, not sure where this was going. Surely Uncle Rocky didn’t want to, like, share me? He wouldn’t embarrass me like that, right? Uncle Rocky grinned. “Lenny knows all about my experiments.”

“Really?” I said, unable to take my eyes off his hard, sweating chest. No matter what my head told me, my pussy argued back.

“Yes,” Uncle Rocky said. “He’s interested in the sciences. And he knows you’ve ingested the formula.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, distracted by the smirk on Lenny’s face as he stood in the barn with his hands on his hips.

“Lenny, what would you like my little fuck slave to do for you first?”

That got my attention. Now that it was a reality, I kind of freaked out. Lenny was a stranger! At least Uncle Rocky was family. What would Lenny think of me? He seemed so nice and cool, I didn’t want to be a little fuck slave in front of him. I wanted to be a good girl!

“Gosh, I don’t know,” Lenny said. “I kind of want to watch her finger herself.”

“Oh, Katie, you’re lucky,” Uncle Rocky observed with a laugh. “You love fucking yourself, don’t you?”

I looked at Uncle Rocky, panicked. He couldn’t possibly make me do this, could he? It was so dirty! No dirtier than fucking your uncle and bearing his kids, but still!

Lenny’s eyes glittered as he looked at me.

“Is that so?” Lenny said. “Why don’t you hop up on that barrel and spread your legs for me.”

“Go,” Uncle Rocky barked, seeing my hesitation. He wanted Lenny to see what an awful little slut I was. Slowly, I made my way to the barrel and got up on it. My barely-there skirt didn’t conceal anything, least of all the constant stream of pussy juices that leaked down my thighs. I whimpered as Lenny came forward, his dark hands on my knees, splitting my legs even wider as he devoured the sight of my bare, glistening pussy. He reached up and snatched my top away, my enormous breasts bouncing free, nipples hard as pebbles. He licked his lips.

“Hmmm,” Lenny said, looking around the barn. “I want to watch her use a toy. Something like…”

His eyes landed on the far wall, where a rake hung. The handle was polished smooth. He grinned, grabbed it, and brought it back to me. He threw it against my body; the angle I was sitting sent it right between my pussy lips, smacking against my throbbing clit and burying between my breasts.

“Go ahead and start pleasuring yourself, Katie,” Uncle Rocky said through an appreciative grin. He was hard again, I could see it through his pants. What else was new. Lenny, though…

I focused on the outline of his cock under his pants as I began to obey, holding the rake in one hand as I shifted my hips up and down. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out as the polished handle grew slick from my juices and rubbed against my clit, up and down as I humped it.

“Do you have any nipple clamps, Rocky?” Lenny asked. I barely paid any attention to him. Of course I knew Uncle Rocky did. He liked to use them on me. I guess Uncle Rocky knew that Lenny was into that, because he produced them from his pocket and tossed them into Lenny’s hands.

With a grin, the young black man approached. I groaned, nearly exploding when he squeezed my tits, my hips still working the handle like a stripper pole. My nipples were nice and hard as Lenny applied the clamps, and my back went rigid as the flash of pleasure and pain shot through me.

Almost as soon as they were attached, I started to cum, gushing around the rake’s handle; desperate, I shoved the whole thing down between my legs and then up into my clenching pussy. My eyes rolled back as I came on the tool, bucking and humping it like the feral whore I was.

“Not bad at all,” Lenny said, watching my body go limp. “How’s her mouth?”

“Decent,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Go ahead, son.”

Lenny grinned as he pulled on the nipple clamps. I screamed, shoving myself off the barrel and onto the ground to minimize the pain. It left me kneeling in front of him, and it didn’t take me too long to figure out what I was supposed to do from there. I moved in close and undid his zipper, releasing his impressively-sized cock. I started drooling immediately, the response nearly Pavlovian. My mouth wrapped around the dark head of his cock, sucking his pre-cum into my throat with a grateful moan.

I immediately began to suck him hard and deep. When I felt his head hitting the back of  my throat, I moaned, loving the way it made me gag. Spit flowed down my chin onto my exposed breasts, even wetting my nipples in their clamps.

I looked up at Lenny, showing him how much I loved his cock, how much I appreciated it and was grateful to suck it. He grinned, then grabbed the back of my head and began to thrust. His cock was already deep in my throat, but his hips drove it deeper. My nose met his torso, the small dark curls of his pubic hair, and I smelled the deep manliness of his musk. I brought my hand to his balls, fondling them tenderly as he groaned in pleasure at my tongue and fingers.

Lenny held my head in place as he moved us, forcing me to scramble backwards. I felt my head hit the wooden barrel, and he used it as leverage to pin me in place. He leaned over, hands gripping the barrel, my body poised under his spread legs. The angle allowed him to go hard, fucking my face like it was a pussy, slamming his balls into my chin as I moaned and squirmed in pleasure.

I loved the way he violated my throat, treating me like the dirty little slut toy that I was. I drove a hand between my legs and my eyes rolled back as I came at once. Saliva drooled from my lips, I went rigid and sucked harder than ever in my climax. Lenny groaned, then burst into my throat, unleashing his first load of hot, sticky cum. It tasted different than Uncle Rocky’s, and I liked it.

I swallowed eagerly, but there was too much for me to take all at once, and some of it leaked down my chin onto my tits. Lenny kept his cock buried in my throat until it was limp, then pulled it out and grabbed my hair, forcing me to sit up straight.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, pointing to the cum that had dripped onto my chest. I drew my finger across my breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between my lips, moaning as I swallowed it. Only then did Lenny release me, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. I’ve been wondering when you’d get a real woman to practice on, Rocky. And you say she’s your niece?”

“By adoption,” Uncle Rocky explained. “Still, it’s nice to know she’ll never be able to get too far away.”

“Yeah, for sure, man,” Lenny said, his cock going limp. “How do you feel, slut?”

“I want more,” I moaned, not even knowing what I was saying, just feeling the need rising in me as my last climax faded away. “More, please.”

“More?” Uncle Rocky laughed. “Come here, Katie. Poor little slut needs something to suck. You can start with my balls.”

I crawled over to him, taking his cock in my hand and burying my face in his balls. I wrapped my tongue around them, coating them in my saliva, sucking them into my mouth. They tasted sweaty and musky, and I loved it. His cock dribbled pre-cum as I stroked it. Uncle Rocky leaned down just enough to unclamp my nipples, and I moaned in deep appreciation as relief flooded into them. Rocky pushed me away, lifted me up, and threw me onto a bale of hay.

“I don’t think her tits are going to get any bigger,” he said, speaking to Lenny, who came up to watch. “But they’re pretty nice as they are. Give them a nice long feel.”

Together, the men squeezed and slapped my tits, sucking my nipples, soothing them after the pain of the clamps. I squirmed, dripping onto the straw, needing to be filled again. If I had the rake, I would have used it to fuck myself again. Instead, I reached down for Lenny’s cock, hoping to get it hard again.

“Woah,” he chuckled. “Impatient little whore.”

“Please,” I whimpered as he went back to abusing my breasts.

“Not yet,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed my head, releasing my breasts. Lenny took over for him, rubbing me with both hands while I stroked his cock back to life. Uncle Rocky positioned himself at my mouth, and I leaned in eagerly, ready to suck him down and taste his delicious cum.

He put a gentle pressure on my scalp and I swallowed his tip between my lips. Lenny’s cock was hardening, his pre-cum lubing the shaft as I stroked it. He was enjoying my tits almost as much as I enjoyed him playing with them.

“Shit,” Lenny hissed. “I’m ready to go again.”

“I haven’t had the chance to put two dicks in her at once,” Uncle Rocky observed. “Think you can handle taking her ass?”

Lenny grinned, the only answer he needed.

“Wait,” I panted, pulling my mouth from Uncle Rocky’s cock. “I can’t take it!”

“Of course you can,” Uncle Rocky growled. “The way I’ve been fucking you, you’ll be able to take the whole town by the time summer ends. And you just might, if you’re a good girl and obey me.”

I didn’t have time to make sense of that little bomb, because I was being flipped over and turned around. As Uncle Rocky leaned back against one of the hay bales, Lenny used his strong workman’s arms to lift me. I straddled my Uncle, moaning in pleasure as his massive cock began to thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

Any fear I had disappeared as my body’s desires took over. As soon as Lenny let go of me, I started fucking Uncle Rocky, driving his cock deep against my womb. He grabbed my tits, squeezing them and sucking my nipples as I leaned over his body. I felt Lenny grab me again, holding me down on Uncle Rocky’s cock.

“Ooooh,” I cried out as my Uncle thrust upward at the same time Lenny positioned himself against my ass and shoved downward. Lenny was smaller than Uncle Rocky, and my ass stretched easily to fit him. I was pinned between the men, Lenny’s weight on my lower back, Uncle Rocky’s hands wrapping around the backs of my thighs. “So full…”

It was a sensation like I’d never known before, so deep and full that my mind went totally blank. Even as they began to fuck me, each timing their thrusts so that I was stuffed full at all times, I couldn’t think of anything. My tongue wagged like an animal as my eyes rolled back and pleasure rolled through me.

“Ha,” Uncle Rocky bit out below me. “I knew she’d love it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Feels so good…want cum…”

“Hot little slut,” Lenny moaned approvingly behind me. He smacked my ass as he fucked me, his black cock driving between my creamy white ass cheeks.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”

My climax came on so suddenly and so strong that I went totally still, my whole body rigid. My pussy and my ass both clenched down around the cocks filling them, and I felt Lenny’s cock throbbing in my ass. He groaned as he came, emptying into my asshole while Uncle Rocky continued to thrust against my womb. The warm, thick seed filling my stomach made my head spin, and once Uncle Rocky started to explode inside me, I was sure the pleasure would break me.

“M-More! I need more!” I heard my voice crying out as they both began to wilt. “Please, I want more!”

A sudden slap to the face shocked me back to reality. I shrank back, feeling cold and empty as the two men pushed me off them and onto the hay.

“Stop being so ungrateful,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed me by the chin, forcing my lips to open. Leaning down, he spit into my mouth. “You’re my whore, and you get what I want to give you. And you be grateful for it, understand?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I murmured, ashamed of my outburst. “I’m sorry, sir. Thank you for fucking me.”

“And thank Lenny, too,” Uncle Rocky said, releasing my chin. I looked up at the smiling, handsome man.

“Thank you for cumming in my ass,” I said dutifully. He laughed.

“Anytime,” he said. “Seriously.”

“You know,” Uncle Rocky said. “The only problem with her so far is that she isn’t pregnant. It’s been nearly a month of daily fucking, and she still hasn’t been fertilized.”

“Weird,” Lenny said, scratching his chin. The two men began to talk over me, discussing science-type things that didn’t make any sense at all to me. My swollen pussy lips were coated in my own pleasure and their cum, and I gently traced my finger up and down, collecting a nice dollop of their seed to suck down.

“Hungry, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said, noticing my actions. I nodded. ‘Then go make us lunch. Bring out some sandwiches for Lenny and I.”

“Okay,” I said, hopping to my feet and skipping into the house, happy to have something to do. Maybe if I fed them good, they’d get their energy back and want to fuck me again!


Chapter Ten

“If you make me late…”

“I’m sorry, Uncle Rocky!” I said, running down the stairs. It had taken me longer than I expected to get dressed for our day at the county fair. Mostly because it had been so long since I wore clothes that I pretty much forgot how they were supposed to look or feel.

Uncle Rocky told me to dress nice, so I picked a short gingham dress that showed off my oversized breasts and my thighs, which were growing thick and muscular from all the physical labor I performed every day. Riding a man is a lot more fun than squats, and it uses basically the same muscles!

“Ready?” He sounded exasperated as I turned the corner, putting my hair up. I nodded, bouncing out the door. I was so excited! It was going to be my first day off the farm in two months! I hopped into the truck, nearly wetting the seat beneath me as I did. The back of the truck was loaded up with the things for Uncle Rocky’s booth.

He was going to be showing off his magical breeding formula. I was so proud of him. What he made was really so wonderful. I, for one, had never been happier. I’d finally gotten pregnant, a month earlier. It didn’t stop our constant lust for each other, but it did make it feel more special.

Uncle Rocky got in beside me, and as soon as the truck came to life I realized I would enjoy the ride into town, maybe even more than the fair itself. The old truck rattled and buzzed underneath me, and each bump in the road made me moan as the vibrations rolled up my body.

“C’mere,” Uncle Rocky growled, grabbing my head and pulling me towards him. His cock was nice and hard for me, and I immediately started sucking him as he drove, fingering myself at the same time. I moaned in pleasure as the ride went over a particularly bumpy path; by the time we got to the highway, I’d already cum twice!

Uncle Rocky steered the truck with one hand, using the other to hold my head down against his cock. My ass pressed up against the window, and I began to hear a lot of honking and stuff. I realized that anyone on that side of the car would have a view of my dripping wet pussy!

The thought turned me on, and I thrust my fingers inside myself, slobbering as I moaned over Uncle Rocky’s fat cock. He grunted, thrusting his hips up one time before exploding into my mouth. I swallowed every drop before coming up for air, covering his neck in kisses of gratitude while still giving the rest of the drivers on the road a show to die for.

I was almost disappointed when we got to the fairgrounds and the ride was over.

If only I knew what was in store for me…

Uncle Rocky picked up the information for his booth, and we drove through the packed crowds to the unloading zone for the animal booths. The air smelled like hay and manure and grass and beer and cotton candy. It was loud and exciting, and since it was my first taste of the outside world since June, I soaked it all in.

The best part was all the men. There were hundreds of them. All sorts. Young, old, fat, skinny, muscular and geeky. Every one of them gave my hot, curvy body an appreciative look, and I, in turn, fantasized about their cocks, staring wantonly at their crotches.

“Stop ogling the crowd and help me,” Uncle Rocky barked.

“Sorry, sir,” I yelped. “Sorry!”

I helped him set up the signs and the table with all the information on it.

“Uncle Rocky,” I said, curious. “It says ‘live, interactive demonstration’ on the sign, but we didn’t bring any of the animals with us?”

“Yes, we did,” he said with a chuckle. I hummed my confusion, looking back in the truck to see if I had missed something. Bending over, my dress was so short that my ass was on full display, and I heard some hooting and whistling from passing men. I turned back to Uncle Rocky, thoroughly confused.

“I’m talking about you, Katie,” he said, frustrated by my stupidity.

What?!

“I don’t understand,” I said. “How are you going to demonstrate with me?”

“You’re about as good as an animal,” he said, grinning. “Better, because you’ll show the men just how good their lives could be if they introduce my formula to every part of their lives. You’re going to be ridden like a prize pony today, Katie, and you better perform! If you fuck this up for me, you’ll be punished.”

I was totally floored. Tears sprang to my eyes. I couldn’t believe Uncle Rocky was going to use me as a live demonstration! What did that even mean? Was he going to…were they going to…all these men?!?!

“I love it when you get that look on your face,” he grinned. “Come here, let me warm up your ass before the crowd gets to it.”

Unable to help or stop myself, I moaned in pleasure as he pulled out his cock.

“Anyone want a sneak peek at the festivities?” He called out to the other men who were setting up their booths. Slowly, they started to come over, curious looks on their faces. I’d only been with Lenny and Uncle Rocky…this was too many! And they were all going to watch me let my Uncle fuck my tight, teenage ass! Biting my lip, I let Uncle Rocky bend me over the table. He pulled the skirt of my dress up over my hips and slapped my generous ass cheeks once.

“In a few short hours, gentleman,” he announced, sliding his meaty cock up and down between my cheeks to get me nice and lubed up. “You’ll have your chance to see what my special breeding formula can do for you. Good for horses, pigs, sheep…”

Uncle Rocky spread my cheeks wide, placed himself against my rosebud, and immediately sank all 12 inches of his cock into my asshole. I groaned, warmth spreading up my spine as he fucked me.

“…and bratty little teenagers,” he finished his spiel. I tried not to look around at the men who were watching, all of them wearing expressions of lewd excitement. I closed my eyes and let my body take over. It felt so good, having Uncle’s big cock in my ass. Soon, I was fucking him back, moving my hips and begging him to go deeper and harder.

“Hell, I can’t wait!”

“Look at that, she’s begging him to cum in her ass!”

“I think she just squirted!”

The men cheered Uncle Rocky on as he made my body bounce; my tits, barely contained in the dress, flew out, moving with each slamming thrust.

“Yeah, please,” I moaned, needing to feel his hot cum filling me up. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I want it so bad…”

“Fuck yeah, you do,” he grunted, and pulled my hips back as his balls churned and cum spewed into me, burst after burst driving me wild, my orgasm ripping through me, juices trickling down my thighs. Uncle Rocky pulled away, dripping cum behind him, slapping my ass again as he put himself away and faced the crowd.

“Two o’clock, gentleman,” he said. “Any hole you choose. Free for today only. One ride and you’ll know exactly what Rocky’s Breeding Milk can do for your farm, and your bedroom!”

The crowd clapped, cheering and hooting before slowly drifting back to their own booths. Panting, I glanced at the big clock hanging in the center of the outdoor exhibition area. It was noon. I only had two hours before…

“Let’s get you all ready to go,” Uncle Rocky said, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me up. “I had to get special permission to use the pen, since you’re not technically livestock. But we can’t have women and children walking by and seeing my slutty little niece in action.”

The pen was only a few feet from the booth; the other pens were all occupied by horses or cows or pigs. It smelled like animals, and sounded like animals, too. Uncle Rocky pushed me into the hay and the dirt, then introduced something new and strange to me. It was a kind of stocks, like the kind they used to punish criminals in, but they were portable, and lower to the ground. On my hands and knees, with my head firmly locked in between two slabs, I had very limited range of movement. Uncle Rocky walked all around me, examining me.

“It’ll do,” he said, and came to his knees. I felt him struggle with my dress, unzipping it and forcing it down my hips until I was totally naked. Tears threatened my cheeks again as I realized I really was no better than the horse next to me, or the pig on the other side. I was just an animal, domesticated to be useful to men.

“Very nice,” Uncle Rocky said. “I think this will sell a lot of formula. As long as you can keep up. And remember, if you fuck up…”

“I won’t, Uncle Rocky,” I promised, determined to make him proud. If I had to be an animal, I might as well be a good one! “I’ll do my very best.”

“Yes, you will,” Uncle Rocky said, a warning in his tone. “Now, I’m going to leave you here. Be a good girl and be prepared for me when I bring the first group in.”

“I love you, Uncle Rocky,” I blurted out, not really knowing why I said it, but knowing it was true.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving as he left me alone in the pen, among the cattle and swine, waiting to service any man who came by. This was my life now. The thought of it scared me, but my pussy leaked with anticipation. I focused on the positives. By the end of the day, I’d be full of cum, and Uncle Rocky would be so proud of me…

I’d show him what a good girl I was. I’d be the best little niece ever. The best animal at the whole fair!

Chapter Eleven

When Uncle Rocky brought the first group in, my jaw dropped to the floor.

There were enough men to fill the whole pen – and some waiting outside!

And they all looked at me with the same lecherous smiles.

“Gentleman,” Uncle Rocky said, standing beside my stock-locked head. “I present my living, breathing breeding toy. She unwittingly – but willingly – took a dosage of my formula, and ever since then she has maintained a constant need for sex and a hunger for cum. Isn’t that right, Katie?”

Nervous and overwhelmed by the sheer number of men I was about to service, I could only nod.

“She has already been fertilized, which is the only reason I’m letting you lads have a go at her,” Uncle Rocky said, and the crowd laughed genially. “Now, you’ll see that her breasts are quite large – they started at double-D size, and now are at least an F. They’ll only get larger as she is used for her purpose of breeding.”

His words made me blush bright red. For maybe the first time in a long time, I realized just how low I’d sunk. I was no longer a human. I was just cattle, to be bred. Talked about like a dog or a prize pig. Like his property.

With his seed in my belly and my pussy constantly dripping, needy for his cock, I guess I was his property.

“Now, the breeding formula makes her extremely horny, but it didn’t affect her mind at all, so you may find some resistance at first. They’ll have to be willing to be used, but in time they’ll come around to the idea, as their desire for cum will overwhelm their autonomy.”

The men nodded along.

“Now, without further ado,” Uncle Rocky said, stepping to the side and sweeping his arm out over me with a flourish. “I implore you to be civil and take your turns. Have at her, boys.”

There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. One man came forward. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my tits for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get ready to suck!”

The crowd laughed and cheered; my legs were wet with the arousal dripping down my thighs. I closed my eyes and waited to be used.

Someone circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” another man said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, wondering if Uncle Rocky was still there, if he could see the way I was being treated.

“You better be,” the man who’d slapped me growled, unzipping himself before my face. I peered out through my eyelids. Behind me, I felt a man bind my wrists together tightly. I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum. For all my fear and shame and disgust, the smell of animals and hay and men filled the air and triggered all my arousal. It was like all the times Uncle Rocky bent me over in the barn, or fucked me outside the pig pen, only there were a dozen Uncle Rockys.

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

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my cheeks, pulling my head as far as the stocks would allow.

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

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, growing desperate for his cum. My stomach rumbled for it. The rest of the men in the room kind of faded away. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

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

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered.

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

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat. I was beginning to relax; sucking cock always did that. It was almost like a pacifier for me.

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

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

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

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

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

I shuddered in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. The man in front of me stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

A third man pushed his way in front of me, stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. He was very much on the smaller side, so it was much easier for him to violate my throat with his whole cock, and my nose buried into his pubes, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, the formula working its magic, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied. Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around a cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me.

They weren’t men anymore, except in the way they smelled. They were cocks, beautiful, hard, long, fat, throbbing cocks. And I was the little teenage slut who was lucky enough to service them all!

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

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

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

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

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

Another man approached. He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down. I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix.  A cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle.

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

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the men approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. Some of them laughed, some of them spit on me, all of them knew that I was just a cum slut, willing to take all of it if it meant I’d get to cum on a dick. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way the men fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Slowly, the room emptied. More came, but not forever. Eventually, there were only a few men left to please. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered every time a hand landed on my body. The last man, a huge fat guy with a long cock, emptied his balls onto my bare back, the sticky cum dripping down my waist and around the bottoms of my breast.

He left me, and I was alone. I had no idea how much time had passed, no idea how many men had just used me for their pleasure. Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, looking down at his cum-soaked niece with his hands on his hips.

“I thought that might actually be too much for you,” he said thoughtfully. “But you really did love that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Was really good.”

“What a disgusting little pig,” he laughed. “This formula is going to make me a millionaire. I’ve already sold out. We’ll have to bring more tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Of course,” he said. “The county fair lasts all week. Though if enough men get their hands on my formula, there might not be anyone left who needs their cock sucked.”

He laughed at that, and came forward, unlocking the stocks so I could remove my head. I was too weak to stand, but Uncle Rocky didn’t show any signs of helping me, so I crawled along behind him, my knees and palms dirty.


Chapter Twelve

“Please, Uncle Rocky, please don’t make me,” I begged on my hands and knees. We stood outside, and I was at his feet, crying as I looked up at him.

“It’s not my decision,” he said with a shrug. “You’ll be back once the baby comes. But you know you have to go home. You don’t belong here.”

“What do you mean?” I whined. “I love you. I’m your perfect little fuck toy, aren’t I?”

“You’re alright,” he said with a shrug. “I’m a little tired of you, to be honest. There’s a new girl who’s interested in the job. She’ll take your place until you’re ready to deliver. Then again when I send you back to Daddy.”

“But…but…”

My eyes filled with tears. It was the end of summer, and I was two months pregnant. But now Daddy was on his way to pick me up and bring me back to the city! Uncle Rocky said it was better, because I could go to a OBGYN during my pregnancy and be sure to deliver a nice, big, healthy baby. It would make it easier for me to get pregnant again after that.

I would be allowed to return when I had my baby, to come back here for a few months so Uncle Rocky could fertilize me again, but really I was supposed to live with Daddy and Brett. But I didn’t want to. After all Uncle Rocky had showed me, all we’d been through, I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving him.

Obviously, he didn’t feel the same.

“Thank God,” he muttered. A cloud of dust appeared on the horizon. “Get up.”

“No!” I wailed, throwing my arms around his legs. What would I do without Uncle Rocky to satisfy me? Who would I serve? I would have to walk the streets, begging for cock to suck and fuck…

“Get up!” Uncle Rocky spat, grabbing me under the arms and pulling me to my feet. We watched the road together, until Daddy’s car pulled up. He stopped the car and got out.

“Well,” Daddy said. “It’s been a long summer. Have you learned about being a good girl, Katie?”

I blinked, sniffling, and shrugged. I turned to Uncle Rocky, throwing my arms around him.

“Are you sure?” I whispered one last time. He pushed me off, rolling his eyes. He grabbed my suitcase, throwing it in the back.

“She’s about two months,” he said, walking over to Daddy. They shook hands. “And by now she’s pretty well trained. Shouldn’t give you any trouble.”

“Right,” Daddy said. “Can’t thank you enough, Rocky.”

“Sure,” Uncle Rocky said, and started to walk back to the house without even saying goodbye! I started to follow him, but Daddy grabbed my arm and dragged me into the car. He slammed the door shut, got in beside me, and we started down the road. I started to cry, and Daddy looked at me sympathetically.

“You really had a good summer, huh, baby girl?”

I nodded.

“I…I don’t know what I’m going to do,” I moaned. I was already itching for a fix, my pussy craving a load of cum to satisfy it for a while.

“What do you mean?” Daddy asked. I turned to him.

“Well, you know what Uncle Rocky did to me, right?” I asked. Wasn’t this Daddy’s whole plan? To get me pregnant so I would behave?

“Sure,” Daddy said. “He turned you into a perfect little breeding slave.”

I was a little shocked to hear Daddy say it like that. Daddy smiled.

“What?” He said. “Do you think I’d let Uncle Rocky have all the fun? No, baby girl. Now, get down here and show me what you’ve learned.”

Before I knew what was happening, Daddy grabbed the back of my neck and yanked me down, until my mouth was on his lap. Under his jeans, I could feel his cock, hard and throbbing. My heart fluttered with hope.

“Really, Daddy?” I said, looking up at him as I worked his zipper.

“Stop talking and suck,” Daddy ordered.

“Thank you,” I moaned, looking down at my new favorite cock and tasting it for the first time. Things were going to be alright, after all! I loved my family. What would I do without them? Daddy drove us down the road, back to the city, and I sucked him dry twice on the way. I was so grateful to be going home, where I had two men to service!
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