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Turned Into the Chem Class Bimbo

My first semester of community college would have been perfect, if it wasn’t for my stepbrother. At least, that’s what I thought. Before I accidentally drank his special formula, and discovered just how much fun having a brother could really be!

Robby wasn’t really younger than me, but I always called him my little brother. We were both 18, fresh out of high school. His dad had married my mom when we were 10, but my mom passed away when we were 15. His dad had officially adopted me, so he continued to raise me after my mom died. Since he was a single dad raising two kids, he couldn’t afford to put us both through a four-year school. We were both getting our Associate’s at the local community college before going on to get our Bachelor’s degrees.

Robby was a lot more academic than me. I was mostly into cheerleading. I had been head cheerleader in high school, and I was on the cheer squad in college, too. Robby was a nerd. He liked science and shit. Booooo-ring.

On the fateful day that changed my life, I was waiting near the car we shared for him to show up so we could go home. I was wearing my favorite outfit, a white shirt and short pleated plaid skirt with knee-high socks. I admit, I liked that outfit because it made all the guys drool. I’d only ever been with my high school boyfriend, but I got off on teasing men. Even my stepdad and brother. I loved flaunting my perky C-cup breasts and my toned thighs and tight ass around. I wore as little as possible, as often as possible. And the schoolgirl look I was rocking definitely caught a lot of attention.

Robby was way late. Frustrated, I decided to go look for him. I figured he’d probably be in the lab. We both took the same Chemistry class. I only signed up because I knew Robby would let me copy off him. He was such a little loser, I could make him do anything. He loved that class, and our professor, Mr. Williams. I thought it was a snoozefest.

Anyway, my suspicion was right. I found Robby and Mr. Williams bent over some beakers and stuff at the head of the classroom, doing some science stuff. My brother’s backpack was sitting on the ground near the front of the room. I noticed a weird bottle with red stuff in it tucked into the side pouch. I was really thirsty, but I figured I’d just get a soda on the way home. Anyway, the drink reminded me of how thirsty I was, which made me more upset that Robby was making me late.

Robby looked like he was going to grow up to become Mr. Williams. They were both skinny, brown-haired, and wore big thick glasses. They were both wearing lab coats, looking like total dweebs.

“Robby!” I shouted as I stalked into the room. “It’s late! Let’s go!”

The two men looked up at me, spilling something from one beaker. Mr. Williams shouted and grabbed a towel to wipe it up. I rolled my eyes, watching them nerding out over whatever little experiment they were doing.

“Just a minute, Amy,” Robby said, fixing his glasses for, like, the billionth time. I groaned and flopped down in a seat. The long, black lab tables were all empty, everyone else done for the day. Leave it to my nerdy little stepbrother to stay after class.

They kept talking between themselves about dosages and experimental results and triglycerides and progesterone and estrogen and all sorts of bullshit. A minute turned into two, and then into three. Bored of looking through my phone, I decided to steal some of Robby’s drink. They didn’t even look up as I approached and grabbed the bottle. The drink smelled sugary but also kind of chemical-y. Whatever, it was liquid, and I was thirsty. I took a big gulp.

“Amy, no!”

Robby’s voice stopped me from taking a second gulp. I paused, putting the bottle down on one of the tables.

“What?” I asked, hands on my hips, flipping my blonde hair.

“You just drank…you just drank…” Robby stuttered, looking at me wide-eyed. Mr. Williams was looking at me weird, too. What? What did I just drink?

“Our formula,” Mr. Williams finished. “Our experimental formula.”

“Formula for what?” I asked. Was it poison? Was I going to die?!

“Female enhancement,” Robby said, a weird look coming over his face. I cocked my head.

“Well…I’m a female,” I said slowly. “So…what’s it going to enhance?”

Robby and Mr. Williams shared a glance, then looked back at me.

“Lots of things,” Mr. Williams said. “Amy, you should probably just sit down for now, alright? Things might get a little strange for you.”

“Stop being weird!” I protested, stamping my foot. “Tell me what’s going to happen!”

“It’s too difficult to explain,” Robby said. “Sit down, sis.”

“Okay,” I chirped, smiling. If Robby thought it was a good idea to sit down, it must be! Robby was so much smarter than me. I plopped down at one of the tables, ready to wait until Robby was ready for me.

Robby and Mr. Williams stared at me for a while, talking to each other in whispers too soft for me to understand. I felt really good. Why were they so worried about that stupid formula? Clearly, there was nothing wrong with me. I knew I should just trust them, because they were so much smarter than me, but I thought it was silly, the way they reacted. I felt better than ever! Well, maybe there was something wrong with me.

“Urgh,” I groaned, plucking at my shirt. Why did it feel so damn tight? It was like my breasts had doubled in size, and were being pressed to my chest so hard that they were gonna burst!

“What’s wrong, Amy?” Robby asked, and I thought he might be smirking a little. Thinking it was just my imagination, I shrugged.

“My shirt feels too tight,” I said, pouting.

“That’s a shame,” Mr. Williams said. “Why don’t you just take it off? There’s no one here but us, and we’re men of science. No need to be modest around us.”

“Gee,” I said. “That’s a great idea!”

It really was. I didn’t know how I didn’t think of it first! I pulled my top off, sighing in relief. But my breasts still felt really tight, in my bra. I looked down and was surprised at how much they were spilling over the top of my bra. This bra was usually a little too big on me, but now it looked – and felt – two sizes too small!

“Better?” Robby asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Robby 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,” Mr. Williams suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free. I looked down at them. For real, they looked way huge compared to this morning! Sometimes my breasts felt bigger than other times, but it looked like I had two bowling balls on my chest! Still, they felt sooo much better without my bra on.

“Good job, Amy,” Mr. Williams said, and I giggled. I was glad that Mr. Williams was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart. I had never noticed that before.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Robby 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. I noticed that my nipples were pretty hard, but it was cold in the room so that made sense. They weren’t just hard, though. They were kind of tingly, too. I bit my lip and put my hands in my lap, trying to figure out all the different sensations in my body.

“Amy, do you feel funny?” Mr. Williams asked. How did he know? He really was smart!

“I do!” I squealed. “I feel tingly all over! And my nipples are all hard, see?”

I cupped my breasts, lifting them to show the men what I meant. They exchanged a glance.

“That’s interesting,” Robby said. “How about we take a closer look?”

“Okay,” I said, leaning back and arching my chest out. They walked towards me and stood at either side. I looked up at them, thankful that they took such an interest in me. Mr. Williams reached down and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Robby 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?” Robby asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Amy. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at my brother 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. Mr. Williams 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! My brother 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 me,” he said as I panted. Mr. Williams grabbed the breast that Robby had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Amy?”

“Yes, Robby,” I said. “I’m so sorry, brother.”

“Don’t you want to make it up to me?” he asked. I did! Very much so. Especially now that I saw how nice he really was. He was willing to make me feel good. I wanted to do the same for him. 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 my lanky little brother had such a huge cock! He 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 my brother fuck my throat until he came!

“It’s a start,” Robby smirked. Mr. Williams moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tit, 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 Robby’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Mr. Williams kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

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

Robby groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Mr. Williams 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, my brother 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 Mr. Williams was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as my brother 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 Mr. Williams was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With my brother stuffing my mouth and my teacher licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Robby 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.

Mr. Williams suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as my brother came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Mr. Williams’ fingers while swallowing every drop of my brother’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 Mr. Williams kept on licking my clit while I came.

Robby 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 Mr. Williams 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,” Mr. Williams said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Amy. Do you want to do that?”

Mr. Williams unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing over the chair so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than my brother’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, rubbing up over my scalp. 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 Mr. Williams 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,” Robby said, standing at my side. Mr. Williams’ 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,” Mr. Williams said, suddenly grabbing me from the seat and lifting me up to the table, seating me on the very edge. “You’re being an excellent test subject.”

“Really?” I squealed, wiping more cum from my nose. “Thank you! I’m so happy! Can I keep making it up to you, Robby? I really want to!”

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Robby asked. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Mr. Williams’ cum from my fingers. My brother 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. You should have listened to us and not drank the formula. But I bet you’re pretty glad you did, aren’t you? I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

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

“Show us,” Mr. Williams said with a smirk. He looked around the room, his eyes landing on the mop that sat by the eye rinse sink. He and Robby shared a look, then Mr. Williams picked up the mop and brought it back to the desk. I was still touching myself, desperate to cum again. I wished my brother would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Mr. Williams tossed the mop at me. It landed against my stomach, the handle between my breasts.

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

I groaned, grabbing the mop handle and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth handle 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 mop handle to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved the handle down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

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

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the mop into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth pole, cumming again as my brother 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. Wow! Who knew my brother was such a good kisser?

I moaned as Mr. Williams stepped forward, pulling the mop 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?”
“If you insist,” Robby laughed. “Get off the table, sis.”

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 men inside me. Robby got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. My brother grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Mr. Williams positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while my brother thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

The two men held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Mr. Williams 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. Robby’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!”
Robby wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Mr. Williams spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in my brother’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 my brother’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 my brother’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Mr. Williams 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 my brother buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. The men gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against my brother, 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. Mr. Williams 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.

“Too bad,” Mr. Williams said breathlessly, zipping himself up. “I’m done with you.”

“Me too,” Robby said, putting his limp cock away. I whimpered, still needy. “We need to go home, anyway.”

“But…but…”

“Maybe later, sis,” Robby said. “Get dressed. If you’re good tonight and do my chores, I might let you suck me off before bed.”

“Really?” I gasped, thrilling at the idea. “Thank you, Robby!”

“Wait til Dad sees you,” Robby said, shaking his head. “He’s been staring at you ever since your Mom died. Poor guy needs a good lay. He’ll be so excited to see how I’ve improved you.”

“You think your Dad would fuck me, too?” I asked, thinking of my step-dad and squirming. It would be sooooo nice to live with two men who’d let me suck them off, even fuck me! I couldn’t wait to go home and see if my step-dad would really be interested in me.

“Maybe, if he’s not disgusted by what a dumb bimbo you are,” Robby laughed. “Damn. We knew that formula was strong, but I had no idea it was this strong. Now, come on. I’m hungry. You can buy me a hamburger on our way home.”

“Okay, Robby,” I squealed, jumping up and picking my clothes off the floor. My breasts still barely fit in my shirt, and I didn’t even bother with my bra. As we walked to the car,  I noticed all the guys on campus staring at my hard nipples and giant, bouncy tits. It made me feel very proud and excited.

I was sooooo glad that Robby stayed late after all, and that I came to find him. If I could go back and do it again, I would drink even more of that yummy formula! I’d never felt sexier, or happier, in my life. Things felt like they were finally falling into place, just the way they were supposed to. I loved being my brother’s bimbo, and I couldn’t wait for him to share me with Dad!

Bonus Story: Training the New Toy

“You really can’t mess this up, Lindsey,” Daddy said, gripping the steering wheel tight. I frowned, looking out the window. I wasn’t going to mess this up! “I pulled a lot of strings to get you this job.”

It was just a silly office job. All I had to do was make copies. How could I screw it up?

Okay, so maybe I didn’t have the best track record when it came to jobs. Since graduating high school last year, I’d gone through about four of them. And was fired from each one. For dumb reasons, mostly, like being late or talking back to a customer or something else that really wasn’t such a big deal.

But now, Daddy said he was going to kick me out if I didn’t get my act together. I was 19 and he thought I was old enough to hold down a job and contribute to the household. Well, I thought he was being really unfair. It’s not my fault that all those jobs were dumb! We had plenty of money. Why couldn’t I just hang out by the pool all day, like I wanted to?

“I still can’t believe you thought that was appropriate,” he growled, talking about my dress. It was a nice blue and black dress, with a top that wasn’t too low but still showed off my C-cup breasts. It ended just above my knee. I thought it looked very nice. I didn’t want to hide my hot, curvy, teenage body just because I was working in an office. Besides, it was mostly guys working there. I thought they’d like it!

“I think I look nice,” I said.

“Those are stripper heels! If you hadn’t already overslept, I would have made you change.”

“Whatever,” I groaned. Daddy always thought I was too dumb and lazy to do anything. I tried not to let it bother me, but it did. I wanted him to be proud of me, like other fathers. I was really hot; wasn’t that enough? Why did I also have to have a career, and be smart and stuff?

His office building looked boring on the outside, and I was sure it would be boring on the inside. Daddy worked in sales, but I’d be working on a different floor, in marketing. My boss would be Mr. Teller, but I would work for the whole office, getting coffee and stuff. Really easy. There was no way I was going to screw it up.

Daddy took me to my floor before he went up to sales.

“Hi, Cynthia,” he said, speaking to the petite blonde secretary. She sat outside a door that had Mr. Teller written on the frosted window. “This is my daughter, Lindsey.”

“The new girl,” Cynthia said, smiling brightly. “Right. Welcome, dear.”

“Hi,” I said, trying not to sound as cranky as I was.

“Let me inform Mr. Teller that you’re here,” she said. She clicked on a phone and announced me to the boss. Through the crackling static, I heard him instruct her to show me into his office.

“Alright, Lindsey,” Daddy said, giving me another stern look. “I’ll meet you upstairs at 5. Be good.”

“I will,” I said snidely, watching him leave. I’d show him. I’d be the best copy-making, coffee-getting employee in the whole department!

“You can go in, honey,” Cynthia said, and I thought I heard a weird sarcasm in her voice. I ignored it and opened the door to Mr. Teller’s office, not knowing what awaited me inside.

[image: ]

Mr. Teller wasn’t that old, but he wasn’t very young, either. Probably in his early 40’s. He had salt-and-pepper hair and a strong jaw, but he wore dumb glasses and a corny tie. I put on my brightest smile as I walked across the office. Leaning across the desk, I offered him my hand.

“Hi, I’m Lindsey,” I said.

“I know,” he growled, waving my hand away. It didn’t escape my notice that he looked right down my dress. Rude! “Sit down.”

Well, this wasn’t the nicest start to my first day, but whatever. I sat down, crossing my legs.

“So, you’re Mike’s daughter?”

“Yup,” I nodded. “Really excited to be working here.”

“I’ll bet,” Mr. Teller said. “So, what kind of skills do you have?”

“Well, I’m a real people person,” I said. “And I’m very organized.”

“Those aren’t the kinds of skills I’m talking about,” Mr. Teller said.

“Oh…well…um…I aced Home Ec in school…”

“Still wrong,” he said.

“Oh….um…I don’t know, sir.”

This was too weird. I started feeling a little overheated.

“Okay, I can see you’re not getting it. Let’s start easy. Which would say was your best asset: your tits, or your ass?”

My jaw dropped. What kind of question was that? So inappropriate!

“Sir! I don’t…”

“Have you fucked more than one man at a time before?”

“I…I…”

“How about anal? Any experience?”

Furious, I got to my feet.

“This is very insulting!” I said.

“Oh, sit down,” Mr. Teller said, annoyed. “Unless you want me to call your father in and have him drive you home, five minutes into your first day?”

Swallowing hard, I sat down.

“Look at you,” he said, gesturing to my body in the tight dress. “You clearly had some idea of what you were really hired for when you picked that outfit.”

“N-no…” I said.

“Do you honestly think I’d hire you, barely out of high school with no credentials, without an ulterior motive?”

I blanched. He had a point. But I’d thought Daddy’s word would have been enough!

“No,” he answered himself. “I hired you because I needed someone young, hot,  and willing to get down on her knees for me. Tell me that person is you.”

“No way,” I said reflexively. “You’ve got the wrong girl! I’m not a slut!”

“I never said you were,” he grinned. “In fact, I prefer you’d not be a slut. It’ll make training you for your job so much more fun.”

Why was my dress feeling so tight? I squirmed in my seat. It was way too hot in this office. Did they even have air conditioning? I glanced down and saw, with horror, that my nipples were hard – and visible through the front of my dress! There was no way I was getting turned on by all this, was there?

I was speechless. I needed this job. Daddy would be so disappointed if I got fired on my very first day. But I couldn’t possibly be what Mr. Teller wanted me to be, could I? For one thing, I was a virgin! Mr. Teller seemed to get impatient waiting for me to respond, but my mouth felt too dry to say anything. He got up from behind the desk and walked around to stand in front of me. To my shock, I could see a hard outline in the front of his pants.

“Now’s the time to decide, Lindsey,” he growled, grabbing his zipper. “You can get on your knees and suck my cock, or you can walk out of here in utter disgrace, and explain to your father that you’re even more useless than he thought.”

Tears formed in my eyes. I didn’t want to get fired. Like, really didn’t want to. And I mean…it was just a blowjob, right? I’d given a few in my lifetime, and I hadn’t even gotten anything in return. If it meant I could keep my job….

By the time I made up my mind, Mr. Teller had unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. Wow! It was fat and long, much longer than any boy I’d ever been with. His cock had a deep purple head, and thick kinky hair curled around the base. I looked up at him, hoping that my tears would soften his heart.

“I’m waiting,” he barked. He gripped his shaft and pumped himself a few times, until I could see a milky drop of pre-cum form at the tip. For some reason, this made my mouth water, and I licked my lips without thinking about it. A tear spilled down my cheek. I had a choice…but it didn’t feel that way. Sniffling, I slipped down to my knees and wrapped my hand around the base of his cock.

“Good girl,” he growled. “You made the right choice.”

It didn’t feel that way. He smelled a bit like sweat, kind of musky. I guess he’d been to the gym that morning, judging by the athletic bag beside the desk. I didn’t want to put his dirty cock in my mouth. I started stroking him, using his pre-cum to lubricate the shaft, my eyes transfixed on the head of his cock, hoping he’d be satisfied by my hand. My hopes were in vain.

“Come on, bitch,” he said, grabbing my hair. “You know how to suck a cock, don’t you?”

Before I could answer him, he was pressing his cock against my lips. I let them part, closing my eyes as the taste of him filled my mouth. For some reason, even though it didn’t taste very good, I kind of liked it. My tongue wrapped around his head, then his shaft, as he eased himself into my mouth. Between my legs, something was stirring.

I kind of felt like I had to pee, but not really. Mr. Teller held my head firmly, not letting me move at all. Instead, he kept sliding his cock into me, way past the back of my mouth and all the way into my throat! Before I knew it, my nose was buried in his pubic hair, drool was running down my chin, and Mr. Teller was thrusting into my throat!

I gagged, hands flying until they found his thick thighs, needing them to keep myself upright as he raped my tender mouth. He was groaning and grunting like an animal, and it was all I could do not to bite down on this thick meat. My hair hurt where he tugged on it, my breasts were heaving as my nostrils flared to try and get enough air. And still my pussy felt weird, really wet and tingling.

I closed my eyes and just let it happen, trying to think of anything except the huge, throbbing cock buried in my mouth. I could taste his pre-cum as it slid down my throat, drop after drop, salty and musky.

“Jesus,” he growled. “You’re gonna need a lot of training…”

When he ripped my head away, I gasped for air, grateful for the respite. His cock dripped with my saliva, my chin covered in it, some of it even dripping down to my cleavage.

“Start working on my balls,” he demanded, pulling me forward again. His wet, throbbing cock slid past my cheek, and soon I found myself face-deep in his wrinkly, heavy balls. I groaned, not even sure what to do. “Lick them, stupid.”

I couldn’t stop now. It would make everything I’d done so far useless. Sticking my tongue out and closing my eyes, I started to lick his sack. It tasted even worse than his dick!

He grabbed himself again, pumping his cock while I lapped at his balls, trying to coat every inch with my spit, sucking them into my mouth, trying to ignore the tingling in my nipples and the river now running between my legs. I knew I was turned on, but I had no idea why. This was so gross! His balls were hairy and hung low between his equally hairy thighs. They were wrinkled and salty and I couldn’t wait for this to be over. I could feel moisture dripping onto my hair from where Mr. Teller was stroking himself, using my spit as lube.

“Get those tits out,” he ordered, pulling my head away again. Sniffling, desperate for this to be over, I tugged at the top of my dress until my C-cup breasts spilled forward. To my shame, I realized that my nipples were now rock-hard, and he could clearly see that I was aroused. He grinned and shoved his cock into my mouth again.

“That’s right, Lindsey,” he said. “I know you love this. I know that innocent little girls like you are just waiting for someone to come around and show them what a slut they truly are.”

No! It wasn’t true! I was just doing this because I had to, or else Daddy would be mad. He was ramming himself deep into my throat now, tears dribbled down my cheeks until they were soaked, my moans were muffled by his cock as he fucked me harder than anyone had ever fucked my mouth.

“Get ready,” he groaned. “Swallow, like a good little skank…”

One more time, he thrust into me, and then I tasted his cum shooting into my throat, dripping down into my stomach. It was so thick and hot and salty, I winced as I sucked and gulped it down. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t swallow all of it, and some of it backed up into my cheeks and then leaked from my lips. Mr. Teller stayed inside my throat until he was limp, then pulled away, still holding my hair so I couldn’t move.

“That was alright,” he said, frowning. “But you’re not a good enough cocksucker yet. Listen, go next door and tell Sam that I sent you for more training. Make your way down this side of the office that way, then come back. With your belly full, of course. Then we’ll move on.”

“But….but…” I whined. I thought I only had to suck his cock! I couldn’t do that for the whole office, could I?

“But what? Do you want the job or not?”

I sniffled again, and nodded. I’d come this far, I guess…I had to go through with it, right? Rising to my feet, I put my breasts away.

“Wait a minute,” he said, and ripped my dress down again. “Let me get a feel…”

His huge hand kneaded my breast and I gasped at the feeling. My pussy was really wet, and this just made it wetter. I moaned as he pinched my hard nipple, my knees shaking.  Mr. Teller gave me a lewd grin before slapping my breast and pushing me away.

“We’ll make an office slut of you yet,” he said, moving back to his chair. “Now get out of here. You’ve got a lot of work to do.”

I walked to the door on shaky knees. Outside, I could see his secretary. Did she know…? I had no choice, though, I had to go out there. I took a deep breath and opened the door, knowing I must look crazy with my cheeks stained with  make-up and my hair mussed. Cynthia gave me one look and smirked.

“I knew they didn’t hire you for your brains,” she said. “Just another bimbo.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just looked down at my heels and walked next door. It was open, and I stepped into the office with red cheeks. The man behind the desk was really fat, with curly brown hair and glasses. He looked up at me in surprise, but his look quickly faded to expectation. He grinned and spun around in his swivel chair.

“Alright,” he said. “New girl. Here for training, right? Well, close that door and get over here. I haven’t cum in three days. I’ve got a nice big treat for you.”

I turned around, ignoring Cynthia’s grin as I shut the door.
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An hour and seven blowjobs later, I made my way back to Mr. Teller’s office. I was a mess. Cum stained my dress, my face, my hair. My stomach ached from swallowing so much semen. I could barely walk,  my knees ached so much. And worst of all, I was dripping wet – to the point where my thighs were wet, sliding together as I walked. Cynthia laughed at me when she saw me.

“Dumbass slut,” she said, shaking her head. I sniffled and knocked on Mr. Teller’s door.

“Come in,” he barked. I opened the door and was shocked – and ashamed – to see that he wasn’t alone. Rob was there!

Rob was my dad’s closest friend at the office, and he was almost like an uncle to me. He came over all the time for holidays, barbecues, Sunday dinners…

And now he was seeing me with cum painting my body and face, barely able to stand, a river between my legs! I was so embarrassed!

“Jesus,” Rob laughed. “Looks like a rough first day, Lindsey.”

“R..Rob? Ohmygod, please, you can’t tell Daddy, I just really wanted to make him…”

“Shut up, Lindsey,” Rob laughed. “I’m not going to tell ‘Daddy’. Why would I, when I’m here to help continue your training?”

What? No way! I couldn’t suck Rob’s cock! He was basically related to me! He’d known me since I was twelve!

“Oh, come on,” he grinned. “Ever since you turned 18, you’ve been on my list. Now, I hear you’ve been practicing your cocksucking, correct?”

Numb, I nodded.

“Great,” he said, grabbing his zipper. “Crawl over here and show me what you’ve learned.”

I took a step forward.

“I said crawl, bitch,” he barked. Going red, I dropped to my hands and knees and started to crawl across the room. When I was in front of him, I rose onto my knees. His cock was out and throbbing, pre-cum at the tip.

“Wait,” Mr. Teller said, rising suddenly. “Geeze, Rob. You’re so impatient. Lindsey, stand up.”

I obeyed immediately.

“Now, get naked for me, will you?”

Some of the men had played with my tits, but none of them had requested me to actually get naked…I was embarrassed. Especially in front of Rob! I bit my lip.

“Now, Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, impatient. I jumped in my heels and reached for my zipper, keeping my eyes on the ground as I slid the dress to my ankles. Rob was stroking his cock. It was as big as Mr. Teller’s, and he had bright red pubes all around the base.

“Everything, dumbass,” he sneered. I sniffled as I did away with my bra, revealing my C-cups once more, and then finally my soaked panties. The men noticed and grinned.

“You have been enjoying yourself,” Mr. Teller laughed. “No use denying it. Say it, Lindsey. Tell us how much you’ve liked being the office slut.”

I croaked, unable to say the words. Just because I was turned on didn’t mean I liked it! Rob grabbed my hair and yanked.

“Yes!” I squealed. “Yes, I’m so horny, I love it!”

My clit and pussy throbbed. My nipples were taut and red from being abused all afternoon. Now, Mr. Teller came up behind me and grabbed my breasts from behind, making me moan and gush as I leaned back. His mouth came to my neck and he started kissing me, more like licking me, sucking on my flesh as he pinched and teased my nipples.

“Why don’t you go ahead and touch that dirty little cunt of yours,” Rob suggested, leaning back against the desk to watch. “I want to see you squirt for me.”

He kept stroking his dick and looking at my body like it was dinner. Ashamed but desperate, I reached down to rub my soaked lips. I groaned as Mr. Teller teased me harder, kneading my breasts, sending shockwaves down to my clit. I could feel him, hard, against my ass, and my hips ground against him. Biting my lip, I slipped a finger between my lips and found my swollen, hard clit.

The first touch had me crying out, and Rob moaned, stroking himself faster while I rubbed myself. I closed my eyes, lost in the sensation of Mr. Teller playing with my tits and my own fingers working my pussy. I barely even noticed when Mr. Teller pulled one hand away,  unzipping himself behind me. I did noticed when I felt his huge, throbbing cock pressed against my slit. I stopped rubbing my clit, eyes popping open.

“No,” I moaned. “Please…I’m a virgin…”

“Is that right?” Mr. Teller said. “Even better. If you want me to stop, Lindsey, I will….”

I was panting, my body responding strangely to the huge dick spreading my lips. My pussy was aching for it. I really needed something inside me to finally satisfy my growing desire. But this was the wrong way to lose my virginity, right…?

“I don’t hear you saying no,” Mr. Teller said, thrusting forward slightly until he spread my slit with the tip of his cock. I moaned, spreading my thighs wide to accommodate him. My juices spilled across his shaft, down my thighs, dripping onto the carpet.

“P-please…”

“Please what? Please stop?”

“N-no…”

Mr. Teller laughed, and spanked my ass once, hard. “Tell me. Please what, Lindsey?”

“P-please…f-f-fuck me…”

“Hell fucking yeah,” he said, and the next thing I knew I was bent over, my tits hanging low, my hands flailing. I found purchase on Rob’s thighs, the only thing that could support me as Mr. Teller slowly eased himself into my virgin slit. I groaned, eyes rolling back in my head as pleasure engulfed me. Rob grabbed my hair. I was at the perfect level to suck his cock, and he guided my head into place, grumbling. Slowly, Mr. Teller filled me, inch by inch. It hurt like hell, but it was amazing, too.

Finally, he met resistant. Pain pierced deeper than ever as he thrust forward, stretching me out. Meanwhile, Rob was guiding the head of his cock around my lips, not pushing it in yet but letting me lap at the tip and taste his pre-cum.

“Fuck yeah, Lindsey,” he said. “Let’s see what you’ve learned. Lick down the shaft.”

I obeyed, lapping at his cock like an ice-cream cone, trying to reach every inch with my tongue. Meanwhile, Mr. Teller was grabbing my hips and pulling out.

“Hold on, bitch,” he said. “This is gonna hurt. God, I love virgin pussies…”

I tried to prepare, focusing my attention on Rob’s cock. There was something so hot about serving this man who’d given me toys on Christmas and eaten birthday cake at my house and even helped teach me to drive. I moaned, wrapping my tongue around him.

But nothing could have really prepared me when Mr. Teller thrust forward, ramming into my virgin pussy, tearing me in two and making me scream. Rob grabbed my head, thrust his cock between my lips, and muffled the sound. Tears dripped down my cheeks as the pain ricocheted through my body.

“Suck, you lazy cunt,” Rob ordered, not caring that I was in pain from losing my virginity so roughly. I had no choice but to try and ignore the throbbing ache and bob my head up and down on his cock. I tried to ignore everything but the taste of him. Slowly, something strange started to happen. As I focused on serving Rob. My drenched pussy started to feel good again. The pain was subsiding.

In its place was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt. I groaned, choking on Rob’s cock as Mr. Teller fucked me from behind. He slammed into me hard, his balls slapping against my thighs with each stroke. And each stroke built heat in my body, higher and higher, until I was pushing back against him, forgetting anything but the sensation of being filled to the brim by his cock.

He fucked me so deep I was sure he was hitting my womb, and still Rob was raping my throat, using my hair to force my head up and down on his shaft. The two men pistoned between me, stuffing both holes with their massive cocks. I squirmed, a weird sensation growing in my tummy.

“I think she’s about to cum,” Mr. Teller said. He reached around my trim waist and slipped his fingers between my pussy lips, finding my swollen clit. “Aren’t you, slut? You’re gonna cum like the good little bitch you are. You’re just a toy for us. You love being used like an object. Right? Be a good girl. Cum, or explain to Daddy why you lost your job…”

I closed my eyes and exploded, my pussy squirting a stream of warm liquid onto the floor. My whole body shook with pleasure. Grunting, Rob slammed my head down on his cock, my climax triggering his orgasm.

“Love watching sluts cum while I rape their throats,” he moaned, filling my throat with his seed, forcing me to swallow every drop, even though my stomach was already aching. And still Mr. Teller was fucking me, hard.

“She’s so wet,” he said. “It’s crazy. God, and tight…beautiful, teenage pussy…”

Groaning, he slammed into me one last time, and I felt myself being filled with cum for the first time ever. It splashed against my walls, massaging them, making me want to cum all over again. He drove himself deep against my womb as he released. I wasn’t on birth control…what if I got pregnant?

Rob pulled away, wiping himself on my cheek, adding to the spit and semen that was my new make-up.  Mr. Teller lingered until he slipped out, cock limp. He slapped my ass again, and I straightened up, wobbling weak-kneed in my high heels. My nipples were red and puffy, my pussy dripping jizz. My throat was raw, my stomach aching.

It was 3pm. I was ready for my first day of on-the-job training to be over.

But I wasn’t going to be so lucky.

“Alright,” Mr. Teller said. “What do you think, Rob?”

Rob chuckled.

“She’ll do. A bit stiff, and definitely dumb, but she’ll do. I’m sure, after a week, she’ll be properly trained. Right, Lindsey? You’re going to work hard to prove that you deserve this job, aren’t you?”

I don’t know what happened to me, but all that sucking and fucking really messed with my mind. I desperately wanted the job now, even though it was clear that I’d be on my knees for most of it, taking whatever cock Mr. Teller wanted me to take. Who knew where it would end? I’d need to get birth control….

“Speak, slut,” Mr. Teller said, and I realized I’d just been standing there, naked, with a stupid look on my face.

“Yes, sir,” I squeaked. The two men burst out laughing.

“Now, that’s the kind of skank we need around the office. Say it again, Lindsey.”

“Yes, sir?” They laughed again.

“Right on,” Rob said. “Well, I guess it’s nearly time for the client, huh?”

“You think she’s ready?” Mr. Teller said, both of them acting like I wasn’t even in the room.

“I don’t think we have a choice,” Rob said. “This is a real rush deal.”

“Alright,” Mr. Teller sighed. “Go ahead and take her to the conference room.”

I had no idea what was going on, but I didn’t care. I was going to do whatever they said, as long as I got to keep this damn job. I reached for my clothes, but Rob slapped my hand away.

“It’s not like anyone on this floor will be surprised,” he growled. “You’ve already sucked half of them off.”

“But my Daddy…”

“Works on another floor,” Mr. Teller said, dismissing us with a flip of his hand. “Off you go. Last test of the day, Lindsey. You fuck this up, and you’re fired. And then you’ll have to take your newfound skills to the streets. You don’t want to be a real whore, right, Lindsey?”

“No, sir,” I squeaked.

“Then please the client,” he said. “Now.”

Rob grabbed my wrist and tugged. I stumbled, trying to keep up with him while wearing my heels. Out in the hallway, Cynthia burst out laughing at the sight of me, naked and leaking cum, dragged through the halls. Some of the men I’d sucked off appeared in their doorways, hooting and hollering and reaching out to spank me. I’d never been so embarrassed but…

I’d also never been more turned on. I wanted more. I wanted them to spit on my face, to slap my breasts, to suck my nipples and bite them…

What was I turning into? What kind of slutty monster was I?

I was soon going to learn. Rob opened the door to the conference room. A tall, bulky black man sat looking at his phone in one of the seats. He barely glanced up as we entered.

“Sit,” Rob said, shaking me towards a chair. I stumbled into it, landing with a bounce. The black man eyed me doubtfully.

“Sweetening the pot, eh?” he said, voice low.

“We thought you might like to know that this particular employee has never had anal sex before,” Rob said, looking smug. Finally, that got the man’s attention. I flushed, a cold sweat overcoming my body. No. Not that. Never that!

“Is that so?” the man asked, eying me with renewed fervor. He licked his lips. “I do love a nice, virgin ass. Especially a tight white virgin ass…”

“Well, she’s all yours,” Rob said. “We’d be honored if you’d agree to break her in for us.”

“This doesn’t mean I’m taking the deal,” the man warned.

“Of course not, Mr. Smith,” Rob said. “We just hope you’ll remember this in your future considerations.”

“Indeed,” Mr. Smith grumbled. Rob shot me a stern, do-what-he-says look as he left me alone with the huge black man.

“Turn around,” Mr. Smith barked. I shook at the tenor of his voice, scared. He began to snarl, impatient, and I hurried to obey him, getting up and turning around, putting my ass in the air, my hands on the arms of the chair. I was blushing with shame and shaking in fear. But I knew that I was going to do this…let him do whatever he wanted. I’d come so far! I couldn’t stop now.

I felt his heat as he stood up and approached my tiny, slender frame. He grabbed my ass in his massive hands, squeezing the cheeks. I moaned in spite of my fear, liking his strength and his warm grip.

“Gonna be a tight fit,” he grumbled, spreading me wide. I felt something wet drop onto my ass; looking back, I saw him spitting down onto my rosebud. He caught me looking and smirked.

“In for a ride, girl,” he said. Reaching down, he smeared the cum and juices from my pussy up my crack, combining it with his spit to make my hole wet. I moaned at the touch, wishing he would change his mind and fuck my pussy instead. I really liked cumming on Mr. Teller’s dick.

I didn’t think I’d like being fucked in the ass by this black man…especially when he pulled out his dick and I saw how big it was! The biggest I’d seen all day, dark brown and thick as my fist. I grit my teeth together and turned away, not wanting to watch. This did not please him. Mr. Smith grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head around on my neck.

“Watch me,” he barked. I squirmed and mewled in desperation as he stepped forward, pressing himself against my asshole. Already, I felt like he was breaking me, the slightest pressure making me go stiff all over. “Dammit, girl, relax.”

How could I relax? I was about to get my virgin ass torn in half by this huge, black dick!

“Or don’t,” he said. “You’re gonna get a taste of this dick either way.”

He gave me an evil grin. And then he thrust forward. I screamed as he tore me open, pushing past my tight sphincter and into my ass. I blanched, knowing I couldn’t take my eyes off Mr. Smith. He groaned, his head thrown back in pleasure as he slowly buried his cock into my rosebud. My breath came quick and shallow, and I bit my lip to keep from screaming again. Slowly, my ass began to give up, relaxing enough to spread and fit him deeper.

“So fucking tight,” Mr. Smith growled. He spread my cheeks wider and spit again, shifting his position so he was angled a bit lower. When he pushed forward again, he was determined to go all the way, and despite my cries of pain he finally buried himself inside me, all the way to the hilt. His balls rested against my thighs. I was on the verge of total collapse as my asshole stretched to fit him, the new sensation so strange and uncomfortable. I realized I was crying, and when he saw this he grinned again.

“I’m just getting started, slut,” he said, and withdrew enough to tease me with relief, only thrusting back in, hard. I yelped as he did it again, and again, my ass slowly stretching more and more. Each stroke seemed smoother, and soon he was fucking my ass hard, using it like a pussy.

Slowly, the sensation changed. There was less pain. And there was something pleasurable about the sensation of being stuffed in my virgin ass. Something that changed my yelps of pain into cries of pleasure. I gripped the arms of the chair hard, my tits bouncing each time his balls slapped into my thighs and his cock disappeared into my ass.

“That’s it, bitch,” he growled. “You love it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I moaned, letting the pleasure control my mind. “So good…”

My clit throbbed. I wanted to touch it so badly. I felt like I would cum the second I touched it. Mr. Smith might have sensed this, but he didn’t care. He just kept destroying my ass with his massive cock, yanking on my hair.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and I could feel his cock swell inside me. He rammed into me and leaned forward, driving further than ever inside me, until I felt his cum slam into me, filling my abused ass with each thick, hot rope. My ass clenched and he groaned, emptying his balls into me until I thought I couldn’t take another drop. When he finally pulled out, I groaned at the relief. His cum trailed down my thighs, mixed with pink from the way his cock tore my rosebud.

“Go ahead and make yourself cum,” he demanded, slapping my ass. “I wanna watch you rub my cum into your pussy.”

I moaned in relief as he turned me around, sitting me in the chair; I reached down and collected some of his oozing cum from my ass, bringing it to my clit and rubbing myself hard. I used my other hand to pump my pussy, feeling like the perfect little whore as he watched me masturbate with his cum. It took me two seconds to reach a peak, my toes curling and my tits bouncing as I came, bucking and squirting onto the chair. Finally, I went limp, feeling the pain and pleasure radiate through my limbs.

“Alright,” he said, zipping himself up. “You’re alright, slut. Next time, I hope you’re a little less tight. Too hard fucking a virgin ass sometimes.”

He patted my cheek diffidently, then turned to leave the conference room. I was alone, drenched in sweat and cum and blood. I’d survived my first day at the office. I didn’t even want to wonder what my second day would be like…
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At five o’clock on the dot, I met Daddy at my office. I’d been able to cover most of the day’s evidence from my body, though my pussy still leaked cum and my asshole was red and torn. My nipples were still aching and puffy, and I was sure I stank of sex.

“How was your first day?” Daddy asked, eying me as though he expected me to say I hated it.

“It was great!” I said, wanting to prove him wrong at last. “I learned so much. I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

He smiled, and I felt so proud that he finally believed in me! He gave me a quick hug and kissed the top of my head.

“That’s great, baby,” he said. “Let’s go out to dinner to celebrate.”

Truth was, my stomach still ached from all the cum I’d swallowed. But I couldn’t say that, so I just nodded. On our way out, we met Mr. Teller in the elevator.

“Thanks again for giving my little girl a chance,” Daddy said, shaking Mr. Teller’s hand. If only he knew where that hand had been….

“Sure, Mike,” Mr. Teller said, shooting me a very evil grin. “She’s great. Can’t wait to see how far she’ll go in this company. She has a lot of potential. You should be proud.”

“I am,” Daddy said, squeezing me tight. I couldn’t tell him that Mr. Teller’s dark eyes and sick grin had me dripping wet all over again.

“See you tomorrow,” Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, waving goodbye.

“Bye,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. We were all at the door to the office building, but Daddy stopped to talk to the security guard about something. Just before leaving, Mr. Teller pinched my ass and leaned down to whisper in my ear.

“Tomorrow, we’ll train you in taking three at once,” he said. “By the end of the week, we’ll have you on six.”

I blanched as he waved a final goodbye and left me behind.

He was right, after all.

I did have a lot left to learn.

Working in an office was a lot harder than I ever thought!


Bonus Story: First Time For Sale

My name is Rocky Turner, and I was an 18-year-old virgin. All through high school, I felt like the ugly duckling. Except I never once believed I would turn into a swan. I was too tall, my limbs were too gangly. My B-cup breasts were too small, and my ass was too small, too. I had boring brown hair and boring brown eyes. I never got asked on dates, and I never even kissed a guy except for one brief week at summer camp, when I had a “boyfriend” who would make out with me and feel me up behind the stables.

Of course, every other kid at my school was having sex. They were boning like rabbits! But not me. Let them have their fun, I thought; I was too busy studying hard. I couldn’t make waves with my looks, or my mousy personality, so I was going to make waves with my intelligence. And I did, to a point. But there’s only so much studying you can do before your innate intelligence kicks in. And I had to look up the word “innate”. So at the end of the day, I wasn’t even a smart mousy virgin.

I was nothing.

Still, my hard work got me into the best public college in my state, with a partial scholarship. I was still going to have to pay a lot of money for tuition and books, but I was proud of the small amount they were willing to give me. And I thought my parents would be able to pay for the rest. They always said they would. My brother was in junior high, but my parents didn’t seem to think it would be hard to put me through school and provide for him at the same time.

At least, they didn’t think that until it happened.

Not two weeks after I got my acceptance letter, we got terrible news. Dad’s company was bankrupt. It came as a horrible surprise. The company had been hiding their decline for years. His pension and retirement fund were gone. My mother’s job as a secretary wouldn’t even begin to pay the bills, and all my family’s savings was wrapped up in stocks that were now useless.

We were dead broke.

And my dream at going to college was dead, too.

But I didn’t want Mom and Dad to know how upset I was. They were upset enough already. So when it all finally sunk in and I needed to cry it out, I snuck into the backyard to do it. I went to the farthest corner of the yard, behind the oak tree, and started bawling. I thought I was alone. I wasn’t.

“Honey! Rocky, darling! Whatever is wrong?”

Anna Samuels was my next-door-neighbor. She and her husband Terry were great neighbors. They were the perfect neighbors, actually. Friendly but not intrusive, always inviting us over around the holidays and helping to fund the block parties.

They were madly in love, everyone could tell that. And they were good-looking, to boot. They were my parents’ age, but looked younger. Anna had beautiful blonde hair that she always wore loose and wavy, and a neat, trim figure. She ran every day, jogging around the neighborhood. Sometimes my mom went with her, but not often.

Terry had salt-and-pepper hair, a full head of it, and the warmest blue eyes I ever saw. His wrinkles were dignified, and he also worked out. His muscles could have put any boy at my high school to shame. The couple cut an impressive image when you saw them together, Terry draping his muscled arm over Anna’s shoulders, both smiling.

So you can see why it was easy for me to open up to Anna. Even though I thought maybe my parents wouldn’t want me airing our family’s business, I needed to talk to someone, and I didn’t have any friends. So I told her everything. My father losing his job, my inability to pay for college. How I worked so hard just to get into a good school, just to have it taken away.

I even told her about what a disappointment high school was for me, how I never had a boyfriend or any friends. She listened patiently and sympathetically, cooing and shaking her head. She’d been gardening on the other side of the fence, but she came through the gate to sit beside me at the tree, looking very pretty in a yellow shirt and a pair of white capris.

When I was finally done telling her everything, she wrapped me up in a hug. I immediately started feeling better. And I felt even better when she started talking.

“You know, darling, it does seem dire right now. But chin up. Things aren’t always as bad as they seem. You never know when opportunity knocks. You may find that you can afford college after all.”

I sniffled and looked up at her.

“How?” I asked.

“Well…I don’t know…but I think Terry and I might actually be able to help you out. We run a special business, and a girl like you might fit in very nicely. The job would pay very well. This opportunity is really quite rare, Rocky. Why don’t you come over Thursday night for dinner, and we can discuss it?”

Fireworks went off in my head. I lunged at Anna, nearly knocking her over with my hug.

“Thank you!” I cried. “Oh, thank you!”

Anna chuckled as she returned my embrace.

“Of course, darling,” she said. “But I’m not making any promises. We’ll discuss it all at dinner, alright? Come over at 7, will you?”

“I’ll be there,” I said, starting to cry again – this time, from relief and happiness.

That night, I could barely sleep, I was so excited. I didn’t know what kind of business Anna and Terry ran, but I was sure it was very interesting. I just had to prove I was worth taking a chance on, and all my problems would be solved! She all but promised so. Finally, I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of decorating my dorm room.
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On the night of the dinner, I wore a nice purple button-up blouse and black slacks. I thought I looked very presentable, with my brown hair in a neat bow and some light make-up. I’ve always been too tall for heels, so I opted for my nicest flats. My mother complimented me on my outfit and wished me luck on my way out.

I was very nervous as I waited on their doorstep. From what Anna said, this could be the answer to all my problems. That made this dinner the most important one of my life so far. I was so tense that I uttered a little cry of surprise when a young woman answered the door.

I knew that the Samuels’ didn’t have any daughters, but maybe she was a niece? Anyway, she was quite pretty, and she looked to be in her early 20s. She was tall and thin, like me, with luminous brown hair and big doe eyes. Her lips were bright pink and pouty, her mouth wide as she smiled at me.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Salina. You’re Rocky, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, willing myself to return her smile. As always, I was intimidated by the fact that she was so much prettier than me. But she seemed nice enough. “Nice to meet you. I’m uh, I’m here for…”

“Oh, I know exactly what you’re here for,” she giggled, a twinkle in her eye. She opened the door wide to let me in and grabbed my hand, prancing into the house.

I followed along, feeling my spirit lift a little. Salina’s attitude was contagious. She led me straight into the Samuels’ dining room, which was as lavishly decorated as the rest of their house. On the few occasions I’d been over, for holiday parties or block parties, I always wondered what, exactly, the Samuels did to afford their lifestyle. Everything looked so expensive and luxurious, it must have cost a fortune.

Terry and Anna received me warmly, with hugs and happy greetings. Settling down to dinner, I was forced to keep my curiosity in check. Business was not on the table, it seemed; but what was on the table was amazing. Duck and brussels sprouts and risotto, with dainty salads at each plate and fine silverware. Terry and Anna and Salina all drank wine, but of course I couldn’t because I was only 18.

Dessert took some valor on my part, having stuffed myself during dinner. But the rich chocolate mousse was irresistible, and I found myself licking my spoon clean before I even realized how much I’d eaten. Fully sated and charmed by the high-energy conversation that had propelled the dinner, I was feeling quite warm and happy as Anna cleared the table.

Terry turned to me with a kind smile on his face.

“Well, Rocky, I’m sure you’re quite curious about the offer we proposed earlier,” he said. “And you’ve showed exceptional restraint in not asking about it directly. Well, your wait has come to an end. Once the table is cleared, Anna and Salina will fill you in on all the details. And I do hope that you’ll listen carefully, and see the value of what we offer.”

My head was spinning with his big words, every sentence rolling into the next. But I garnered his meaning and smiled, nodding vigorously.

“Of course, Mr. Samuels,” I said. “I’m grateful that you even invited me over, er, considered me…”

“Shoo,” Anna said, appearing at Terry’s side. “Ladies’ time to talk. Go make yourself scarce.”

Terry rose, kissed Anna on the cheek, and disappeared. Anna sat down, and now Anna and Salina were both gazing at me with patient interest.

“So, you have some money problems,” Salina finally said. I nodded. “So did I. Before I met Terry and Anna, I was two pennies short of a stick of gum. Now, I have all I could ever want. My own car, a wardrobe to die for, my own apartment.”

“Salina is a stellar example of what a girl can become if she dedicates herself to her art, and knows how to use her natural gifts.”

I nodded along, getting rather impatient to learn what the offer entailed.

“Of course, it took some getting used to,” Salina said. “But I love it now. It’s amazing how your perspective changes when you learn to mix business and pleasure.”

Anna laughed lightly at this. I wasn’t getting it. But I was getting a little weirded out by the way they looked at me, more and more…predatory.

“Um,” I said. “Pleasure?”

“Lots of it,” Anna said, a dark twinkle in her eye. “And endless supply of it, in fact. All the pleasure your body can handle.”

“And then some,” Salina laughed.

“Indeed,” Anna said. Then she leaned in, taking my hand. “Dear, have you ever had sex?”

I blushed as red as a fire hydrant. I was sure that question was inappropriate! But they’d been so nice to invite me to dinner, and I felt compelled to be forthcoming. I shook my head.

“Well, then, you’ll have a lot to learn, for sure,” Salina said. “But man, it’ll be so exciting! I almost wish I could go back to my first times…”

“First times doing what?” I asked, growing a little frantic.

“Fucking, of course,” Salina said, smirking. “Sucking cock, riding cock, getting your tits fucked, getting your ass fucked…”

My mouth dropped open. There was no way. No way. To say such words….and after such a nice dinner…in this beautiful house…with my neighbors…!

“Don’t look so shocked,” Anna said. “It’s not at all unusual. For a woman to use her natural gifts. It’s a pleasure for all involved.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No, I couldn’t…I wouldn’t! Ever!”

“That’s what I said,” Salina said. “But do you want to know how much money I made my first night?”

I didn’t want to know. But…I kind of did. Out of perverse curiosity and nothing more. The figure Salina quoted had my already-gaping jaw dropping another inch.

Holy shit.

“A pretty, young, teenage virgin? You can sell that for a lot,” Anna said. “I mean, of course, the virginity thing…”

“You’re gonna scare her,” Salina laughed. “Listen, it’s all very simple. Anna and Terry arrange the meetings. Some of them are filmed, of course, and you make more when they are. But all clients are vetted, tested for STDs, all that. I’ve never once had a problem with a client. And the money is up-front. It’s wired to your account the moment you’ve satisfied your client.”

“Um…”

“How can you know that you don’t want to do it if you’ve never even had sex before, darling?” Anna asked. Well, that was a dumb question! I’d never slept on a bed of nails before, but I still didn’t want to do it!

“More importantly,” Salina went on. “Think about how amazing it is to have men pay to sleep with you. Imagine that! You’re hot and sexy enough to earn boatloads of cash, just for using your body the way god intended. What could be more concrete proof of beauty?”

For the first time since the idea was presented, I could see the appeal.

Having men pay to kiss me and look at me would be…well, it would be nice. It would be the opposite of everything I’d ever thought about myself.

“But…I don’t even know how to have sex,” I protested. Anna and Salina shared a grin.

“We’ll take care of that, honey,” Anna said. “Tonight, if you want. In fact, if you want, you can walk out of here tonight with $5,000.”

“Tonight? $5,000?”

Wow. Now that the offer was right out there on the table…it sure was hard to say no!

“Yes, darling,” Anna said. “All you have to do is let us show you the pleasures your body is capable of. On film, of course.”

“Oh…no,” I whimpered. “I couldn’t…on film?”

“Well, of course,” Salina said. “Anna and Terry are professionals. They can’t just hand out thousands of dollars. But think about it. An hour, maybe less, of work. Fun work. And you’re halfway to your first semester’s tuition.”

She was right.  With my parents out of work and my brother far too young to help pick up the slack, I needed a job; a really, really good job. I couldn’t go to college and work full-time! And what kind of job would even pay what I needed when I had no experience and no degree?

But with $5,000, I would have a little time to figure things out…

“Well….maybe…”

Anna and Salina looked downright gleeful, and despite myself I felt happy to have made them happy. They were both so beautiful, I really wanted them to like me and accept me. And really, how could someone like Salina be involved in something bad? If Anna and Terry were running the business, and Salina worked for them, it must be alright. Right?

“Perfect,” Anna said. “Tonight will be a sort of trial for you. Once it’s over, you can walk away. Or, you can join our team. It’s entirely up to you.”

“So…what will I have to do?”

“Your job will be fairly simple, sweetheart,” Anna said. “In fact, you won’t have to think about anything but enjoying yourself. Salina and I will take you to the studio, and once you’re there, you will do everything Terry says. Simple enough. You can follow directions, can’t you? I know what a good student you are.”

“Yes, of course,” I said.

“Right. When your teachers tell you to do something, you do it, right? You don’t ask why, or try to argue with them.”

“Of course not.”

“And if you had a job, you would do what your boss told you, without arguing, right?”

I nodded.

“Tonight, Terry is your teacher and your boss. You do what he says, without asking why or arguing.”

“And then…then I get the money?”

“Then you get the money,” Salina said with a smile. “Are you ready?”

Was I? I wasn’t sure. But they seemed so pleased with me, and I didn’t want to run away from a chance to make that much money in one night. So I nodded. Anna and Salina rose and beckoned for me to do the same, and we all walked down the hall to the studio. With every step, my mind raged against my body, and itself. Was I doing the right thing? Was I going to be alright? What was going to happen?

But I’d made my decision. There was no going back. Once I was on the other side of that door, I was theirs. Their pupil, their employee. I was to do whatever they said – whatever he said. And I had a feeling I was expected to do it well. So I resolved to do my best, no matter what they threw at me.
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The studio was surprisingly sparse, but it was warmly lit and the wooden floors and walls gave it a nice, earthy feel. I relaxed almost immediately. It was like being in Dad’s study. There was a leather couch, and that’s where Terry was sitting. There was a large oak desk to the side, and a camera set up in front of the door. There was another couch along the wall with the door, behind the camera. As I looked around, Anna went to the camera and started fiddling with it, while Salina went to lounge on the couch beside the door.

Terry rose with a smile on his face.

“So, you’ve decided to take us up on our offer?”

“She’s on a trial period for tonight,” Anna said. “So we should do our best to show her a good time, right?”

“Of course,” Terry said, and for the first time I noticed a dark glint to his eyes. “Come here, Rocky.”

I walked across the room on wooden legs, very aware of the camera behind me. I would be in the frame now. Terry positioned me before the couch and stood somewhat to the side and in front of me.

“Lovely,” he said. “You’re doing great so far.”

I beamed, stupidly happy at already impressing him. Terry reminded me of Dad, and I always liked it when older men praised me. He turned to Anna.

“Are we ready?”

“Yes,” Anna said with a smile. “Whenever you are.”

When Terry turned back to me, he wasn’t smiling anymore. He stepped closer, and I shrank back. That dark look in his eyes was back, and stronger, and I felt my stomach churning a bit. I realized just how in over my head I was.

“Whatever I say, Rocky,” he growled. I felt like he was a giant towering over me; even with my tall frame, he was so much taller. “Can you do that? Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I squeaked. I don’t know why I called him sir, it just felt right. Apparently, it tickled him, because he smiled and turned to Anna.

“Sir? She’s a natural,” he said. When he turned back to me, his eyes glittered. “Keep that up, Rocky. I like that. It makes my cock hard.”

I blushed and looked down, squirming. I was so uncomfortable! No one ever talked like that to me…I don’t think I’d ever even heard the word cock said aloud until that night, unless it was someone talking about a rooster.

“Don’t you want to feel it, Rocky?” Terry asked, smirking. “You’ve never felt a hard dick before, have you? Have you ever felt any dick?”

“No…sir,” I said. “I’ve never…never ever.”

“It’s about time you started, then,” he said.  “But we’ll start slow for you, sweetheart. The first thing you’ll need to learn is how to be naked.  Whenever I see you, you’re wearing long sleeves, jeans. You swim in a one-piece. You’re hiding your body from the world, and that’s got to stop. From now on, you’re going to be proud of your body. You’re going to love showing it off. You’re going to want men to look at you, to fantasize about you. Doesn’t that sound nice, Rocky?”

I had to admit, it did. To finally feel good about my body…

“Yes, sir,” I sighed. “It does.”

“Then strip,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Now.”

The sound of his snapping was like an electric jolt to my senses, and I found myself jumping, my hands flying to my blouse. Even before I realized what I was doing, I was unbuttoning my shirt, exposing my flesh to the chill air of the studio. I looked off to the side, not wanting to see all the people watching me, and the camera with its red light.

“Uh-uh-uh,” Anna said from the back of the room. “Look at Terry. Look at the camera. Act like a slut. It’s what the men want to see, darling. A slut who can’t wait to show off her tits and ass.”

But I wasn’t a slut! But I had taken acting classes before…so I guessed I could act like a slut. Maybe that’s how I would get through all this. Acting. Pretending like I was someone else. Pretending that I was more like Salina. I looked at her for inspiration, and took a deep breath. I forced a smile on my face and looked at Terry.

“Very good,” he grumbled, his eyes following my hands as they worked their way down to the last button. I was still mostly covered, and wanted to keep it that way. But I knew I couldn’t. If I wanted the money, I had to do whatever they said. So I started on my jeans, and let them slide down to the floor.

“Taking too damn long,” Terry muttered, clearly disappointed. “Speed it up, Rocky. You’re a slut, remember? Sluts love being naked. They love being naked on camera, in front of crowds, everywhere. Get that fucking shirt off, now.”

Again, he snapped his fingers, and again, I felt like I was shocked by electricity. A second later and my shirt was on the floor. I stood in my bra and panties, as naked as anyone had ever seen me since I was a toddler. My B-cup breasts shook with my panicky breaths. Standing there, under Terry’s gaze, letting his hungry eyes roam over my body, I felt something strange stirring between my legs. I glanced at the camera and thought of all the men out there who’d watch this and touch themselves, wishing they were taking my virginity…

“You’re not done yet, stupid,” Salina laughed. “That’s not what naked means.”

“She’s right,” Terry said. “Let’s see those perky little nipples of yours. And get rid of the panties.”

I took a deep breath. This felt like a new corner, one more step that I couldn’t take back. But the money…

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

“What are you doing?” Terry snapped. “Don’t you dare try to hide yourself. In fact, why don’t you show us what that body can do. Jumping jacks. Now. Until I say stop.”

Naked jumping jacks! But everything would jiggle! I opened my mouth to protest, but one look at Terry told me it was a bad idea. I closed my eyes and started jumping, my hands meeting above my head as my feet left the air. My breasts bounced and my ass jiggled with each jump, the sensation bordering on painful.

“Alright, alright,” Terry said, and I could hear a smile in his voice. “I just wanted to make sure you were actually going to be obedient. You can stop now.”

Even though I’d only been jumping for a few seconds, I was panting when I stopped, my heart rate up, my skin rosy.

“And since you are so nice and obedient, you get a reward,” Terry said, and I saw him flash a grin at Anna. He turned back to me and started unzipping his pants. My racing heart stopped as I realized what was about to happen – reality was crashing down around me!

“Get on your hands and knees, Rocky,” he said. “Crawl over here and suck my cock.”

My mouth went dry, my eyes went wide, and that stirring between my legs came once more. I didn’t want to do that, any of it…but I’d already come this far. They had me on video, doing naked jumping jacks. If I turned back now, it would all be for nothing. So I blinked back my tears, got onto my hands and knees, and crawled over to Terry.

As I crawled, he smirked, and pulled out his cock. It was huge, at least I thought it was huge, though I didn’t have much way to tell. When I was close enough, I stopped crawling and got onto my knees, my hands in my lap. I looked up at Terry, not sure what to do.

“C’mon, my little whore,” he said. “What are you waiting for?”

“I…I don’t know how,” I admitted, glancing down at his hard cock. There was a drop of liquid at the tip, and he was stroking it slowly, steadily, in front of my face.

“It’s easy, darling,” he said. “Open your mouth.”

I looked up at him again and did as he said.

“Stick your tongue out.”

Again, I did as he said, pretending I was at the doctor’s office and getting my throat looked at. If I kept pretending I was somewhere else, someone else, I could get through all of this.

“Now, lick my cock. Lick it like the most delicious popsicle you’ve ever had. Look me in the eye while you lick my cock like you love it.”

I leaned in; he lifted his cock slightly, so I could get my tongue on the base. And just like he told me to, I started licking. Long, wet laps up and down, trying to get every inch. It didn’t really taste like anything…musky flesh, mostly. I moaned a little bit as I went along, trying to get used to the feeling of having a cock under my tongue.

That feeling between my legs was only getting stronger, and I squirmed slightly, feeling like I had an itch I couldn’t scratch. Terry watched me work, my hands coming to his thighs to support myself while I lapped and licked his cock until it was covered in my spit.

“Now, suck it,” he said. I looked up at him, desperate. I’d just learned how to lick it! How was I supposed to…

Well, he didn’t want to wait for me to figure it out. He grabbed a handful of my hair and shoved his dick right between my lips, sliding it past my teeth and into my throat. He groaned as he invaded my mouth, the first man to ever do so.

Immediately, I felt my gag reflex kicking in, my eyes watering. I struggled against his hand but he wouldn’t relent, keeping my head tight against his body while his hips thrust against me. I was almost taking every inch of his cock into my mouth, my nostrils struggling to get enough breath. When he ripped himself away, I gasped and panted in desperate relief.

“Not bad,” he said. “But you need a lot of training. Come here, Rocky.”

Suddenly, he started walking across the room, pulling me behind him by my hair. I yelped, looking back at Anna and Salina to see if they were going to stop him. Salina was on her phone, and Anna looked kind of bored. The camera was still pointed right at me as Terry pulled me to the couch and forced me to sit down on it.

“Lay down, with your head up on the arm here,” he said, walking around to the side of the couch. I was shaking and confused, but I did what he said, not sure what else to do. And I still felt that thing between my legs, that itch, that annoying need for friction.

“Alright,” he said, and pulled on my head until it was hanging off the side of the couch. “Open up wide. This way, I’m going to be able to get all the way into your throat. Try to relax. You’re so nervous, it’s very unattractive. Our viewers want to watch a girl worship a cock and suck it like she can’t live without it. Understand?”

He looked down at me; from my position, he was an upside-down giant. I nodded and mentally prepared myself for more of the same gagging, choking sensation.

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. He smiled down at me and grabbed my chin, forcing my mouth open. A second later, he was sliding into me again, deeper this time. To my surprise, the angle of my head made my throat feel more open, and it wasn’t so much like choking. In fact, it was kind of…nice. I became aware of a distance dampness between my legs, pressing against my lips.

While Terry slid in and out of my throat, grunting and groaning as my tongue lapped at his shaft and my throat yielded to his tip, the dampness turned to wetness, and I started squirming. I couldn’t help it; I wanted to touch myself down there, just to feel some friction. I’d never felt like this before. I closed my eyes and willed the sensation away.

“Oooh, finally,” I heard Salina say, and her voice sounded weirdly close. “It didn’t take me that long to start liking it. Keep fucking her mouth, Terry. I’m gonna get started on her pretty little clit.”

Terry’s hands were on my head, holding me still. I felt someone – Salina – pulling my thighs apart, and then something beautifully warm blowing across my pussy lips. Two hands crawled up my torso, found my breasts, and squeezed them hard. It felt so good that I moaned around Terry’s cock. And when I felt Salina’s warm, wet tongue meeting the button above my slit – my clit – I nearly screamed.

Her fingers pinched my nipples as she sucked my clit into her mouth, between her lips. Without thinking about it, my hands flew to her head, burying in her hair, pulling her close to my now-dripping pussy. Her tongue flicked wildly across my clit while her fingers pulled and tweaked my nipples, every sensation brand new, fireworks going off all up and down my spine. Terry was sliding faster and faster into my throat.

“That’s right, Rocky,” he growled. “This is how a man wants to fuck a slut’s throat. This is what we want to see. I want you to cum for me, I want you to cum while Salina licks your pussy and I fuck your throat. Do it, Rocky. Let go. Cum.”

My thighs squeezed as a brilliant pressure exploded inside me. For the first time ever, I came. My hips bucked and I felt like a river was released from my pussy, every nerve sparking with pleasure as Salina licked me into oblivion, her fingers still playing with my nipples. Terry stuffed his cock deep into my mouth, past my throat, and pulsed.

I could feel his shaft throb and grow, and then something wet burst inside my mouth. Warm, salty strands of semen shot down my throat, and I was forced to swallow them. Terry filled my mouth with his cum, holding my head tightly, his balls against my nose, using my mouth like a toy built for his pleasure.

And still Salina licked and teased me, the sensations turning from pleasure to pain as it overwhelmed me. I whimpered and moaned and squirmed, pinned between them, needing to breath. Finally, Terry pulled away, letting me gasp for blessed air.

And Salina rose from between my legs; for the first time, I realized she was naked. Her breasts, a full cup bigger than mine, dragged across my stomach as she crawled up my body. She grabbed my chin, and pulled my lips to hers. Her tongue slid past my numb and abused lips, reached into my throat, kissing me deeply as her pussy ground against mine. She pulled away, licking her lips and pouting up at Terry.

“She didn’t leave any for me,” she said. “Naughty girl swallowed every drop.”

“Well, there’ll be more, love,” Terry said, stepping back. “But I need a bit of inspiration before I can give both you sluts what you deserve. Why don’t you teach Rocky how to do what you just did for her? Rocky, you should repay Salina for helping you cum.”

“Mmm,” Salina said, looking down at me and licking her lips. “That sounds like fun. C’mere, baby. Start at the top and work your way down.”

Salina grabbed me and giggled as she twirled us around; dazed and still buzzing all over, I found myself above her. She looked past me, at Terry, and winked.

“It seemed like she liked it rough. Do you think I should…”

“Go ahead,” Terry said. He turned to Anna. My heart was beating hard, but my brain was blank. It was too much to take in at once. Especially when I felt Salina push at the top of my head.

“You’ll be a perfect little slut before you know it,” she cooed. “Now, worship my tits. Kiss them. Lick them. Act like all you’ve ever wanted is to touch a woman’s chest. My chest. If you want your money, do it. And make sure you enjoy it. The whole world is watching.”

I whimpered, remembering that all of this – my humiliation – was being recorded. I had no interest in kissing or touching her tits – but what choice did I have? I really needed to get that money now, or this whole night would be a total waste, and I would have let Terry fuck my mouth while Salina licked my pussy for nothing.

My lips trembled as I moved lower down Salina’s body, my hands coming to her chest and cupping her tits from below. She moaned and arched my back as I started playing with them, trying to do what she’d done to me, pinching and teasing the nipples while I kneaded and massaged each breast.

“More,” she moaned. “Use your mouth, stupid…”

I leaned down and licked my tongue across one hard, taut nipple. She squirmed and cried out, so I did it again to the other. My pussy was pressed against her thigh, and she was moving around so much that it was almost like I was humping her leg while I sucked and kissed her breasts. And to my shame and horror, it felt good.

My clit was rubbing against her warm flesh, my pussy still wet, the pressure of her leg driving my hips to buck and move. I took each nipple in my mouth in turn, rolling my tongue over them until she was panting, and her hands landed on my head again.

“Now, do that, but between my legs,” she said, a taunting tone to your voice. “And don’t think I can’t feel what you’re doing, trying to get off. You can come as much as you want, virgin, but you better return the favor. And don’t you dare say you’re not a slut – only a slut would try to get off on another chick’s thigh.”

“No,” I whimpered, not wanting to be a slut. But she was right – I wanted to “get off”. I wanted to feel that way again, explosions all over. “But..but…”

“Lick. Me. Bitch,” Salina spat, and forced my head down between her legs. She smelled like musky vanilla, and she reached down to spread the lips of her pussy. I could see her clit above her dripping slit, and knew what I had to do. I leaned in and wrapped my tongue around it, treating it like I’d treated her nipples. And she loved it, pressing hard on my head, writhing underneath me. She kept my mouth pinned to her clit as her hips undulated against me, riding my mouth from below.

“Touch yourself, Rocky,” I heard Terry say from behind me. “I know you want to. Touch yourself. Anna, get the handheld.”

I watched Anna out of the corner of my eye as she grabbed a smaller camera and disappeared behind me. Knowing I didn’t have a choice, I spread my legs and put one hand between my lips, finding the same button that I now kissed on Salina. She was panting hard, moaning as I sucked her clit between my lips, not knowing what I was doing but just trying to keep up with her hips.

The moment I felt my own clit, rolling my fingers over it, I moaned along with her, my eyes rolling back into my head. I realized that Anna must be filming me from behind, my ass in the air while I fingered my pussy and licked Salina until she came. The whole world would be able to see my tight, virgin pussy, up close. They’d be able to watch me serve Terry and Salina, let them tell me what to do and hold me down and force me to do it.

The thought drove a strange pleasure through my body, and I shuddered through another climax, this time weaker than the first but still blinding me with pleasure. And no sooner did I begin to spasm than Salina screamed and clutched my head to her pussy, releasing a flood of juices into my mouth, cumming hard at the same time as me.

In the blinding pleasure of my orgasm, I barely felt the pressure against my virgin slit. But as I started to come down, lapping the last of Salina’s juices while her hand still pressed me to her pussy, it became clear that something was happening behind me: something I wasn’t at all sure I was ready for. Terry’s cock was spreading my lips wide, positioned at my entrance! I stiffened all over, fear in my heart, and struggled to lift my head. Salina released me, smiling wickedly over my head.

“She’s ready,” Salina said. “Go on. Show our little slut just how good a cock can be.”

“W-wait…” I whimpered, feeling Terry’s hands settle on my ass, squeezing my cheeks tightly. I looked over my shoulder, saw him waiting with his cock splitting me from just the slightest penetration. “I…I’m scared…”

“You should be,” Terry said. I could see Anna over his shoulder, filming the whole thing. “It’s going to hurt. But be a good little girl and hold still, and it’ll be over soon. And once the pain stops, I promise, you’ll love it. You’ll wonder why you waited so long. You’ll beg me to take you on as a whore, so you can fuck as many dicks as you can get your hands on…”

He couldn’t possibly be right! I would never do that…would I? I was already so far down the rabbit hole, I didn’t know what I would do or not do anymore. But I wasn’t going to stop now; I was so close to earning that money, I just had to suck it up. Salina crawled over to me, taking my face in her hands and drawing my attention to her.

“Just relax,” she murmured. “Let me help you relax…”

A second later and her lips were on me again, soft and tasting sweet. I moaned, despite myself, as her tongue teased mine. This time, the kiss was much gentler, and I found myself melting into it. But as Terry began to ease his cock into my tight, virgin pussy, the pain was a major distraction. Salina held my face too tight for me to pull away from the kiss, but I whimpered into her lips. She kissed me harder, almost like she was punishing me for complaining.

Behind me, I felt Terry’s cock stop sliding, hitting resistance. He growled and squeezed my ass cheeks tightly.

“Hold tight, little girl,” he said. “I’m about to fuck the virgin right out of you.”

My eyes opened wide and my scream disappeared into Salina’s throat as Terry thrust forward, hard enough to nearly topple me off balance. In one piercing slam, he penetrated my hymen, splitting me in half as he took my virginity on camera. Tears spilled down my cheeks as the pain throbbed and radiated through my body; it felt like he was so far inside me that I could feel him all the way to my stomach, a strange and foreign sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt. I barely had time to get used to it before he was sliding in and out of me.

“God damn, she’s so tight,” he groaned. “I love teenagers. She won’t feel like this in ten years, I promise. By then, she’ll have sucked and fucked so many cocks, she’ll be halfway to used up.”

How could he be saying such terrible things about me? They weren’t true! I wasn’t enjoying this! Not at all. Salina kept forcing my lips open with her tongue, kissing me as Terry fucked me from behind. A heat built in my cheeks as he kept up a steady rhythm. The pain was subsiding. Something else was happening inside me. He was so thick, and I was so tight, it was like every inch of my pussy was being filled by his cock. My whimpers became moans. My hips betrayed me, and started to move with his.

“That’s it, little girl,” he growled. “Good girl. Give in to it. Let yourself enjoy it. Be the little slut you know you were born to be…”

Oh, god. It felt so good. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. Salina pulled away, eyes dancing, lips spread in a wicked smile, and I moaned aloud. Suddenly, she slithered down onto her back, and the next second I was looking down at her wet slit once more, her knees spread. Her face was underneath me, and as Terry thrust deep inside me, I felt her tongue on my clit. The dual sensation was amazing, and I cried out as new pleasure rolled through me.

“Tell me how good it feels,” Terry ordered. ‘Look in the camera and tell your fans how much you like getting fucked, Rocky. How much you love having cock in your tight, virgin slit…”

“Mmmm,” I moaned, closing my eyes as Salina licked my clit while Terry fucked me. I couldn’t think straight. I could just feel. Terry grabbed my hair, yanking my head back on my neck.

“Say it,” he spit.

“Yes! I love it!” I cried. “I love…I love…having…cock….in me…oh, god, yes, yes please, pleeease…”

I felt the pressure rising inside me. My hips were thrusting wildly, trying to force his cock deeper and deeper into my pussy.

“Please what, Rocky? What do you want?”

“P-please…c-cum…I want to…c-cum….”

“Good girl,” he said, and shoved my face down so I was buried in Salina’s slit again. She kept licking my clit as I went back to pleasuring her, knowing that I would be rewarded when I did. She squirmed and reached for my tits, squeezing them as she suckled my clit between her lips.

“You want to cum, you little slut? You want to cum for me? Then do it. Show the whole world what a whore looks like when she comes…”

He lifted my head again, and I saw Anna coming around with the handheld, getting a close-up on my face. At the same time, Terry slammed himself into me and Salina gently grazed my clit while pinching my nipple. I couldn’t hold back, and I came for the camera, screaming my pleasure as it whipped through me.

My pussy squeezed and clenched around Terry’s cock, and I heard him groaning right before that same sticky bursting sensation filled my pussy, his seed splashing against my womb as he came inside my virgin slit. Salina moaned, and I felt her tongue move underneath me, lapping at the base of his shaft, collecting the cum that leaked out.

He came even more than the last time, it seemed, holding my hips against him for so long that I was sure I was going to collapse before he was done. Anna got it all on camera, smirking the whole time. My small, round tits were shaking, my nipples red and sore, my pussy aching. Finally, Terry pulled away, and Salina leaned in, sticking her tongue in my slit and lapping at his cum like it was the most delicious nectar on earth.

Finally, though, they let me go; Terry helped me up, sitting me down on the couch. Numbly, I let him manipulate my body and spread my legs while Anna got a good close-up shot of my pussy, filled with his cum and stained pink with my virgin blood.

“You did very good,” Terry said once the camera was shut off. He sat beside me, facing me, with Salina’s arms around his neck, her head balanced on his shoulder. She was gently stroking his limp cock and kissing and licking his neck and ear. “You earned every penny, Rocky.”

“Th-thank you,” I mumbled, thinking about whether or not it had been worth it…

“Now, about your future…you know what’s going to happen when this video hits the internet, don’t you?”

I shook my head. I mean, some guys would watch it. So what?

“Soon enough, everyone will know. Everyone will see it. Your friends, your family. That’s how these things work, Rocky. Surely you know that.”

How…no way! I didn’t think anyone I knew would see it. How could they? Most people didn’t watch porn…did they? What if the boys at my school…or my brother…

Oh, no! How could I not have thought of that!

“Of course, there’s another option,” Anna said, putting the camera away. “We could agree to keep the video between us…if you agreed to work for us. I mean, you’re not a virgin anymore, and you clearly enjoyed what just happened. We have it all on tape, if you ever forget just how much you liked it…”

“And you could make money doing that,” Terry said. To my surprise, as Salina kissed and stroked him, his cock was stirring back to life. She groaned as she felt it stiffen, and I guessed she wasn’t done yet.

“B-but…then I’d be a whore!”

“So? You already are a whore. What do you call what you just did?”

Well, I couldn’t argue that. And I didn’t want anyone seeing what I’d just done…no one I knew, anyway. And as Terry’s cock stiffened, I felt my mouth watering, my body waking up again. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I wanted it…again. Even though I was sore and my pussy was raw, I wanted to taste it again…

Salina moaned as she moved around to straddle him, sliding herself down on his cock and rolling her hips. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked it while she started riding him. I could only watch, marveling at the way my body reacted.

“Come on, Rocky,” Salina cooed. “Say yes. Be the slut you know you want to be, and make money doing it. I know you like what you see. You wish you could be part of this, don’t you? So get on your knees and lick Terry’s balls while I fuck him. Give in, Rocky. Do it.”

My pussy was dripping, and I couldn’t help but putting a hand to my slit, rubbing it gently. I moaned, watching Salina fuck Terry, thinking about how it felt when he was fucking me…thinking about what it would be like to fuck other men…lots of them…suck their cocks and fuck them while they complimented my body…I groaned. I gave in.

“Yess,” I hissed. “I’ll do it…I want to be your whore…”

Salina cried out as she impaled herself on Terry’s cock. I crawled from the couch and kneeled beneath them, kissing and licking his balls while fingering my dripping pussy. The night kept going like that for hours, and I came so many time I lost track. In one night, I went from virgin to slut, from nervous teenager to teenage whore. By the time I felt the Samuels’ house, covered in cum and sore all over, I was ready to embrace my new life. I couldn’t wait to start work. With Salina helping to train me, I knew I was going to be the best little slut in their stable.
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