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Chapter 1

“Jessica, would you mind going up to the board to solve number 23?” 

I shifted hesitantly in my seat and stood up, one hand carrying my notes, the other clutching the side of the short skirt I was wearing.  I wasn’t nervous about solving the problem in front of the class – I was good at calculus and normally wouldn’t think twice about going up in front of the class for anything. 

It was my outfit I was worried about. 

A normal ensemble for me on a day of classes usually consisted of a baggy graphic tee, mom jeans (not the cute, hip kind), and a pair of plain, well-worn tennis shoes.  Recently, though, things had begun to change. 

Can they see my ass? I wondered as I walked down the steps lining the auditorium-style lecture hall.  The new, uncomfortable feeling of my lacy thong between my ass cheeks filled me with a mixture of dread and arousal.  The only thing preventing the entire class seeing my near-exposed butt was the embarrassingly short mini-skirt Ethan had picked out for me. 

I could feel everyone’s eyes glued to me as I walked up to the board and grabbed a marker.  Being in front of a 200-student lecture hall made me acutely aware of the overt sexiness of my appearance.  I could feel my jean skirt hugging my thighs, barely long enough to fully cover me.  I could feel a slight draft over my exposed midriff, my frilly white crop leaving little to the imagination.  Every step I took, I could feel my large, perky breasts bouncing, barely contained by my top.  I had never gone braless before so I felt very exposed, my nipples tenting the fabric of my shirt.

Scratching out the problem as quickly as I could, I headed back to my seat, my face burning red with embarrassment. On my way back over, I could see all the eyes I had just been feeling before.  Everyone looked surprised, even a bit confused.  They had never seen me like this before. 

Once class let out, I headed straight back to my apartment, which was within walking distance right off the edge of campus, making sure to avoid any eye contact on the way. 

When I opened the door to my apartment, I was greeted by the sight of my boyfriend Ethan sitting on the couch, doing some work on his laptop.  I immediately forgot all about my embarrassing outfit and quietly admired him.  I still couldn’t believe sometimes that Ethan was my boyfriend.  When he had asked me out three months previously, I was dumbfounded.  He was a hot bad boy and I was, well…  a frumpy, chubby nerd.  I had always accepted my appearance, never feeling insecure or unhappy with it, but I never expected that someone like him would ask me out on a date.  I had never really dated anyone before either, so having a boyfriend was a somewhat new experience in itself.  But, even considering that, I was not prepared for what my relationship ended up being like. 

“Hey Jess, how was class?” he asked, lifting his eyes from his computer screen.  Most people thought, based on his rugged, naturally edgy appearance, that Ethan was a total delinquent, but he was actually very studious and disciplined, studying on a tight schedule and approaching his work with a level of meticulousness that even rivaled mine.  

“As good as it could have been,” I blushed, turning my eyes away from him and shifting uncomfortably. 

“Is that all?” he asked, a slight devilish glimmer animating his face as he stood up from his seat to greet me.  “You know, I’m proud of you for being such a good sub today – you did a great job following directions.”  He walked up to me and wrapped me up in a warm embrace that made me feel small but safe.  “Did you end up doing any problems on the board?” 

An unexpected flood of arousal surged through me as I breathed in, preparing to respond to him. 

“Um… yeah, I actually did get to do one.  Everyone saw me dressed like a…”

Ethan grabbed my butt and gave it a firm squeeze, eliciting a surprised squeak from me as I tried to keep talking.  For some reason, every little thing he was doing was turning me on more than usual, but I couldn’t figure out why that was. 

“Dressed like what?” he asked coyly, his mouth turning up into an amused smile.

“You know… like a slut,” I stammered, finding it difficult to say something so embarrassing, even to him. 

“Good girl,” he cooed in response, stroking my long, bleach-blonde hair with his free hand.  “You’ve turned into such a sexy little slut since you became my sub.” 

It was true.  When I thought of BDSM in the past, I imagined whips, chains, leather, and that weird metal wheel with little pins sticking out of it.  But Ethan’s conception of it was completely different.  He got off to transforming nerdy, homely girls into hyper-feminine eye candy that he could wear on his arm.  So when Ethan and I started dating, he immediately brought it up, as it was one of his biggest sexual interests.  I was hesitant about it, but something about it deep down intrigued me…  Maybe it was the idea of becoming the hot girl I always saw in movies, or maybe it was the idea of being able to surrender control to a powerful alpha male.  But whatever the reason, I quickly came to love our play.  Once I agreed to start, Ethan put me on a training regiment where he controlled my diet and exercise, set fitness and weight goals for me, helped me schedule so I could accommodate the new responsibilities, and slowly replaced my wardrobe until my daily outfits were all youthful, chic, and sexy.  Before I knew it, I had lost 20 pounds, gained a figure I never knew I had, and was dressing well and wearing makeup every day.  When I went home for thanksgiving break, my family hardly recognized me.  After a while, I started wondering what could be next since I had already made such a dramatic transformation.  When Ethan picked out my sexiest outfit yet and told me to wear it to class, I quickly realized what he had in mind. 

“Don’t you love having everyone in class looking at you, lusting after you?” he breathed into my ear, sending a shiver of goosebumps down my arms and back.  As he groped my ass, I felt his fingers getting more and more adventurous, until they were tracing the G-string of my thong, just one tiny strip of fabric away from my asshole.  Nearly involuntarily, I found myself grinding against his finger, the mounting arousal and sexual tension already becoming too much for me to bear.  Fuck, vanilla sex is already a lot for me, let alone stuff like this, I thought, quickly losing my presence of mind to his teasing. 

“I really enjoyed seeing you come into your apartment looking like this,” he said, sliding a finger underneath my G-string.  “Seeing you submit to my will is seriously hot.  You even dyed your hair for me.”  I felt his finger rubbing against my asshole, causing me to arch my back and let out a whimper.  My mind started going blank and I pressed against him like a cat in heat. 

“Would you like a reward from me, you little slut?”  he asked, using his free hand to peel my little frilly top over my head, exposing my tits and my aroused, engorged nipples. 

“Please, sir, I can’t wait anymore,” I moaned, sliding off my skirt and panties, then bending over the couch and sticking my ass out to him. 

When Ethan had asked me how often I masturbated, I was a bit confused by the question.  I usually did it when I was bored or stressed and I didn’t think much of it.  It was more or less a way to pass the time.  I didn’t think abiding by his request to stop masturbating would be a big deal, since masturbating was never really a big deal to me.  But over time, I started to see why he asked me to do it.  After about a month of being physical with a guy for the first time, I was aching to be touched.  And Ethan loved to touch me.  But he never touched me down there.  I quickly became so horny that I could hardly control myself around him, and I wanted him to do anything, absolutely anything, as long as it could get me closer to release.

“Well, if you ask that nicely, I don’t see why I should refuse,” he replied from behind me, his grin audible. 

I felt his fingers first graze over the back of my thighs, a highly sensitive erogenous spot for me.  He ran his nails lightly over them, then squeezed and kneaded them firmly in alternating patterns.  Then, his hands started traveling up my legs, quickly arriving at my exposed butt.  When he got there, I spread my legs a little wider, giving him a full view of my toned, full butt, my asshole and my pussy.  It felt so erotic to be shamelessly exposed like that, and I could feel myself getting wetter by the second.  I felt his large, strong fingers exploring every inch of my butt, sometimes meandering over my lower back, around to my sides or down my legs briefly, but always settling again on my ass, seemingly intent on learning every angle and sensation.  No matter what he did, he never so much as grazed my pussy, which frustrated and aroused me in equal quantities.  Without warning, he spread my cheeks, exposing my asshole to him. 

“Have you been doing your training?” he asked me, his fingers grazing closer and closer to my hole until they were encircling it, almost touching it directly. 

“Yes sir, I’ve gotten up to the second biggest plug,” I responded, my heart skipping in anticipation of what he might do this time. 

“Well, if you’re onto the medium plug already, I think today might be the day for a big reward for you.”  I heard Ethan pull something out of his pocket, then the telltale sound of buttons and a zipper coming loose.  I started freaking out a bit mentally.  Is he going to do what I think he is?  I don’t know if I’m ready…  The butt plugs are one thing, but how could something as big as him fit inside me like that?  My nervous thoughts quickly clouded over with arousal.  I had been desperate for something more intense for months now, something that could give me the release I was so desperately craving.  Maybe I needed to just face my fear and take it. 

I felt a trickle of cold lube on my asshole, then his carefully manicured fingers rubbing around the entire area.  One, then two, then three fingers slid in effortlessly, much to my surprise.  I heard Ethan softly grunt in what I assumed was approval, and then he slowly slid in and out of me.  I had never had anything but my own fingers or a plug in my ass before, so being fingered by him was a completely new experience.  It felt so dirty and raunchy having someone’s fingers inside my body like that, and as he thrusted in and out, my mind completely shut off, surrendering to his ministrations and wanting nothing more but to keep feeling what I was feeling. 

“You really did train well.  I’m proud of you,” he gently cooed as he added more lube and picked up the pace with his fingers.  “I think it might be time for something a bit bigger.” 

I heard a slick sound that I could only identify as Ethan stroking himself, lathering up with lube.  I had never seen a penis before his but I knew that he had to be on the big side.  I started bracing myself, then remembered what I had learned – that you always have to be relaxed for anal.  Breathing in and out slowly and deeply, I got into the same headspace I had been training for months and decided I was ready to take him inside of me. 

“You probably never thought you’d lose your anal virginity first, did you?” Ethan asked, grabbing my small waist with one hand, the head of his dick touching the entrance to my ass.  He was right – he was the first guy I had ever been with sexually, so I was a virgin.  An unexpected pang of embarrassment came over me at the thought of how slutty it must be to lose my anal virginity first, but it was quickly overcome by an overwhelming need to have him inside me.

Unable to wait any longer, I pushed back onto him, my asshole stretching to accommodate his sizable girth.  It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before.  I didn’t have any pain, more a sensation of absolute fullness and intimacy.  I could feel every ridge and curve of his penis, and that feeling alone was pleasurable, along with the feeling of being completely full. 

Pushing back farther than I thought I would have to, I took him inside me until my butt was pressing against his pelvis, taking him fully inside me for the first time. 

Ethan immediately started thrusting, slowly at first, but picking up a rhythm as he got used to the sensation of fucking me.  Surprisingly, I was able to take him with ease, probably owing to the strict regimen of anal training he had me on.  I began matching his strokes, pushing into him when he was all the way in to maximize the depth of penetration.  I had never felt anything this good before, my body quivering with the sensation and arousal mixed all together.  I could get addicted to this, I thought, lost in the feeling of getting fucked. 

As Ethan picked up the pace, I felt his balls slapping my pussy a bit on each thrust, not hitting my clit, but making contact with my vulva and sending shocks of pleasure through me on each thrust.  It was the first time I had any stimulation to my pussy in months and it was from Ethan’s balls slapping against me.  The thought turned me on more than I wanted to admit to myself. 

“How do you like having my cock in you?” Ethan asked, grabbing my hair right at the base of my scalp and pulling my head back towards him as he pounded into me.  I moaned an incoherent response and he pulled my head back a bit more so he could kiss the side of my neck, adding another sensation to the already-overwhelming feeling. 

“Give me more, Sir…  I love being fucked by you,” I begged, my voice quivering in time with his hard and deep thrusts. 

“We can arrange that,” he replied, fucking me at what I could only assume was his maximum level of intensity.  Using his free hand, he massaged and caressed one of my breasts, fucking me as roughly as he could, letting out sexy, unrestrained moans.  I felt something building up inside me that I had never felt before.  Was it an orgasm?  I couldn’t tell.  It was a warm, pleasurable pressure I could feel starting in my stomach, then working its way both up and down, slowly enveloping my whole body in an aura of pleasure.  The more he fucked me, the more intense the feeling got, and it eventually centered itself in my groin.  It almost felt like my pussy was being directly stimulated, though I knew no such thing was happening.  I thrusted harder against him and relaxed into the feeling, trying to nourish it and allow it to keep growing. 

I could feel Ethan growing bigger and pulsing inside of me, his breath picking up and his grip on my body tightening.  Our moans both crescendoed at the same time, and moments later I felt Ethan explode into an orgasm, pulsing deep into me, his thrusting changing to short, intense thrusts deep inside my ass.  Feeling him cum caused a chain reaction, and the feeling I had been experiencing exploded into a cascade of orgasmic pleasure that blossomed through my whole body.  It was much more intense than any orgasm I had ever had before, lasting for what felt like whole minutes.  It felt like I was beside myself for a few moments, feeling Ethan pulse inside me while fireworks went off in my body.  Eventually, Ethan pulled out of me, and I heard the drip of cum leaking out of me as he walked across the room to get tissues.  I slumped onto the couch I had been bent over, naked and exhausted, and relaxed into a deep post-orgasmic bliss. 

Ethan came over to the couch and lied down with me, spooning me and gently stroking my hair, my collarbone, the side of my face. 

“Well, how was your first time having sex?” he asked, nuzzling up against me. 

“It felt pretty dirty, doing it anally for the first time, but honestly that kind of made me like it more,” I said, half embarrassed and half proud of myself for having done something so daring.  “And I mean, you have been helping me bring out my inner slut, so I guess it fits,” I mused, grinning involuntarily and enjoying the feeling of his warm body surrounding me, both of us sweaty but too tired to hop in the shower. 

“Well, there’s more where that came from,” Ethan replied, grinning with his voice again.  “Your training has only just begun.”


Chapter 2

Ethan had done it again.  I wasn’t sure why I was that surprised, but this was a whole new level from what I was used to. 

“I figured the beach would be a perfect place to show off the results of your training,” Ethan said, changing into his swim shorts after setting what he had picked out for me on the bed of the hotel room.  I should have been focused on the sexiness of my boyfriend, his shorts the perfect fit to accentuate his gym-honed muscles and sleek, strong frame.  We had decided to go to the beach for our spring break, getting a good five days away from everything at school.  I was really excited; I was just starting to really get used to having such a hot boyfriend (and having any boyfriend at all, really) and was seriously looking forward to a week of admiring him on the beach.  But it seemed like, as per usual, I was actually the one that was going to be the arm candy. 

The bikini Ethan had picked out for me was subtle in just the right ways that wearing it felt pretty dirty.  It wasn’t a microbikini or anything gaudy like that – no strings, no tiny triangles covering my bits, etc.  But, after putting it on, I realized I was probably going to attract a lot of stares.  The bikini was a pretty peach color, the top full enough that I felt secure wearing it but extremely revealing, pushing up my tits and maximizing my cleavage.  The bottom was a matching thong with a waistband that formed a high V from my crotch to my hips, making my hips look wider and my waist smaller.  Looking into the mirror, I hardly recognized myself.  I could see that I had fully transformed into a trophy girlfriend, someone who could easily have been mistaken for an Instagram model or social media influencer of some kind.  The peach color of the bikini stood out in subtle contrast to my tanned skin (I was normally pale and pasty, but Ethan had me start tanning in advance of our trip), my light blonde hair flowed in natural sensuous waves, and my tight, athletic body was on full display with the bikini.  I felt a bit embarrassed to be dressed like this, even in the hotel room, but I loved it at the same time.  For the first time, some slutty thoughts naturally flowed through my mind.  I wonder how many guys are gonna jerk off to me tonight when they get home, I thought, feeling a slight blush color my cheeks and I looked at myself in the mirror. 

“You look great,” Ethan said as he walked up from behind me, his imposing form making me look tiny by comparison.  He ran his hands over my smooth stomach, my wide hips and slim waist, traveling up my sides and grazing my breasts.  “I think we’re gonna be in for an exciting day today.  I hope you’re ready to take your sluttiness to the next level.” 

His last sentence made me pause and think for a moment.  He means by showing off in the bikini, right? I wondered.  My thought was interrupted by the feeling of Ethan’s fingers interlocking with mine, pulling me towards the door to head to the beach. 

Stepping out into public wearing such a sexy bikini, my body fully on display for everyone to see, was both embarrassing and thrilling.  I was drawing the stares of nearly everyone around me, male or female, which I had never done before.  We headed to the beach, set up our towels under an umbrella, and eased into a relaxing afternoon, sometimes resting in the shade or sunbathing, sometimes going out to the ocean and playing.  At first, I could hardly focus on anything else besides my outfit and how much attention I was getting, but eventually that faded into a slow but steady thrum of stimulation that just added a bit of a sexy edge to our beach hang. 

Before I knew it, it was time to get dinner, so Ethan and I toweled off, headed to the boardwalk, and went to a burger place that had outdoor seating.  As we ate, we talked about some trivial things – teachers we liked or disliked, drama amidst our friend groups, etc.  But one thing had been gnawing at the back of my mind, and I knew it was only a matter of time until I was too curious to not bring it up. 

“Hey Ethan, when you said I was going to take my sluttiness up to the next level, what exactly did you mean?”  I asked quietly as we finished our meals. 

The question had been nagging me for a while.  Maybe I was just getting used to the kind of play we did, but while going out in public in a sexy bikini was hot, and was definitely more exposing than I was used to, it did more or less feel similar to the kind of play we did normally at school.  Did Ethan have something planned that I hadn’t even considered? 

Ethan perked up, an amused look spreading across his face. 

“Oh, interesting,” he said, gazing deep into me, as if he was reading something about my expression that even I wasn’t aware of.  “I think I see what you’re asking.  I guess you know me well enough by now to know that when I say we’re taking it up to the next level, I really mean it.” 

My heart jumped at his words.  So I was right; he has something else planned for us tonight.  I could feel some arousal already start welling up in my body, knowing something even more exciting than what we had already been doing was on the menu for tonight. 

Ethan checked the time on his phone and gestured to me. 

“Actually, you brought this up at the perfect time.  Looks like it’s time to give you your surprise.” 

Holding his hand and trailing slightly behind him, I walked with Ethan back to our hotel lobby. 

“So what is this surprise you mentioned?” I asked, getting a bit nervous and antsy.  I couldn’t imagine what he had in mind in the hotel room.  Did he buy some sort of new toy he was going to try out on me?  Were we going to be in for some all-night edging scene?  My mind raced with the possibilities.  I was excited for anything, though.  A whole day of showing myself off to strangers had me feeling really horny and pent-up. 

As we passed the lobby, Ethan stopped and headed over to a nearby couch, gesturing for me to sit. 

“So, any guesses for what the surprise is?” he asked.  I could see a glimmer in his eye that meant he was getting into kink mode. 

“Hm, I’ll say…  You planned a long scene for me tonight.  You had to check the time before to make sure we’d have enough time to do everything you wanted to do.  I’ve started to catch onto your tricks by now.” 

“You’re not exactly wrong,” he replied, smirking.  “But that’s not the whole picture.”  He looked out towards the front doors, then back at me.  “It looks like you’re about to find out in just a couple moments.” 

As he spoke, I saw two older men, maybe in their late 30’s or early 40’s, walking from the front door in our direction, towards the rooms.  But instead of heading to the elevators, they headed straight towards the couch where we were sitting.  They both were looking around, and when they noticed me, twin looks of recognition crossed their faces and they both hurried over towards us. 

“Hey Ethan, I’m John and this is my friend Lucas.  Sorry for the hold up, traffic was crazy,” one of the men said, holding out his hand to Ethan, who shook it and then similarly greeted the other man. 

I was baffled, not able to make sense of what was going on.  At first I assumed these two guys were friends of Ethan’s that he happened to see there, but that didn’t make sense.  What did the one guy mean that he was held up in traffic?  So they were planning to meet?  And if they were his friends, why were they so much older?  My nerves shot up immediately as I tried to piece together what was happening. 

Ethan turned towards me and rested his hand on my thigh.  “Don’t worry babe, this is all according to plan.  I told you that you would be taking your sluttiness up to the next level today.  Well, I enlisted these two guys to help us with that.  John and Lucas, this is my girlfriend, Jess.  She’s going to be our toy for tonight.” 

In what felt like just a few moments later, I was back in the hotel room, on my knees, unbuckling Lucas’s pants, John and Ethan standing by the bed watching intently.  I was so nervous that my hands were shaking, which I was hoping that no one noticed.  I was not expecting this to be my surprise scene; it was on a whole other level of intensity.  I had never even kissed anyone other than Ethan, let alone touched their dick.  And on top of that, these guys were complete strangers to me.  But, above all else, I wanted to be an obedient submissive to Ethan, and after all these months of training, there was some part of me, deep down, that relished in the thought of being a true slut. 

As I unbuckled Lucas’s belt, I noticed a growing bulge in the crotch of the shorts he was wearing, inches from my face.  I unbuttoned his pants, unzipped, and after a moment of hesitation, closed my eyes and quickly pulled them down.  As soon as I did, I felt something warm lightly bump up against my face.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, and I knew that as soon as I opened my eyes, I would be in a reality I couldn’t go back from. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?”  Lucas asked, running his hand roughly through my hair, mussing it.  “Let’s see how slutty you can get.” 

Opening my eyes to the scene in front of me, I remembered the motto of my anal training and relaxed into the scene, taking Lucas’s cock in my hand and stroking him.  Hearing another man’s moan shocked me at first but it was definitely hot.  Breaking out of my initial tentativeness, I began stroking Lucas with a bit more intensity, paying attention to the feeling of every ridge and curve of his penis in my hand, the little subtleties of his body that were new to me and different from Ethan’s. 

“Your girlfriend’s a real slut, you know that?”  Lucas said offhandedly to Ethan in between moans.  “You don’t find them this hungry for cock too often,” he continued, looking at Ethan, whose brow was furrowed in concentration.  I could tell he was enjoying himself. 

Lucas looked down at me, his eyes flooded with a carnal aura.  He put one hand on the back of my head and pulled me closer to him, the tip of his dick pressing into my cheek. 

“You know how to stroke, but do you know how to suck, too?”  he asked, positioning himself so the head of his penis was touching my lips.  It felt so wrong for my lips, which had only ever kissed Ethan, to be touching the engorged cock of a stranger, but the thrill was too great for me to ignore.  Relaxing my jaw, I took him into my mouth, eliciting a stronger moan from before, as well as a moan from John, who had started rubbing himself over his pants, watching us intently.  I began bobbing my head up and down, taking most of Lucas’s impressive length down my throat, gagging myself occasionally, alternating between sucking him and stroking him, using my saliva as extra lube. 

After a few minutes of this, I heard some shuffling from Ethan’s direction as John walked over to Lucas and me, his fully erect dick throbbing in his hand and a lusty expression on his face.  “I think now’s about time for the real fun to begin,” he said, grabbing a fistful of my hair and forcing me down on his cock, away from Lucas’s.  Taking the rough treatment in stride, I used one hand to stroke Lucas, then used the other to gently massage John’s balls while he skull-fucked me.  The erotic energy of the scene was palpable and my heart was nearly beating out of my chest as I serviced both men.  After a while, I was completely lost in the naughtiness of the scene, relishing in how roughly I was being treated, how I was nothing more than a fuck toy to these two men.  I almost didn’t notice Ethan coming up behind me. 

“Hey Jess, I’m impressed,” he cooed into my ear while I alternated between sucking each of the strangers.  “You really adapted to this with ease…  Maybe I’ve corrupted you completely.  You know, there’s just one thing left to do that I think would be icing on the cake, so to speak.”  I felt his hands on my back, untying my bikini top and letting it fall to the floor, then doing the same with the bottoms, leaving me completely naked. 

“Why don’t you get on your hands and knees for me?” he continued, using one hand to push my head down further onto Lucas’s cock while roughly groping my chest with the other. 

I complied readily, getting onto all fours and arching my back for Ethan, just like he had trained me to do for the past handful of months. 

“Wow, you’re so wet already,” he commented, smacking my ass callously as he inspected me from behind.  I tried to respond to him but my mouth was too full of cock to be able to get more than a muffled groan out.  “You know, after seeing what a great trophy girlfriend you were on the beach today, how eager you were to suck stranger dick…  I think it might be time for a reward.  Would you like to lose your virginity tonight?” 

My breath caught in my throat at his words.  At first, a flash of anger welled up in me.  I’m not such a slut that I’d give up my virginity while sucking off two strange older men!  But, upon further reflection, I realized that I was already too much of a slut to claim otherwise at this point.  And besides, I had never been so aroused before in my life.  Losing my virginity like this would be the ultimate symbol of sluthood, proof that I was corrupted beyond repair. 

After a few more seconds of thought, I looked back at Ethan, locking eyes with him. 

“Take it,” I breathed at him, holding his gaze for just a moment more before getting back to the task in front of me. 

“Gladly,” Ethan replied, the characteristic perverse amusement I had become familiar with from him coloring his speech.  For the first time ever, I felt Ethan run his fingers over my soaking wet pussy.  I couldn’t believe how great it felt for another person to be touching my pussy.  It wasn’t like masturbation at all.  After so many months of anal training and denial, I felt like I could almost cum just from him grazing my pussy with his fingers.  He didn’t stay there for long, though.  Moments later, I felt Ethan’s penis resting on top of my ass, then sliding down slowly over my asshole, but continuing down, his tip grazing my slit, sliding the whole way to my clit, then sliding back to my opening, just a single thrust away from taking my virginity. 

“I hope you’re ready for this,” he breathed into my ear once more, then pushed his cock inside my virgin pussy in one long stroke. 

After months of teasing, edging, anal training, and denial, coupled with the mounting arousal from servicing multiple guys, having Ethan inside me was all I needed to push me over the edge.  I came right away, convulsing on Ethan’s cock, unable to pay any attention to whichever cock was in my mouth at that moment.  My body exploded into pleasure, and as my orgasm subsided, Ethan started fucking me hard and fast. 

“You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this moment,” he said, growling animalistically as he pounded me.  “I knew I wanted to wait for just the right timing, but fuck…  this is good.”  I felt his balls slapping against me, but this time, they hit my clit, giving me a little extra jolt of stimulation with every thrust.  I cried out in pleasure as Ethan fucked me, and allowed the two men in front of me to use my mouth as they pleased.  I was too overwhelmed with pleasure to take an active role in anything. 

Shortly into it, I felt John’s cock engorge in my mouth, bobbing and pulsing.  “Fuck, I’m gonna blow,” he moaned, pulling out of my mouth and stroking himself to completion, shooting a thick, sticky load of semen onto my face.  Having him cum on me while my boyfriend fucked me triggered a strong wave of arousal that pushed me over the edge to another orgasm, which rippled through me and caused me to clamp down on Ethan’s cock as he ravaged me. 

“Fuck, I just came again,” I moaned, looking up at the two men, cum streaked across my face.  That was all it took for Lucas to follow suit, stroking himself off onto me and unloading another thick load on top of his friend’s. 

My second orgasm seemed to have an effect on Ethan, and I felt him swelling up even more inside me, his moans increasing in volume as he fucked me, grabbing me by the waist with his hands to pull me into him. 

“Do you wanna finish the night like a real slut, Jess?”  he asked me, his voice pungent with lust and carnal hunger. 

“Please,” I replied.  “Do whatever you want to me.  Use me…”

“Well then, let’s end your first time getting fucked with a raw creampie,” Ethan said.  I felt him slam into me with even more intensity than before, intent on getting himself off using my hole.  I could feel a third orgasm building up in me as I thought about being used like an object by my own boyfriend, and moments later, I felt him explode inside me, which triggered my own orgasm, even stronger than the previous two.  Ethan moaned loudly and pumped his seed inside me, the contractions of my orgasm helping to milk him even more.  Our moans crested together, then eventually slowed and softened as our orgasms subsided.  He pulled out of me, then immediately picked me up princess style and set me on the bed.  I melted into the bed, completely naked, three exhausted men standing there looking at me, the room hot with sex.  I felt my formerly virgin pussy, a hot stream of cum leaking out of me onto the comforter.  I went to rub my eyes and was surprised to feel two loads of cum on it.  I had almost forgotten in the rush of getting fucked for the first time. 

Ethan walked over to me, his phone in his hand.  “I think we could use a photo to commemorate your slut baptism.  You have no idea how hot you look right now.”  I nodded, too tired to say much of anything.  I smiled weakly, but with a truly slutty look in my eyes, making a peace sign with one hand as Ethan snapped the picture, capturing my roughly used, naked body, two loads of cum on my face and one load leaking out of me, completely spent and exhausted. 

“I think this might be the start of some very sexy adventures for us, don’t you think?”  Ethan handed me a tissue for my face, stroking my hair as I wiped myself off. 

I squeezed his butt lightly with one hand.  “I think so, too.  I’m so glad you’ve turned me into your trophy girlfriend slut.” 
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