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Training the Office Pet

“Allison, what is this?”

I rolled my eyes and sighed, pausing my game before turning to see whatever Mark was babbling about. He was holding out the client report I’d finished that morning.

“Uh, duh,” I said. “It’s the report from the Builder’s campaign.”

I turned back to resume my game, but Mark coughed before I could turn away completely.

“What?!” I asked.

“Why is it handwritten in pink pen?” He asked, clearly annoyed. He fluttered the papers in my face.

“Because it’s fun,” I pouted, leaning back in my chair. “There’s nothing fun in this stupid office, I thought…”

“Allison, you realize someone is going to have to stay late today to type it up?”

“Uh, why?” I asked.

“Because it’s…it’s inappropriate, Allison,” Mark said. “Now, who do you think should be responsible for making sure it gets typed up?”

“Pfff, like I care,” I said, finally able to spin my chair away from him. “I’m not doing it.”

“Allison!” Mark sounded exasperated.

“I have an important daddy-daughter date tonight,” I said. “Do you want to explain to Daddy why I can’t make it?”

Just as I thought, that got rid of Mark. No one in the office wanted to piss off Daddy, since he owned the company. Mostly in title, since he’d retired years ago, but still. One word from me and it was big trouble for everyone.

A little while after I got rid of Mark, I had another intruder. Which really sucked because it actually made me lose my game! Lewis stood sniveling in my cubicle entry.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Ummm, well I was wondering, this weekend, if…”

“If you’re asking me out again, I’ll save you the trouble,” I said. “No. The answer is no. No way am I ever going out with you. Bye, Lewis!”

Like the shy little mouse he was, Lewis scurried away. Lewis was always trying to date me, even though I was miles out of his league. I mean, he was five foot five at best, with acne scars and glasses. I was a perfect ten. Blonde hair, blue eyes, C-cup tits and an ass toned by years of pilates. At 19, I was at my prime. Lewis didn’t stand a chance.

The rest of the day was as boring as ever. My dad’s company was an advertising agency with a few different branches. The branch I worked at only had six employees, myself included, and our boss Mr. Banks. There was Mark and Lewis, and then there was Jim (so old it was gross), Tom (faaaaattt), and Sid (weirdo!). I definitely didn’t fit in with the crowd at all, but I couldn’t really complain since I barely ever had to do anything.

I’m too pretty to work, and Daddy realized that.

About an hour before we were supposed to leave for the day, Mr. Banks called us all into his office for yet another boring meeting. We had these meetings, like, every day. It was lame.

“So, everyone, I’m pleased to say we’ve gotten our hands on a hot new account,” he began, looking very pleased with himself indeed. He was so old, with gray hair and glasses, I couldn’t imagine he could actually feel good about himself. Who cared how many new accounts you get if you’re boring and gross?

“Nymphotechnics is a big leader in sexual enhancement technology,” he began, and went on droning for a while talking about the new client and their product. What their vision was, blah blah blah. I didn’t even really know what the hell we were going to be selling, I was so bored to distraction by Mr. Banks’ droning voice.

“It’s a simple pill, taken once, that will be a great relationship aid,” he said, holding up a pill bottle. The company must have sent it so we could check out the product before getting down to business on an ad campaign. The bottle itself was very plain, it just had the company’s name on it. We’d be designing the logo and everything, and I could see everyone around me taking notes, brainstorming already. Geeks.

“It only works for women, but we’ll be marketing for both men and women,” Mr. Banks went on. “The end result of the pill is a woman who is much more enthusiastic about sex with her man. It increases her libido and makes her much more submissive.”

“Does it really work?” Mark asked. Mr. Banks shrugged, looking at the bottle.

“Well, I’m not sure,” he said. “It would be a great help to all of us if we could see, firsthand, the effects of the pill. I, for one, think it would make it much easier to design an ad campaign if we were fully informed of its results.”

A silence settled over the room, and I realized everyone was looking at me.

“What?” I snipped.

“Allison, you’re the only woman who works here,” Mr. Banks said. “Would you be willing to test out the product for us?”

“Uh, no,” I scoffed. “I’m not a guinea pig.”

“Oh well,” Mr. Banks said, shaking the pill bottle. “In that case, since you’re a woman, I’d like you to do the majority work on this campaign. Guys, you should really stay focused on your ongoing projects. Allison, I’ll need to see something quite soon. Three days, at the latest.”

“What?!” I gasped. “You can’t make me do that!”

“You are an employee,” Mr. Banks said. “It’s not unusual for a boss to ask an employee to do work at her job.”

“Yeah, but…I’m…but…” I stammered, seeking an excuse. Would Daddy come to my aid this time? I wasn’t sure. Mr. Banks had a lot more sway than stupid Mark. “Well…what if I agree to take the pill? Then will you give me a break, since I’ll be doing my part for the company?”

“I think I could agree to that,” Mr. Banks said with a grin. The rest of the men shifted in their seats. Pervs were probably thinking about me being all horny and stuff. Ha, that was unlikely. I hated sex. Always had, ever since I first tried it in high school. Sex was totally boring, just a messy, sloppy, annoying thing you had to do if you had a boyfriend. I never masturbated or anything like that, either. So that pill wasn’t going to work on me. I just knew it.

“Fine,” I said, getting up and snatching the pill bottle from Mr. Banks’ hand. “How do I use these?”

“Just take one before bed,” Mr. Banks said. “And come in tomorrow as usual to report anything you might feel or experience.”

“Whatever,” I mumbled, taking my seat again. I’d take the stupid pill that night, and I would show these dudes that it was all bullshit. And they’d get off my back about working. It was a “whatever” situation if I ever saw one.

That night, after my Daddy-Daughter date, I popped one of the weird-looking pink pills with a glass of water. Nothing happened after I took it. I watched some TV and fell asleep and didn’t even have any sexy dreams! See? I was right. Totally useless.
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The next day when I woke up, I felt just the same as always. I was horny, as usual, but I was late for work and didn’t have time to fuck myself. I wondered how I’d gotten by for so long without any dildo’s or vibrators, and decided I would have to remedy that very soon.

I stood in front of my closet, studying my options for an outfit. The options sucked! Who had picked out this wardrobe? It couldn’t have been me. It was all stuffy pantsuits. Ew. After some rummaging, I finally found a short skirt and a too-tight blouse. With the blouse unbuttoned enough to give a generous view of my cleavage and the skirt hiked up to show off my thighs all the way up to my ass, I slipped on a pair of black heels and applied red lipstick. I wanted to look really hot and fuckable for all the guys at the office. They worked so hard, they deserved to have something good to look at!

The drive to work was really fun. I never realized how much my car vibrated, but the subtle shaking of the seat beneath me felt so good! I hadn’t worn panties, and when I arrived at the office I noticed a wet stain on the driver’s seat where my pussy had dripped. Oh well. It would dry. It felt so nice to have a wet slit, and I hoped that I would have a chance to use it soon! If only I could fuck someone at the office…

But that wouldn’t be very professional.

I was a little bit late, and I was embarrassed as I snuck towards my desk, hoping no one noticed. But then, I was also a little disappointed when no one did notice. Where was everyone? Curious, I left my purse in my cubicle and went hunting for my co-workers. I found them hovering around the water cooler.

Wow. I sure did work with some handsome men! Mark, dignified and smart. Lewis, so cute and tasty-looking! Tom, burly and strong. Jim, funny and wise. Sid, so original and interesting. The thought that silly little me got to spend all day with them, five days a week, was so crazy. I was the luckiest girl in the whole world.

“Hi, guys!” I chirped, bouncing towards the group. They all turned to look at me, and Sid actually dropped his cup of water on the ground. They stood around slack-jawed, devouring me with their eyes. My skin tingled with excitement as my mind filled with sexy thoughts.

“Allison…woah,” Tom said. “What are you wearing?”

“Oh…I just thought….isn’t it a cute outfit?” I pouted, wondering why they didn’t like my super short skirt, cleavage-busting top, and high heels. Maybe it wasn’t very business-like, but wasn’t it more important for me to be nice to look at than to be business-like?

“It sure is,” Mark said, licking his lips. I beamed, flush with pride. I knew I’d picked right! The way Mark looked at me, all I wanted to do was drop to my knees and thank him the right way. Maybe at lunch…

“So I guess you took that pill…” Jim started to say, but we were quickly interrupted by Mr. Banks. He came out of his office and approached us. I thought he would scold us for wasting time when we were on the clock, and prepared to give him my best apology. But he didn’t seem that angry as he approached. He studied me with interest, his attention lingering on my barely-clad ass.

“Allison, good morning,” he said. “Men, same to you.”

“Good morning, Mr. Banks,” we all said.

“Let’s take a walk, Allison,” Mr. Banks said. He certainly did look good that day in his blue tie, his distinguished salt-and-pepper hair and glasses giving him the air of a man who knew what he was doing. “I’d like to see you in my office.”

“Yes, sir!” I squealed, bouncing up happily to follow him. I waved to the guys clustered around the water cooler and felt compelled to add a special swivel to my hips to get their attention and give them some excitement. Poor guys probably needed to relax. They’d been at work a whole hour! I wished I could give them some relief from the stress of our business.

Thinking about all the possible ways I could do that carried me all the way to Mr. Banks’ office, which was glass on all sides. It also made my wet pussy even wetter. Mr. Banks held the door open but stood against the door jamb, so I had to squeeze past him, my breasts rubbing against his chest as I did so. It nearly had me on my knees in pleasure, and I was panting as I walked to the chair across from his desk.

“Now, Allison, did you take the new product last night, as we discussed?” Mr. Banks didn’t even try to hide the way his eyes rolled up and down my body. It was almost as good as hands, and I arched my back for him so he could get a better eyeful of my tits. He sure deserved it. He had always been sooo good to me!

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“And do you believe…that you have experienced any effects?” Mr. Banks asked. I looked up at the ceiling, thinking about it. I couldn’t really come up with a good answer, because I couldn’t really remember what I’d been like before waking up that morning.  Hadn’t I always been this way?

“Ummm….I don’t know,” I giggled, biting my lip. “Sorry, sir. I wish I could tell you, like, for sure, but…I think…well…mmm…”

“Don’t strain yourself,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Tell me, Allison. Do you remember how you felt about me prior to today?”

“Ummm….” I said, wondering if this was a trick question. What was there to feel about Mr. Banks? He was my hot, older boss! He worked so hard to make life good for me and the rest of his employees. In fact, he was probably the best, sexiest boss in the world. “Good? I felt good about you?”

That made him laugh out loud.

“Is that how you feel about me now?” He asked. I nodded enthusiastically, really wanting him to understand how much I liked him.

“I do,” I said. “I think you’re so amazing, just so smart, so strong, so handsome…”

The more I spoke, the more my stomach felt like it was hollowing out. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together for a quick thrill. I wanted something so bad…something that I knew Mr. Banks could give me. But how to ask for it? Was it right for a useless slut like me to ask her boss to fuck her?

“Are you okay?” Mr. Banks asked.

“Y..y…n..no,” I admitted. “I’m…I’m really embarrassed.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…you see, I’m all wet and horny, and I just want to fuck you so bad!”

There! I said it! I was brave and told him what I wanted. Mr. Banks looked a little surprised by my candor, but I was proud of myself.

“I just…I’ve always been a slut, sir, and I’ve always wanted so bad for you to bend me over your desk and treat me like it,” I admitted, feeling so good to get it all out there. Mr. Banks is quiet as he studies me.

“You want me to fuck you,” he said. I nodded. He studied my body again, and I leaned forward to give him a better angle to admire my cleavage.

“Please, sir,” I begged. “I’ll get down on my knees if you want. I’d be happy if you just let me suck your dick, or even just worship your balls while you jack off! Anything to please you!”

“Anything…” Mr. Banks mused, now scratching his chin. He rolled back in his chair, creating space between him and the desk. My heart hitched with excitement and hope. When he finally beckoned me forward, I bounced up and rushed to stand before him. “Well. Remember, you asked for this. All of this. You were willing.”

“Of course,” I said, nearly shaking with my lust. Mr. Banks grabbed my too-tight shirt and ripped, popping the buttons open. I moaned in pleasure as my breasts finally bounced free, uncontained. His hands immediately covered them, squeezing the generous flesh, going straight for my nipples with his fingers. I was so excited to look down and see his cock, hard and obvious under his slacks. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, my nipples hard and sending shocks of pleasure straight to my clit. Mr. Banks pushed me until I hit the desk with my ass.

“This what you want?” Mr. Banks growled, looking up at me as he leaned into suck my nipple into his mouth. He bit down slightly, and I buried my hands in his hair as the pleasure flowed through me. I’d never been happier in my whole life!

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Thank you so much, thank you sir…”

With his mouth on my breast and one hand still kneading the flesh, his other hand fell to my short skirt, pulling it down to reveal my bare pussy. It had been a good idea to not wear panties, after all! It made it all the easier for my boss to shove his fingers between my legs and up into my dripping cunt. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy contracted around him, and the cry carried through the whole office. I looked over my shoulder and saw my co-workers standing at the wall, staring through the glass as I gave Mr. Banks my body to use as he saw fit. I wished I could please them all the same way!

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” he promised, pumping his fingers in my pussy in a way that nearly drove me to climax in an instant. His mouth was ravenous on my breasts, moving between them, sucking and licking at my red, raw, taut nipples. “You’re gonna be my little office fuckslave.”

“Oh, god,” I moaned. “Please, sir, yes! That’s what I want! So bad!”

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you? I’ve barely even started, and you’re already about to cum?”

“Yes,” I admitted, teeth gritted together. “Yes, sir. M…may I?”

“Fine,” he said, and thrust his fingers deep inside my slit while sucking my nipple into his mouth. I shook with pleasure, fireworks in my blood going off as I humped his hand and fucked myself on his fingers. The orgasm left me panting and dripping, but nowhere near satisfied.

“Need more, don’t you?” Mr. Banks said, pulling his fingers away all too soon. I couldn’t answer, as I was too busy sucking his fingers clean. He stood, grabbing me and throwing me onto his desk. He unzipped himself, revealing his thick, throbbing cock. It looked so good, my mouth watered for it.

“We’ve got an audience,” he observed. “Wave to your fans, you stupid bitch.”

I looked behind me at my coworkers staring, and gave them a happy wave. If only they knew how hot I thought they all were, how badly I wished I could fuck all of them at once! The thought of being full of cocks, one for each hole, one in each hand, made my pussy drip onto Mr. Banks’ desk.

“Now look at me,” he said, and I obeyed immediately, wiggling in excitement over the way his cock would split me open and fill me up. “You don’t seem to remember this, but you’ve been a pain in the ass since your Daddy made me hire you. You’re been a spoiled little bitch, giving everyone attitude. Now, I’m going to fuck all of that right out of you. You’ve been asking for this for longer than you think. And when I’m done with you, I’m going to throw you out there to the wolves, let them tear your ass apart…”

“Really?!” I gasped, gratitude flooding my brain. He grinned at my reaction, hands on my thighs forcing them apart. He shoved my chest until I hit the desk with a painful thud. “Thank you, sir, thank you, thank…OH!”

“We’re gonna keep you pumped full of cum,” Mr. Banks sighed as he positioned himself between my legs, his tip spreading my tight slit. The pleasure almost made me pass out. “You’re going to live in this office, eat what we decide you deserve, sleep in a dog bed. You’re gonna be our brainless little office pet. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” I screamed as he thrust forward, burying two inches of his cock between my legs. “Anything, sir! I want to be your slut!”

He rewarded me by slamming his entire length inside me with one enormous thrust. It forced my body forward, my head falling over the edge of the desk, my tits bouncing. I could see the guys watching us, and knew I was going to be able to taste all their delicious cum, fill myself with their beautiful cocks. Mr. Banks grabbed my breasts, squeezing them as he withdrew his cock and slammed it back in.

The sensation tipped me toward another climax, and the faster he went the more I love it. My mouth opened in pleasure, my tongue hanging out like an animal while my boss fucked me in front of the whole office. He held my breasts like handles, using them as leverage to push himself deeper and deeper, right up against my womb. My thighs trembled in pleasure, an aching need to release burning in my belly.

“Wait for me to fill you up before you cum, pet,” he barked, and I did my best to obey, fighting the rising tide, letting my cheeks burn and my toes curl without giving in. But I couldn’t hold it back forever! I wanted so bad to feel my boss explode inside me, give me his hot cum…finally, he groaned, collapsing on top of me as he came.

I let go, my slit milking him dry, contractions squeezing his shaft as he gifted me with every drop of cum in his balls. I smiled at the men on the other side of the glass, so happy they could see what a good office pet I was going to be! I could do this to each and every one of them, individually or one at a time! I couldn’t wait until I got to feel a cock reaming my ass while another filled my pussy. The best was yet to come, I could tell…

And so could they!
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When Mr. Banks pulled out, trailing cum down my thigh, I sighed. It had felt so good to be full of him…but I knew I wouldn’t be left wanting for long. He pulled me up off the desk, putting me on my feet. As he turned me towards the door, he smacked my ass, which made me squeal in delight. I sure liked that! I wondered if any of the guys would spank me, because that sounded really hot.

My coworkers were slack-jawed as we exited the office. I was naked, of course, and Mr. Banks had his hand on the back of my neck, squeezing gently, remind me I was his property now. Like I needed reminding – it was a dream come true.

“Men, we’ve got ourselves an office pet,” Mr. Banks announced, pleased. The men looked at each other in silence for a moment, then all cheered. I beamed, proud to already be making them happy! “Now, we’ll need to lay down some ground rules. She’ll sleep here in the office, of course, but we’ll have to make a plan for weekends. Perhaps we will each take turns using her at home. But right now, I can tell, you all just want a chance to try her out. I’m going to go out and get some supplies at the pet store. I leave her in your capable hands, gentlemen.”

The men were practically salivating. Tom and Jim and Lewis and Mark and Sid all stared at me like I was a bowl of candy. My stomach fluttered with excitement.

“You understand, Allison, that you are now our property. You’re furniture. You don’t say no to what the men ask of you. You understand?”

“Yes, sir! Why would I ever say no? I’m so excited to be here for your pleasure!”

That got a smile from the crowd. Mr. Banks laughed and released me.

“Take her to the break room, and try not to make too much of a mess,” he instructed. Seconds later and they were on me like a pack of dogs. They all wanted to get a feel of me, and I was in heaven with their groping, insistent hands!

Somehow, they managed to get me into the break room, and I was pushed to the floor on my knees. The cold tile was a shock to my skin, but I didn’t care. I sat back on my heels, looking up expectantly at their faces. Though now that they had me, they didn’t quite seem to know what to do with me! I looked at each of them in turn, noting their hardening cocks outlined by their pants. I was starving for cum.

“Can I pleeeease suck someone’s cock?” I begged, putting my hands together and pouting. “Pretty please?”

“Oh, hell,” Sid said, immediately going for his zipper. “I can’t believe this. Stupid bitch, I’m going to make you pay. I hope you like choking on dick.”

I did!

Sid grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked. I had my mouth open and ready, and he shoved his cock deep between my lips. I barely even got a good look at it, but I could tell that it was really thick even though it wasn’t super long. He groaned in satisfaction, a sound so lovely it made me shudder in ecstasy. My cum-filled pussy was soaked again, my abused nipples hard as diamonds.

“Suck it good, Allison,” Sid sighed, eyes closed in bliss as I worked his shaft with my tongue. His salty, hot pre-cum dripped down my throat, whetting my appetite for cum. Inspired, the gang moved in, hands reaching for me again, grabbing my tits and slapping at my ass. The more they pinched my nipples and spanked my ass, the more my clit throbbed and my pussy dripped. Even without stimulation between my legs, I felt myself on the verge of another climax. I reminded myself that I am an object, a pet, meant to obey and please. My eyes rolled back into my head at the dirty pleasure of it.

Just when I thought I might actually come just from having Sid’s thick cock slamming into my throat while everyone else teased my body, I felt someone yank at my hair. I was pulled away from Sid’s delicious cock and found myself in front of another cock waiting to be worshipped. I looked up and saw Jim smiling down at me, waving his cock in my face. His cock was huge! I was sure I couldn’t fit it into my mouth.

But he didn’t let me take my time finding out, as he pushed himself between my lips and forced himself into my throat. He triggered my gag reflex, and spit flowed down my chin as I struggled to breathe. My body, in a panic, rebelled against the lack of oxygen. I slapped my palms lightly against Jim’s thighs.

“Son of a…fuck that!” Jim growled, yanking me again by my hair, this time pulling me off his cock. A sharp slap across my face taught me an important lesson: I would never protest again, not even to beg for air. Laughter accompanied my mewling apology. I put a hand to my reddening cheek, but it was grabbed away. I found myself holding Sid’s cock, and I knew what I was meant to do with it.

“Back at it, bitch,” Jim growled, shoving his meaty cock into my mouth again. I jerked Sid’s cock while Jim raped my throat, my body poked and pinched from all sides. Someone knelt behind me, I couldn’t tell who, and grabbed my breasts from behind, giving them a good hard squeeze while simultaneously pinching my nipples. My eyes rolled back and I choked out a groan of satisfaction at the sensation, my pussy dripping into a puddle beneath me.

Another hand made its way between my legs, finding my swollen clit and cruelly flicking it. With a painful tug, I was forced to switch positions, jacking off Jim while Sid fucked my throat. He was impatient, grunting, and when I looked up through my tear-filled eyes I could see him red-faced and sweating. Drooling, I sucked him as best I could, wanting to taste his cum and fill my tummy with it.

“You guys can’t have all the fun,” the man holding my tits chuckled. I recognized his voice as Tom. After some confusing movement, I felt a cock pressing against my pussy. Ecstatic, I pushed back against it.

“Eyes on me,” Sid grunted, shaking my head from where he held my hair. I quickly looked up, making eye contact just as he reamed me hard in the throat, burying his cock so deep I felt like I was swallowing it. Thick, hot ropes of cum burst from his cock, his balls against my chin churning, yummy jizz pumping straight into my belly while a thick cock pushed itself into my pussy. I was in heaven, taken at both ends while gripping Jim’s monstrous cock.

“Horny little slut,” Tom said as he slipped inside me and felt me clench around him. “Fuck me. Go ahead, move those hips and fuck me.”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped as Sid slid his limp cock from my mouth, trailing cum that I happily lapped up. I couldn’t say any more, because Jim was quick to take Sid’s place, and then I found myself holding Lewis’ cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Mark stroke himself, waiting for his turn. I busy myself with the pleasurable business of fucking myself on Tom’s long cock, moving my hips back and forth so that he could fuck me without moving.

My eyes rolled back at the delicious feel of his cock filling me up. Jim, grunting, spread this thighs wider and forced himself into my throat, making me take every inch of him. My dripping pussy soaked Tom’s balls, dripping everywhere as I fucked him harder and harder, slamming against him so I could feel him all the way against my womb.

Poor Lewis! I was doing my best to stroke him steadily, but he just couldn’t hold back, and before I knew it he was throbbing in my palm! Just as Jim held my head against his pubes and shot his load into my throat, Lewis came on my face and tits. Coated in his cum, another load filling my belly, I slammed back against Tom and came in pleasure. My tight muscles snapped and released as I bucked and cried out in wild ecstasy.

“Get me hard again,” Lewis demanded, shoving his way against my face, lifting his limp cock to give me access to his balls. I figured he wants me to worship them and I’m more than happy to do so, sucking them between my lips as Tom’s fingers dug into my hips and he moaned in satisfaction, releasing himself into my pussy, filling me with his cum.

I lapped and licked at the heavy, tight balls in front of me, my pussy clenching to milk every last drop of Tom’s load. No sooner did he finish than Mark took his place, shoving his hard cock right where Tom’s had been, and making me moan and roll my eyes back in pleasure.

My worship had paid off, and Lewis was hard again. I happily opened my mouth to take him in, and he immediately started fucking my mouth like a pussy. My raw, abused throat accepted his violent thrusts, my body pinned between his and Mark’s. Lewis almost seemed angry as he raped my mouth, holding my hair so tight it hurt.

But Mark made up for it with the way he gave me long, deep, steady strokes of his cock, almost as though he cared about my pleasure. He even reached around my waist to stroke my tight little clit, and it made me cum immediately, my body exhausted but still capable of pleasure. My screams were muffled by Lewis’ thrusting cock.

“Stupid…bitch…” he muttered before cumming again, this time adding to the cum that filled my little stomach. I swallowed eagerly, loving the way each man tasted different, and how their tastes lingered in my throat. I barley noticed Mark exploding inside me, giving me one last beautiful load of cum to savor for the time being. I hoped my pussy could hold all three loads, because I hated to think of losing any of their precious seed!

Soon enough, with all men satisfied, they lost interest in my cum-covered and trembling body. They had to go back to work, and they left me without a look back to where I lay prone on the break room floor. Not sure what I was supposed to do, I reached between my legs, feeling the cum in my pussy, and all my own wetness. I had barely touched myself before realizing how badly I still wanted to cum, and how perfectly lubricated I was to masturbate. With nothing else to do, I let my mind wander, and dreamed of a future full of cocks and cum.
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By the time Mr. Banks returned with his pet supplies, I had cum over 20 times. I was panting, barely awake, exhausted and spent. He found me in the break room, right where I’d been left after the men used me.

“The fuck is…ah, geeze. Get the fuck up. What have you been doing?” Mr. Banks sneered down at me. Had I done something bad? Ashamed, I quickly got to my knees and crawled forward, kneeling penitent at his feet.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said. “I just didn’t know what to do…”

“When you’re not being used, you don’t do anything,” Mr. Banks. “Except think dirty thoughts to keep yourself wet. You’re furniture, understand? Our pet, and you do as we command. You speak when spoken to, and move when we tell you to move.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agreed eagerly, shaking my head, hoping for some kind of reward. Like maybe some more cum…?

“Fine,” he sighed. “Now, here, I’ve got your bed and your food bowl…”

I watched Mr. Banks set up a corner of the break room with a big dog bed and two silver dog bowls. In one, he poured water. I hadn’t even realized how thirsty I was!

“Sir, can I please drink the water?” I begged. Mr. Banks nodded, snapping his fingers to call me forward. I eagerly crawled over and began to lap at the water, my still-reddened nipples brushing the ground as I leaned forward.

In the other bowl, Mr. Banks pours some dry cereal.

“Kibble,” he grinned. “Hungry?”

Well, I had eaten a lot of cum, but my stomach growled at the smell of food. I nodded.

“Before you can eat, how about some tricks?” Mr. Banks mused. “Like…bark.”

I barked, woofing like a puppy.

“And roll over.”

I got down on my belly and rolled over, spreading my legs to show Mr. Banks my wet cunt.

“And…hmm…well, you’re already good at beg. Let’s see that again.”

On my knees again, I crawled forward, pouting.

“Please, Sir. Please, let me eat! I’m a good girl, please!”

“Fine,” Mr. Banks chuckled. “Go ahead.”

I leaned down to eat.

“No hands,” Mr. Banks said. Obediently, I clasped my hands behind me and used only my mouth to bring the cereal into my throat. While I chewed, ass in the air and hands behind my back, I felt Mr. Banks move around the room. An unzipping sound, and then he was kneeling behind me. I started to turn around to see what he was doing, but he gave me a quick slap on the ass to teach me that wasn’t appropriate.

“Keep eating, or you won’t get any more,” he grunted. I closed my eyes and focused on the food while Mr. Banks pressed his cock against my ass. He groaned, sinking down into me. I was wet all over, and he easily slid between my cheeks, splitting my rosebud with his cock.

“Good girl,” Mr. Banks panted, thrusting hard into my ass. It didn’t really feel that good, but I was happy to be making him happy! “Good girl…oh, fuck…”

Just as I cleaned the last bite of cereal from my bowl, Mr. Banks came in my ass, filling me in a brand new hole! Excited, I pressed back against him so he could get even deeper as he came. The sensation wass odd, but I was sure I’d get used to it.

“Good…good girl…” Mr. Banks sighed, sliding out of me and getting to his feet. “Go lie down. I’m sure you’ll be wanted again before everyone goes home for the night.”

I lay down on the dog bed, curling up into a ball. I watched in adoration as Mr. Banks left the break room. I could hear phones ringing, keyboards tapping, chatter coming from the office outside and thought about how I used to have to work out there. Lame! This was much better, relaxing in the break room while waiting for someone to want to use me as a cum receptacle. Happy and whole, I finally fell asleep. I couldn’t wait to wake up and continue my new life as the office pet!


Bonus Story: Trained by the Priest

I sat in the church on the night before my wedding, staring up at the altar. I knew I was supposed to be happy, but I was crying.

I loved Tommy, my high school sweetheart. And I was so happy that we were finally 18 and could get married. I couldn’t wait to be his wife!

So why was I so upset?

Well, Tommy and I had agreed to wait until we were married before we did anything. Except for kissing, I was totally inexperienced. And I had just read an article online about men who left their wives for not being good in bed.

What if I was bad in bed?! I had no idea what I was supposed to do! The article mentioned all sorts of things that I didn’t know about. If I didn’t do those things, or didn’t do them right, Tommy would leave me for someone else! I wished we hadn’t chosen to wait, so I could have practiced before we were married. If I embarrassed myself on our wedding night, I was sure it would be a very short marriage.

I was crying as quietly as I could, trying not to make too much noise in the empty church. I had been coming to this church since I was a little girl. I would be married here the next day, by Father Daniels. I’d known him since I was a little girl, too.

But his voice still surprised me when it came from behind the pew I sat in.

“My dear,” Father Daniels said. “What’s wrong? You’re crying? But you should be happy!”

I wiped my cheeks as Father Daniels came to sit beside me in the pew. He had kindly blue eyes and brown hair. He wasn’t too old, for a priest. I had always trusted him. Everyone did. He was the favorite priest in the whole parish.

“I know,” I sighed, trying to stop my tears. “I am happy to marry Tommy. But…”

How could I explain my fears to Father Daniels? They were embarrassing! I knew that I could tell him anything, but it still felt shameful to discuss sex in a church. Father Daniels took my hand and squeezed it.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Daniels said. “Let it out.”

I bit my lip, looking into his eyes. I knew he could make me feel better. He always did. So, taking a big breath, I let it all out. My fears, my innocence, my inexperience. The shame that I felt about not being able to please my husband. He listened quietly, nodding along, taking it all in. By the time I was done, I already felt a little bit better!

“I see,” Father Daniels said at last. “Well, those are very sincere concerns, my dear. Have you shared them with Tommy?”

I shook my head.

“Perhaps that’s best,” Father Daniels said. “A man doesn’t want to be burdened with his wife’s sexual fears.”

Ouch. That hurt to hear! But Father Daniels knew what he was talking about, surely. Father Daniels got an odd look in his eye as he studied me.

“You’ve never touched yourself, have you, Jenna?” Father Daniels said.

“No, Father,” I said, shaking my head vehemently. “Of course not!”

“Why not?” Father Daniels said, leaning in a little closer. I could feel his body heat.

“It’s a sin, right?” I said.

“Well, that’s debatable,” Father Daniels said. Suddenly, he let go of my hand and laid his hand on my knee. Warmth flowed up my thigh. He had big hands. Big, warm hands. Soft, too. Very comforting. You could really tell he was a man of God, because even his touch was comforting! He spoke to me in low tones as he rubbed my knee.

“If touching yourself is a sin, it’s certainly not one that’s difficult to atone for,” Father Daniels mused. “You could always ask for forgiveness.”

“Oh,” I said, shrugging. “Well, I just never really felt like doing it.”

“Never?” Father Daniels said, surprise in his voice. His hand slid a little further up my leg. I automatically spread my legs a bit, since he seemed to want that.

“Mmm..well, maybe sometimes…when I kiss Tommy….”

“Ah,” Father Daniels smiled. “So you and Tommy do kiss. What else do you do?”

“Well, like I said, Father, not much,” I admitted. “I really have wanted to wait until marriage. That’s why I’m worried. I think he’ll be disappointed in me on our wedding night!”

“I see,” Father Daniels said. His hand inched a little higher. His fingers were tickling my inner thigh. It felt really good, so I opened my legs a bit wider. “Well, Jenna, if you’re willing, I think I might be able to help you.”

“Really?!” I asked, ecstatic. I couldn’t think of anyone better than Father Daniels to help me. I trusted him with my life! “Thank you!”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Father Daniels said with a small smile. He squeezed my leg, and a thrill ran up my spine. “I want to make sure you understand some things first. I cannot help you if you don’t trust me. You do trust me, right?”

I nodded fervently. Of course I did!

“Very good,” Father Daniels said. “Now, you’ve been very good to save yourself for marriage, Jenna. It’s God’s will. But since you’re worried about now knowing what to do, I’d like to offer my assistance as a man of God. I’m a priest, Jenna. For me to touch you would not be a sin.”

I nodded, not quite sure where he was going with this, but quite sure that he was right about it.

“It would be like letting God himself touch you,” Father Daniels said. “Tonight, the night before your wedding, I would be willing to sacrifice my time to training you on the duties of a wife. The bedroom duties, you understand.”

“That would be great,” I said, practically crying with relief. “Thank you so much, Father Daniels!”

“I’ll need complete obedience from you,” Father Daniels said gravely. “No questions, no protests. You can leave at any time, but if you want to know how to please Tommy, you will have to do everything I say until the end of the lesson. Can you do that, Jenna?”

I nodded again. Sure! I was sure I could do whatever Father Daniels said.

“Say it aloud, Jenna. Say that you’ll obey me. I need to hear it.”

“I’ll obey you, Father Daniels,” I said. “I’ll do everything you say, I promise!”

“Very good,” Father Daniels smiled and removed his hand from my thigh. “Now, please stand up. Your first lesson will be in pleasing a man. Then, I’ll teach you what a man might do to you if he wants to. And then I will show you what it means to join with a man. Sound good?”

It sure did! I smiled happily and stood up, letting Father Daniels guide me until I was standing in front of him. He sat in the pew, looking me up and down.

“First, I trust that you’re aware of proper anatomy?”

“Yes,” I said. “Penis and vagina, right?”

Father Danielss nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Those are the technical terms. But when you’re making love, it’s much better to use colloquial terms. A penis can be a cock, a dick, or a prick. A vagina is a pussy, a slit or a cunt.”

Oh, boy. I blushed hard, hearing Father Daniels say those words. I wasn’t expecting that! I bit my lip.

“And in order to please a man,” Father Daniels continued. “You must first get his cock hard. Give him an erection. As you can see, my dear, I am not erect.”

He gestured to his crotch. I couldn’t really see what he meant, but I nodded anyway.

“To get me hard, I’d like you to take your clothes off. Do it slowly, and keep your eyes on me the entire time.”

Wait. That seemed a little excessive. After all, we were in the middle of church. I thought he would just kind of walk me through the motions but…

“Don’t think about it, just do it,” Father Daniels said firmly. “When your husband tells you to do something, you should do it immediately, and eagerly. Now, undress.”

Well, okay, if that’s what he wanted! I looked Father Daniels in the eye and reached for the zipper of my skirt. I slowly moved it down, until my skirt fell to my ankles, showing off my white panties and my creamy thighs. Father Daniels stared at me as I pulled my shirt off, until I was in my bra and panties only. He gestured for me to continue. Blushing, I forced myself to maintain eye contact as I opened my bra. Immediately, my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples pink and hard in the cold air. Father Daniels licked his lips as my hands moved down to my panties and I slowly shimmied out of them.

This was my first time ever being naked in front of a man! I instinctively went to cover myself, but Father Daniels slapped my hands away.

“You must always show your husband every inch of your body. It is his body now, too. He has every right to stare at it. Come closer, Jenna.”

Father Daniels spread his legs and reached for me. He grabbed me by the hips, hard, and pulled until I was between his knees. A little squeal escaped my throat in my surprise.

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said. “Now, has Tommy ever touched your breasts?”

I shook my head. I never let him.

“From now on, your breasts are for Tommy to touch whenever he wants. Letting a man touch and suck your breasts is a good way to get him hard. I’m going to do that now, alright Jenna?”

I squirmed. It didn’t really feel alright, but it had to be, if Father Daniels said so. I nodded, watching as Father Daniels leaned forward and reached for my heavy, round breasts. I moaned when  he grabbed them from below and lifted them slightly, his palms warm in the cold church. Something tingled between my legs.

Father Daniels began to rub and massage my breasts, squeezing them and moving them in small circles. The more he touched me, the better it felt. I closed my eyes as he began to brush my hard nipples with his thumbs. My heart rate was getting faster. Groaning, I arched my back, pushing my breasts closer to him. It felt really good, what he was doing. My thighs clenched together as the tingles increased.

“You have beautiful tits, Jenna,” Father Daniels praised me and I felt giddy. “Tommy is a very lucky man. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like having me touch your breasts?”

“Yes, Father Daniels,” I moaned. “It feels really good. I like it a lot.”

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, and took hold of my nipples. He tweaked and then pinched them, sending a hot flush to my cheeks. “Now, you’re going to feel even better.”

What could feel better? I didn’t understand until I looked down and watched Father Daniels lean forward and take my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked over it and I felt like I was melting! He sucked my nipple, then moved to the other one. His hands kept squeezing and teasing my breasts, fingers tweaking my nipple while his mouth sucked and licked the other one. Soon, I was squirming all over and making soft, crooning noises. I felt really hot between my legs, and even kind of damp! I wanted very much to touch myself down there and figure out what was happening.

But Father Daniels beat me to it. He dropped one hand from my chest down to my thighs and forced them apart. I gasped in surprise as he forced his fingers against my pussy and began to rub! It did feel like I was wet, and I groaned in satisfaction as the sensation rushed up my spine. Father Daniels removed his lips from my breast and looked up at me.

“You’re very wet, Jenna,” he said. “That’s good. That means you’ll be a good little wife for your husband. You must always try to be wet for him, so he can take you whenever he wants. If you deny him, he may seek pleasures elsewhere. Understand?”

“Y-yes, F-father,” I moaned. “Feels…g-good…”

“I know it does,” Father Daniels smirked. “You’re going to feel really good soon. I’m going to make you cum, Jenna. You feel me rubbing your clit?”

I nodded, panting, heat rising in my belly. He rolled his finger around my clit in a slow circle. Again and again.

“Ask me if you’re allowed to come, Jenna,” Father Daniels demanded, sliding my hard little clit between the edges of two fingers, a whole new sensation that had me on my tiptoes with pleasure. “Always ask for permission from a man. Your pleasure is his decision.”

“P-please, Father,” I moaned. “Can I c-cum?!”

“Yes, little one,” Father Daniels said, and suddenly rubbed my clit really hard. I gasped as the heat seemed to explode inside me. My eyes opened wide and the world spun as pleasure ripped through me. I felt like I was unleashing a flood against his hand as I came, and he leaned in, sucking on my nipple again while the sensations whirled inside me.

I was coming down, panting and tingling, when I realized that Father Daniels had leaned back and was grinning at me. Feeling a little dizzy and very heated, I smiled back.

“Now, Jenna, you can see that I’m hard,” Father Daniels said, gesturing to his crotch again. To my surprise, there was a big bulge under his priest robe. My eyes widened. Seeing that was a lot different than imagining it!

“So, it’s time for me to teach you how to please your husband,” Father Daniels said. “Get on your knees.”

The floor was really hard and uncomfortable, but I did what Father Daniels said. I knew he was right so far, and I had no reason not to trust him on this. If pleasing a man meant I had to kneel before him, it kind of made sense. A wife should be subservient, right?

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, adjusting himself so that his loose slacks were visible. “Now, take my cock out. Unzip my pants and take my cock in your hand.”

My pulse sped up. I’d never seen a cock before, never mind touched one! What if it was gross and I didn’t like it? Father Daniels sensed my hesitation and clucked his tongue at me.

“You’re being a bad girl, Jenna,” he said. “Take my cock out, now.”

I jumped at his harsh tone and reached for his zipper. With shaking hands, I unzipped him and then reached in…my hand gripped something long, thick, and hot! I pulled it through his pants. Father Daniels’ cock was really big! It was nine inches at least, and so thick I could barely fit my hand around it! The tip was purple and soft, with something wet glistening at the top. Veins ran all down the shaft, and there was thick curly hair at the bottom. I stared at it, entranced.

“Very good, Jenna,” Father Daniels said. “Now, stick your tongue out, like you would at communion.”

Obediently, I looked at Father Daniels and dropped my jaw, sticking my tongue out.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Now, lean forward and start licking my cock. You should lick it all the way up and down, until it’s all wet. You should especially lick the tip, where it’s most sensitive.”

Lick it?! But why?! That was gross! I made a face, and Father Daniels saw it. He stared at me, angry.

“What did you say to me before we began, Jenna? You said you would obey me, right?”

I nodded, looking at his cock again. I didn’t want to touch it with my tongue…but I knew I had to trust Father Daniels…slowly, I leaned in and closed my eyes. My tongue hit his throbbing flesh, and I started to lick him, trying to do exactly what he said. I licked his shaft all up and down. From his curly hair to the drippy, purple tip.

Over and over again, I licked him, lapping at every inch. Father Daniels watched me with glazed eyes, leaning back, relaxed. His cock was really wet after a while, and I had gotten used to the taste.

“Alright, Jenna,” Father Daniels said, reaching for me. I felt pressure on my head as he grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Now, get ready to suck me. I’m going to shove my cock between your lips, and you’re going to suck me off. Worship my cock, Jenna. Worship it like you would worship the Lord.”

My pulse sped up again as his hand in my hair stiffened. I closed my eyes and let Father Daniels guide my head into place at the top of his cock. The big, soft head slipped past my lips. It wasn’t so bad; even when I swallowed some of that drippy, musky liquid, it wasn’t so bad. But Father Daniels kept pushing!

He groaned as he pushed harder, forcing his cock further and further into my mouth. I couldn’t keep myself from drooling as his hips shifted up and down, pushing him even deeper into my mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft as he forced harder. He pushed until he was almost totally buried in my mouth!

My gag reflex kicked in and I tried to hold back, choking on his dick. Tears sprang to my eyes and spilled down my cheeks as I tried to breathe enough air through my nose. My muffled moans seemed to make Father Daniels even happier, and soon he was holding my head in both hands and thrusting his hips up and down, jamming his cock down my throat.

Father Daniels groaned. His hands clenched really hard on my head. He jerked faster, and I could feel his cock throb against my tongue. With a long grunt, he forced my head all the way down, my nose buried in his curly hairs. Jerking one last time, I felt something wet burst in my throat and slide down to my stomach.

More and more of it came, hot and salty. I swallowed what I could, but some of it filled my cheeks and leaked from my lips down my chin. When Father Daniels finally released me, I gasped for air, spilling the wet jizz all down my breasts. I rocked back onto my heels, panting, trying to recover from the strangeness. Father Daniels’ cock wasn’t that hard anymore, but he was stroking it slowly, watching me.

“That wasn’t bad,” he said. “You’ll need a lot more practice before you can truly satisfy your husband. You shouldn’t gag like that. It’s very unattractive.”

“Sorry,” I whimpered, wiping my cheeks. My throat felt raw, my stomach full of the hot cum.

“It’s alright,” Father Daniels said. “Get up again, please.”

I rose on shaky legs. What now? I didn’t think he was going to be hard again so soon…I knew a little bit about sex, after all.

“Sit down, facing me,” Father Daniels said. “Spread your legs wide. One foot on the ground, the other on top of the pew.”

But then he’d be able to see everything! My breasts were one thing…it felt wrong to spread myself like that in a church! But I could tell Father Daniels was getting ready to scold me again, and I didn’t want that. I sat down beside him. Struggling a little, I managed to pull my foot up onto the pew, the other on the ground, legs spread so that my whole, wet pussy was on display. I lay on my back, letting him look me over. Father Daniels licked his lips.

“Before we can go any further, I’ll need some time to recover, and some inspiration,” he explained, leaning down with his hands on my inner thighs. I shuddered, feeling my pussy drip a little. I guess that having him cum in my mouth turned me on more than I thought! But what was he doing down there? Why did he want to look at me so closely? Wasn’t it ugly and…

My shout filled the echoing chambers as Father Daniels buried his head between my legs and licked my pussy. I gripped the wooden pew, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels growled as he licked me up and down, sucking my clit between his lips. I moaned, hips thrusting on their own, heat flushing my cheeks. This was so much better than his fingers!

“Play with your tits,” Father Daniels demanded from between my legs. “I want to watch you. Make it worth my time.”

Groaning, I grabbed my breasts and started to rub them, just like he had. It made every sensation more intense. Closing my eyes, I felt myself gushing in pleasure as Father Daniels licked and sucked my clit. I ground against him, unable to help myself. Then, I felt something strange. There was something poking against my entrance, something hard and kind of rough. I realized that it was Father Daniels’ finger; he slid it right into my pussy!

It felt amazing inside me. He moved it inside me, exploring all around as his lips kept assaulting my clit. He curled his finger and stroked me deep. I gasped, shuddering, pinching my nipples as he pushed me to another orgasm. Everything rang, my body going stiff, then limp.

I was sure I was crying out, but I couldn’t stop myself. This felt a million times better than the last time. Slowly, the good feelings started to die down, and I was left slumped against the pew as Father Daniels came up from between my legs. He wiped his mouth, and pushed his fingers against my mouth. Not sure what to do, I let him force his wet fingers past my lips and sucked them, my own juices running down my throat.

“Good girl, Jenna,” Father Daniels said with a sigh. He rose up, and I could see that his cock was hard again. “Now, it’s time.”

“Time?” I asked, biting my lip. I thought I knew what he was talking about, but I kind of hoped I was wrong!

“I’m going to put my cock inside your pussy,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you now. I’m nice and hard again, and I’m going to show you what it feels like to get fucked by a man.”

“I know you’re a virgin, and you might be scared, but if you really want to know everything about sex, you need to actually have sex. It won’t count if you have sex with me, because I’m a holy man. You can still call yourself a virgin on your wedding night.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “But won’t it hurt a lot?”

“It might,” he said, nodding sagely. “But that’s all a part of the process. When it stops hurting, I promise, it will feel very good. And it will make me feel good, too. You understand that a man’s pleasure is the most important thing, right?”

“Yes,” I nodded. I’d gotten that lesson loud and clear. “I understand.”

“Great,” he said, smiling. “Then I’ll need you to get up and bend over. Put your hands on the pew and stick your ass out for me.”

That didn’t seem right. I thought sex was where a man laid on top of a woman and…?

“This is the best way, Jenna,” he said, voice grave. “Your husband will love it.”

I wanted Tommy to love me, so I nodded and did as he said. I got up, turned around, and leaned forward. The wood was kind of sticky under my hands, the varnish old and cracked. I studied the grains in the wood, the circles and various shades of brown. Father Daniels stood behind me, then grabbed my hips. He yanked at them, pushing and pulling me into the position he wanted.

I gasped as I felt something pressing against my pussy lips.

“You should be thankful that I got you so wet,” Father Daniels said, sliding his cock up and down my pussy lips. When the head of his cock rubbed my clit, I moaned, letting the good feelings fill my stomach again. Soon, though, he stopped sliding, and the head of his cock pressed against my slit. “A man might not want to prepare you. You should be ready to take your husband no matter what condition you’re in. Even if you’re dry, you should accept his cock inside you. You belong to him now.”

I closed my eyes and grit my teeth as Father Daniels inched his cock inside me.

“I’m going to do this fast, so it doesn’t hurt for long,” he said. My pussy complained as he split me wide with just the head of his dick. I gripped the pew harder, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels gripped my hips hard and took a deep breath. Then, he slammed his cock into me. My body was on fire with pain, a splitting sensation between my legs, a sob escaping my lips. I cried a little bit. My pussy felt like it was stretched beyond its limits.

“The worst is over now, Jenna,” he said. I moaned in relief as he slid out slightly – but then he slid right back in! “This means it will be better tomorrow when you’re with Tommy for the first time.”

I groaned, hands grasping the pew, and tried to think of nice things. But by the third time he slid in and out of me, I didn’t need to think about nice things. I was feeling nice things.

“Oh,” I moaned, surprised at the sensation overwhelming my body. “Oh, Father, this is…”

“It’s good, isn’t it, Jenna,” he said, his cock moving in long, slow strokes. I felt like I was being filled in places I’d never known existed. “This is the best way to please a man. And when you please a man, he’ll please you, too.”

That sounded good. One of Father Daniels’ hands slid around my hips, and his fingers dipped between my lips again, finding my clit. He was fucking me harder then, and rolling his fingers over my clit in a steady rhythm. Oh, it felt amazing, and I could feel that same coil in my stomach, tensing and tensing.

“Father,” I moaned. “I think I’m gonna…oh, again…”

“Yes, Jenna,” he growled. “Come on my cock. That’s what you’re meant for.”

He used one hand to rub my clit, and I cried out in surprise when his other hand moved and a finger pressed against my rosebud. He slammed into me faster with each stroke, and now he wiggled his finger into my ass, filling me from both ends until I was moaning and thrashing in pleasure.

“You want it harder?” Father Daniels asked. “Tell me, Jenna. Ask me to fuck you harder.”

“Yes, please, Father Daniels, fuck me harder! Oh, god, I need it harder, please,” I begged, and he went faster, thrusting into me like a machine.

“I’m going to come in you now,” he growled. “If you don’t come before then, I can’t help you. So you’d better come, Jenna. Listen to me. Do what I say. Come.”

“Oh, g-g-god,” I cried, desperate to please him. He slid his finger deeper into my ass and pinched my clit, driving himself deeper than ever inside me. Release finally came, and I shook and bucked beneath him, spilling my juices all over his shaft.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Now take my cum…”

I could feel something warm and wet bursting inside me, splashing against my pussy walls, driving my climax deeper and deeper. My whole body was clenching wildly, almost like I was squeezing the cum out of him with my pussy. He released what felt like an ocean of cum into my virgin pussy, letting me ride him through my climax and then giving me even more. When he finally slid out, he was limp, and I groaned. I felt sore, but satisfied like never before.

“Oh, Father Daniels,” I said, rolling over and watching his cum drip from my pussy. “That was so good. Is that everything there is to know?”

“Not quite,” Father Daniels said, standing up and adjusting himself, putting his cock away. “But it’ll get you through your wedding night.”

“Oh,” I said, curious. “What else is there?”
Father Daniels smiled.

“Well, my dear, why don’t you come see me after your honeymoon, and I’ll teach you a few more ways to please your new husband?”

I nodded eagerly. I couldn’t wait to show Tommy that I was going to be a good wife. And being a good wife seemed like it was going to be pretty fun for me, too!


Bonus Story: Ganging the Fertile Flirt

I sighed, closing the leather diary and putting it beside me on the couch. My pussy was soaked. I reached down and began to finger myself, thinking of the words I’d just written.

I’m naked in bed. Three men come in through the window. They hold me down and start fucking me without a condom. I scream, but I really love it. When they force me to suck their cocks, I suck until they cum in my mouth and I swallow every drop. They make me ride one man while the other two pull my hair and rape my mouth.

They coat me head-to-toe in cum, tie me up and drag me into their van. For the rest of my life, I exist only to be their fuck slave. I’m tied to a bed and the only thing they feed me is cum. They fuck me over and over again, raping me until all I can think about is sex, and I crave it like a drug. I beg them to keep raping my pussy…

Groaning, I slipped a finger inside myself, my other hand busy rubbing my clit. I came almost instantly, as usual. Those fantasies got my motor running in a way nothing else did. I cried out into my empty house…and then went dead silent.

Someone was knocking on the door.

And there I was, half naked and touching myself on the couch!

Oh, shit, I thought. The bathroom people!

How could I have forgotten? I’d scheduled some guys to come re-tile my bathroom that day. Because it was my only day off that week. I’d hoped to spend it laying around, writing in my fantasy diary and masturbating, and been pissed that I had to actually do some adult things. Scowling, I leapt up – the knocking was becoming insistent.

“Hold on!” I yelled. “Just a minute!”

My camisole barely concealed my D-cup tits, but all I had time to do was jump into a pleated skirt that was already lying on the floor. I hopped to the door, pulling my panties on one leg at a time. When I finally managed to open the door, I was embarrassed as all hell. I thought they’d be fat old dudes or something.

They weren’t.

They were buff as hell, and probably in their 30’s, only a little older than me. Two were blonde with blue eyes, one had black hair and green eyes, and the last had brown hair and matching eyes. He was the one who stepped forward, smirking at my outfit. They were all ogling me, but he was the first one to talk.

“Ms. Sincere?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling more than a little shaken up. I’d just been fingering myself, I was still wet…they couldn’t possibly smell that, right? That look in their eyes was just because my body was basically exposed in front of them?

“We’re Mitchell Bathroom Repair,” the brunette said. “Here to do your tiles.”

“Right,” I said, stepping aside to let them in. “I figured. Well, the bathroom is this way…”

I led them through my small condo, showing them the room I needed worked on. It was too small for all of them to fit inside, though. Why had they come with so many dudes for such a simple project? Whatever. I wasn’t paying per guy. And having four hunks in my house wasn’t so bad. I was getting a little horny again just looking at them…smelling them…

One by one, they introduced themselves. Scott and Rob were the blondes, Mike was the black-haired one, and Tom was their leader – boss, or whatever.

“You can call me Kitty,” I said with a wave. ‘And I’ll be around if you need anything. Help yourself to lemonade or water or whatever in the kitchen.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tom said with a wink. Weird, but sexy. I blushed through a smile and went into my room, closing the door. Forget “a little horny” – that wink had me all the way to raging hot. I’d just cum, but I needed more. Luckily, I had a device beside my bed that was perfect for that. I could hear them working, their low masculine voices coming through the wall. It became the soundtrack as I thrust my huge dildo in and out of my aching pussy, rubbing my clit desperately as I imagined them raping me, one by one, forcing me to take their cum in every hole…

At some point, I’d fucked myself into unconsciousness. Which was pretty embarrassing as it was, without adding yet another intrusive knock on the door to the mix. This time, at least, the short nap had left me dry between the legs. I quickly stashed my dildo and went to open my bedroom door, figuring that they were done and wanted to be paid.

Boy, was I wrong.

“Hello, Kitty,” Tom said with a smirk.

“Uh, hi, Tom,” I said, noting the way their looks had changed. Subtly, but enough for me to notice. They weren’t just ogling anymore…they were owning. I shivered.

“So, we’ve finished up in the bathroom,” he said.

“Great,” I said. “I’ve got a check for you….”

“No,” Tom shook his head, chuckling. “You won’t be paying us that way.”

All of a sudden, they were grabbing me. All four of them. I cried out, kicking, but they had my legs, they had my arms, they had my head and my stomach. My heart went cold with fear – and my pussy went hot with arousal. What the fuck! I always dreamed of something like this but now that it was actually happening…

“Now, listen up,” Tom said as the men lay me out on the bed, holding me to the mattress while I stared up in dumb horror. “We found your little diary.”

Oh no! Not that! All my darkest desires…the little stories I wrote so I could touch myself later…dreaming of huge men raping my tight young body, filling me with their cum…

“We like it when women struggle,” Scott said, grinning down at me. I could barely breathe, my lungs constricting even as my pussy dripped. Rob reached out and grabbed my tits, making me squirm and arch my back and cry out again – this time, in pleasure. I couldn’t deal with this! There was no way I was going to let these men take advantage of me! Even if my body was heating up with desire at the very thought of it, even if I was moaning as Rob kneaded and pinched my nipples.

“We’re gonna make all those dirty dreams of yours come true,” Tom said, tossing my leather diary onto the bed beside me. “You won’t need that once we’re done with you. You’ll have my number on speed dial, and you’ll be begging for us to come back and rape your dirty little snatch again.”

My legs were spread wide, and Mike’s fingers darted up my leg, under my skirt, to my pussy.

“Ha! She’s drenched!”

The men laughed at me, Rob still torturing my chest with his huge, powerful hands. Their bodies showed signs of their day’s labor, dirt and sweat making them reek of manly force. Tom came to stand at the foot of my bed, looking down at me.

“Now, if you really want us to stop…”

Suddenly, Rob grabbed my shirt and ripped; his massive muscles tore the fabric easily, until I was bare from the waist up. If only I’d worn a bra! But I’d thought I was safe in the comfort of my own home…

“…you’ll have to say so. Now or never, baby.”

I opened my mouth to tell him to stop – like I even believed he would – but just then Rob and Scott both grabbed my bare breasts, their warm, rough hands drawing me into a heated frenzy. Between my legs, Mike’s fingers pushed my panties to the side and thrust into my slit. Bucking, I moaned in pleasure at the way they treated me like a toy, an object for their pleasure.

“You’re not gonna tell us to stop, are you?” Tom teased, grabbing my ankles. “Because you like it. You like the idea of letting four burly men fuck every single one of your holes. I bet you’re not even on the pill, but you’re gonna let us cum in you. You’re gonna be the perfect little broodmare, aren’t you?”

“W-wait…” I moaned, but my hips were jerking against Mike’s hand, fucking myself on his fingers. “P-please…”

“Please what?” Tom chided. To my shock, a dick appeared over my face. Scott must have unzipped himself while I was busy, and now his huge, throbbing member dangled right above me. A pearly drop of pre-cum swelled at the tip, then dripped down into my mouth. I groaned at the taste.

“Please what?” Tom barked. Mike fucked me harder, his fingers digging deep into my cunt and forcing me to feel pleasure like I’d never known before. “Say stop right now, or…”

“I’m g-g-gonna cum….” I moaned, my body shaking as my muscles tensed. Scott released my breast and grabbed my head, pulling me up and forcing his cock between my lips. The minute I tasted him, I exploded in pleasure. My juices flooded Mike’s hand as my lips latched onto Scott’s cock and sucked deeply, the sensation so satisfying that my eyes rolled back into my head.

“I think we’ve got a winner, boys,” Tom chuckled. And he was right. I was going to let these men fuck me until I went blind. They were going to fill my pussy with so much cum that I’d drip for days.

Someone grabbed my skirt and ripped it down, taking my panties with it. The hands holding me down loosened, but I didn’t struggle anymore. Instead, I sucked Tom’s cock like it was the most delicious thing in the world. He slid it against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat.

Rob lifted me until he could fondle both my tits from behind as I sucked his friend’s dick, pinching my nipples and rubbing my tits in hard circles. Mike grabbed my hips, pulling me into place so that I was on my knees in the middle of the four men, who began to strip. Their bodies were cut like marble, all hard abs and hard cocks. They were all huge, too, and my pussy dripped again as I admired their size.

“We’re gonna breed the shit out of you,” Tom laughed, slapping my ass. I went pink, gasping as Scott pulled back, trailing saliva from the tip of his dick to my lips. “You go ahead and pretend you don’t want it. Pretend all you like. We know that a little slut like you only lives to be bred.”

I groaned as their hands returned to my now-naked body, grabbing and pinching everywhere. They blocked out the light, throwing me into an ecstatic and tortured darkness. This was really happening. I was really about to be gangraped and impregnated by these huge men. Juice dribbled down my thighs at the thought. Their cocks rubbed against my body, the plushy heads and hard shafts hot against my flesh. Pre-cum dripped from their dicks, sliding across my skin, turning me into a living slip-and-slide for their enjoyment.

“I need that mouth again,” I heard Scott say, and suddenly my lips were around his cock once more. Instinctively, I sucked him deep while the rest of the men kept playing with my vulnerable body. Scott grabbed me by the back of my head, thrusting into my throat as my spit dripped down my throat and lathed his shaft. I gagged, and tears spilled from my eyes as he raped my throat.

“Slut hog,” Tom laughed, and suddenly I felt myself ripped from Scott’s cock. Tom’s dick filled my mouth next, taking advantage of how sloppy my face had become, sliding right into my throat with a groan. He was bigger, and had a more distinct taste. Someone grabbed one of my wrists and I felt a cock slide into my palm; soon, I was on my knees, jerking Mike and Rob off while I alternated sucking Tom and Scott’s cocks. They held my thighs so I could keep my balance, and never once let their hands leave my tits, always pinching and kneading and teasing my raw, abused nipples.

My mouth filled with the hot, salty taste of pre-cum. Impatient, Mike grabbed my head and forced me onto his cock; I started jerking Scott off. The men used me like that, passing me back and forth like a bag of chips, each taking as much as they could before another demanded their turn. By the time Mike’s cock began to twitch and swell in my mouth, I wasn’t even sure whose cock I was sucking.

I groaned as he thrust my face into his pubes, forcing himself deep into my throat and unleashing a wave of cum. Burst after burst choked me, spilling from my lips as I desperately tried to swallow it instead of choke on it. His cum dripped down my chin and onto my tits; I felt something burst in my hand as someone else came on me; Tom grabbed my head and forced it up, jerking his own cock against my tongue while I looked up at him. He burst into my mouth, grinning as he watched me swallow every drop of his salty, hot seed.

I still had some of his cum left to swallow when Scott grabbed my head, thrust into my mouth, and added his load to the collection in my aching stomach. One by one, they dropped away, cocks half-limp, watching me try to recover. I was a mess, panting and covered in cum and spit. There was no way they’d want to fuck me now, right? And how could they, when they’d all just cum? I was off the hook – which was good, since that took everything I had. It was so much harder in real life than in my fantasies…

“Not bad for a start,” Tom grinned, holding his cock again and jerking it slowly. Someone grabbed me from behind, and I yelped as I felt a hard cock sliding between my legs. How?! The shaft slid between my lips, not entering me but rubbing my clit, my juices covering it as the men watched, each jerking himself back to an erection.

“All night,” Scott promised from behind. He was the one holding me and teasing my cunt with his huge cock. “We’re gonna fuck you all night, girl. Been a long time since we met a willing breedslut.”

“Wh..what does that…m-mean?” I gasped, melting in his strong grip as he tortured my aching slit.

“What do you think it means?” Mike laughed. “We’re gonna knock you up. And when you’re all nice and pregnant, we’re gonna keep fucking you. Your tits will be huge by then. You’re gonna be our own little fuck princess, alright? We’re gonna keep you pregnant for the rest of your slutty little life, got it?”

I quaked, nearly collapsing as his words drove me towards a climax I didn’t want. I couldn’t let that happen. I had a future ahead of me! I wasn’t going to let these men rape me and knock me up and ruin my future!

“No use fighting it,” Scott whispered in my ear. He shifted until I felt his cock finally land against my slit. I moaned as he moved forward an inch, spreading me wide. “We know you want it.”

With that, he suddenly drove forward, filling me with one thrust until I screamed and came. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure. The men laughed at the sight of me giving in to my pleasure, and before I knew it I was on my back on the bed again. Scott was still between my legs, and now he grabbed my thighs, thrusting them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

Rob straddled my stomach, his cock hard again. I was so distracted by the pleasure in my pussy I barely noticed as he started fucking my tits, holding them tightly together while he slid his cock in and out. His fingers pinched my nipples, and as Scott pulsed inside me, another wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Fuck, yeah, nice and tight when she cums,” I heard him groan, and gasped as a burst of warm cum splashed against my womb. He jerked inside me, thrusting again and again, filling me deeper and deeper. He wasn’t wearing a condom! These guys really meant to get me pregnant! Oh no!

“Shit,” Scott groaned, pulling out. “Gotta feel that, boys…”

Rob shifted down my body, covering it with his hard muscle, his cock finding purchase in my dripping slit.

“W-wait, please, wait,” I moaned, needing to think, needing to stop for just a second and…

No such luck. He drove in; and then he flipped over. I screamed as my body slid down his cock. I was on top now, straddling him, his cock lodged against my cervix. His strong hands on my hips started moving my body up and down, using me like a fuck toy. Someone came up behind me, pushed me forward onto my hands, and started sliding his cock between my ass cheeks. I groaned as they used my body; the man behind me grabbed my tits and kneaded them, using them almost like reins to force my body against his. I felt something hard pressing against my asshole.

“N-no, wait, not there, please…”

“Too late,” Tom’s voice came from behind me; he shoved, and my ass split wide with his cock. I screamed again, but the sensation was so amazing that I started cumming immediately. I was being fucked in both holes at once, and it was so good. I loved it and starting shifting my hips to feel it deeper. Scott grabbed my head, forcing his now-limp cock into my mouth.

“Need some help here, darling,” he said. I started sucking him, letting the men fill every hole, raping me until I came again and again. Rob came first, exploding into my unprotected cunt; the sensation drove me to climax as Scott’s cock swelled in my throat. Mike sat on the bed, then switched places with Rob, my body shivering as he impaled me on his cock. Scott grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled his cock out, slapping it against my cheek as he forced me to look up at him. Tom fucked my ass harder with each stroke, while Mike slammed into me from below.

“Shit!” Tom barked as he rammed into my ass and unleashed his cum, filling my virgin asshole for the first time. Cum was dripping from every hole by then, and by the time Mike burst into my womb I was sure that they must be done. They all pulled away, leaving me shuddering and dripping on the bed. Scott’s cock was hard again, and he jerked it slowly over my body.

“N-no more…” I moaned, panting, body buzzing.

“Aw,” Tom said. “But we’re not done. See, we took these special pills…and well, see for yourself.”

I managed to lift my head enough to see that all the men were getting hard again. No way! Even so, I couldn’t take any more. I would get pregnant for sure, and I didn’t want that.

Right?

“Don’t you want to be taken care of?” Scott said, grabbing my aching body in his hands and flipping me over with a yelp. A second later and he was ripping my thighs apart and plunging into me from behind. “You think we’d get you pregnant and just leave you to yourself?”
 

“No, beautiful,” Mike said, stepping forward to claim my mouth. I looked up at him, groggy and dizzy and about to cum again from the way Scott pounded my pussy. “We’ll take good care of you. You’ll never have to work again. Isn’t that nice?”

My denial was muffled by his cock sliding into my throat and pulsing. Scott leaned forward, taking my tits in his hands once more.

They’re going to breed me like a farm animal, I realized. They’re going to keep me as their little pet…a show dog to produce little babies…

I moaned, eyes rolling back, as the thought triggered yet another climax. Yes. Oh god, yes. I wanted to be their little fucktoy. Their broodmare. I wanted to spend the rest of my life feeling their hard cocks jackhammering in my pussy, raping my throat…

“She’s coming around,” Tom said. My hips bucked up against Scott, driving him deeper into my pussy. His cock rammed against my cervix and burst, his cum slamming right up into my womb. Rob pushed Scott to the side almost before he was done, eager for his turn. My eyes rolled up to meet Mike’s, and he grinned as he came again, letting me swallow yet another huge, hot salty load of cum. One by one they mounted me, like stallions or dogs in heat, each taking their turn to pump their seed into my fertile womb.

My face, pressed into the sheets, was numb with pleasure as each insemination made me cum harder than the last. I don’t know how long it lasted, or how many times they came inside me. All I know is that Tom was the last. The rest of the men fell away and he flipped me over, looking down with satisfaction. I was covered head to toe in spit and cum. My stomach sloshed with seed, my pussy leaked down my thighs.

“Not bad,” he said. “For a first breeding.”

His hard cock dangled over my body, casting a shadow on my stomach. I moaned, grinding my ass against the sheets, desperate for more. I was an addict. I just wanted to be fucked again, to have more cum pumped into my pussy.

“Beg me,” he grinned, enjoying how I’d turned into a wanton slut so easily for them.

“Please, Tom,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me.”

“You’re gonna be a good girl for us?” He asked, jerking himself, a drop of pre-cum sliding down to my belly, making my mouth water. I nodded.

“Whenever we want to rape your pussy, you’re gonna let us, right? Or your throat, or your ass?”

“Yes, Tom, please,” I groaned, reaching up for his cock so I could jerk it for him. He let me, watching my desperate eyes focus on the tip of his cock.

“Well, alright,” he said. “If you insist.”

He moved between my legs, grabbing my shins and forcing my knees up against my chest. I sighed in satisfaction as he pressed his cock against my dripping slit. He plowed forward, driving himself to the hilt inside me. I cried out, my pussy stretching to fit his girth and the ferocity of his thrusts.

“You’re ours,” he growled, jackhammering between my legs. “Just another bitch in the stable. Right?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I cried, thrusting my hips up to meet his pumps. He leaned down and bit at my breasts, suckling my flesh as he forced himself against my womb and exploded. My vision went black and I clenched all over, my calves closing around his waist to pull him even deeper. I wanted to give him whatever he wanted. I’d be barefoot and pregnant if it meant I got to experience these men again. Pounding, hot, violent cum splashed against my pussy walls until he was empty. Pulling out, my pussy and thighs were coated in white.

“I think she’s about done for the night,” Scott said. I groaned, limp and lifeless on the bed. My breasts heaved with each panting breath.

“Looks like it,” Tom said. I looked over at the men as they started to get dressed.

“What…what happens…now?” I asked. “Are you coming back?”

Mike threw me a grin.

“Oh, yeah, princess,” he said. “Every day until  you’re too big to fuck.”

“You got a job, right?”

I nodded.

“Not anymore. Quit. You work for us now. All you gotta do is make yourself available whenever we feel like taking our frustrations out on you.”

Moaning, I rolled over, grinding my mound against the sheets, loving the feel of their cum sloshing inside.

“Damn,” Rob licked his lips as he watched me. “Maybe her ass…”

“Nah,” Tom said. “We got places to be, remember?”

“Get some sleep,” Mike advised. “We’ll be back bright and early to make sure you get another dose of fucking.”

He slapped my ass before walking out of the room. One by one, they left, until I was alone. Drenched in sweat and spit and cum. All I meant to do was get new tiles put in, but now I was a pussy-for-hire. A breeding toy. A cum dumpster whose only responsibility was sucking and fucking as much dick as I could. I groaned into my pillow, biting down on it as I brought my hands between my legs, feeling how wet they’d left me.

I couldn’t wait ‘til morning.

Six Months Later

“Fucking nice,” Mike growled, reaching down to grab my swollen tits as he hammered into my pussy. My round belly posed no obstacle for him, and I sucked Rob’s swollen cock while Mike ravaged me from behind. Rob had my hair in his fist, thrusting his hips against my face and sliding his fat dick down my throat. I’d gotten really good at deepthroating ever since my training began. Tom and Scott stood on either side of me, their cocks in my hand as I pumped them steadily. Not enough to cum, just for them to stay hard until it was time for them to fuck me, too.

“Shit,” Mike barked. “I wanna cum in her ass.”

I moaned in pleasure as his cock moved from my pussy to my ass, slamming through my rosebud and immediately erupting when I clenched around his shaft. His balls slapped against my dripping slit as he jerked and came, filling me with his seed. The look of ecstasy on my face has Rob groaning and spilling into my throat, giving me shot after shot of hot cum to swallow.

“Mmm,” I said, licking my lips. “Thank you, baby.”

“More where that came from,” Scott laughed, grabbing me and forcing my lips around his cock while Tom moved around to fuck me.

“Won’t be able to do this for much longer,” Tom lamented. “At least not until after.”

“You can still fuck my ass though, right?” I whined, aghast at the thought of going even a single day without a cock inside me.

“Maybe,” Tom said. “Or maybe we’ll just have to get a new girl to fill your place.”

“We might hire you out after,” Scott said, his cock making it impossible to reply. “You know how much some men will pay to suck a new mom’s titties? Make us a fortune. You’d like that, right baby? It would make us happy.”

I nodded and murmured as best I could while still sucking his cock into my throat. Whatever they wanted.

“Good girl,” Scott said. Tom slammed into my pussy and I groaned, eyes rolling back as my body jerked in pleasure. “All ours, right?”

“Mmmrgfff,” I groaned, drooling onto Scott’s balls, nose pressed into his pubes as they pinned my swollen body between them. It was my favorite place to be. I loved the way my tits grew over the past few months, and knowing that one of them was the father of my baby. I couldn’t wait to do it all over again, as soon as possible. Being a breeding toy was the best thing that ever happened to me. And to think, I wasn’t even sure I wanted it at first!
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