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Editor's Note:

This series is not entirely soft in nature. All
participants are over 25. It is recommended you be ready for
anything. You have been warned.


Sex Education

I'm a bad mother - I get it. I mean my son is
educated by this man. Why can't I stop doing this with him? He's a
teacher. HE should know better than to take advantage of me
like this.

The strap bites into my wrists. He likes to
dominate me. It's connected to a lead that he's using to yank my
arms up over the ring above his desk that no one ever notices and
is only used in situations like this.

"Bitch."

He pulls out another big gel ball from my ass.
They are way bigger than normal and he forced them into me. I don't
mind so much, but I do wish he would be more soft when he's using
me like this. My butt hurts enough from where he's been spanking me
with the steel ruler he uses in maths class.

As if summoned by my thoughts, the ruler comes
down and contacts with my butt. It leaves a reddening welt there. I
won't be able to sit down without discomfort for a little
while.

"B-i-t-c-h," he whispers in
my ear evilly.

His free hand slips around my throat and he
chokes me as I look into his eyes.

"I'm going to put my sperm up in your womb. You
will get pregnant off this."

He doesn't use condoms with me. I'm so scared
that this secret addiction of mine will land me with another
fatherless child. I don't like to think of myself as trailer trash,
but its getting to the point that I might be considered the richer
version of that at this pace.

"Please pull out."

He shakes his head and comes close to
me.

"All in your womb. A baby is coming. Do you
think your son will like his new brother?"

I don't like this treatment, but my pussy is
wetter than ever on hearing the sort of filth that he is spouting
out at me. It's not that I was born a masochist. I think this man
has trained me to become the worst kind of woman. As a devote
church-going Christian, who does actually believe in god, I don't
know how I can stand this use; however, I do - even like it
perhaps.

"I'm going to cum. Any second, your little
pussy is going to make me cum."

He laughs at the fear in my eyes and I groan in
excitement. Good emotions, bad emotions, just feeling something is
enough.

He jerks once and then smiles in satisfaction.
I can feel his cock contracting inside of me. Squirts of juice are
flowing up into my cunt and impregnating me. I'm being inseminated
by his baby tool. What a slut I have become.

"Say thank you to teacher," he
commands.

I look into his eyes. I don't want to say
it.

"... thank you, teacher," I relent as he picks
up the heavier steel ruler.

"Too slow!"

He spanks down on my ass hard. It feels good,
when I know that it shouldn't. I can feel his mega-load leaking
from my pussy. This bastard of a man - my son's precious, kind
teacher turned sadist - is a beast. He always cums huge. I feel
like I've been drenched inside. Filthy: That's what I think of
myself.

"You haven't had enough fun yet."

He comes around front.

"You know I don't like this."

The teacher pushes his cock into my mouth
regardless. He doesn't listen to complaints. This man is
merciless.

"Yeah, that's it. Suck that dick."

I do as he tells me to. His dick is big and
veiny. It's hardly the gorgeous type of dick that I would want on a
lover. I can smell the sperm that must have been fermenting on his
groin all day. He's been thinking of me as he teaches his students.
This man has been desiring this throughout the day. His dick has
been leaking into his underwear and the sperm has been slowly
hardening into a dirty smelling paste. That is what he is ramming
down my throat, along with all of that fresh cum that he has been
storing up in his balls since the last 'emergency parent-teacher
fucking' he arranged a week ago.

"Lick it. Make sure it is clean or I will force
feed you your ass flavor."

The last time that I didn't do my job properly,
he forced his fingers into my butt and made me suck them. I enema
regularly at his command, but it wasn't pleasant.

I work hard on his dick, running my tongue up
and down it and sucking on the tip when he pulls the foreskin
back.

"How is this hole back here?" he asks, walking
back around to the other side of me and poking my ass. The big butt
plug he inserted before is filling me up in a nasty way.

"Look at how big it is. You must be so
sore."

He pushes it inwards.

"I bet you want me to pull this out and put
something bigger inside. How long has it been since I put this in
you?"

"One week."

"And you used it every day?"

"As you told me."

"Good."

He walks around to his briefcase and opens it.
The man pulls out a large brown paper bag.

"I went shopping today."

He pulls out a huge carrot.

"No, please..."

He pushes it to my lips. It won't even fit in
my mouth.

"Yes, Danny's mother has been very bad," he
mutters, his eyes wide with pleasure as I am forced to coat the
thing with my saliva.

The teacher walks around back and pulls the
plug out slowly. I want to cry out that this is wrong. That he is
about to use a vegetable on a hole that was only meant to expel
used food. He's going to ram that thing deep up in my ass. I still
have dreams about what he did that time with that bat. Admittedly
it was a children's version, but it was still what it was. This is
even more lewd. This is really not how one should be using
food.

"In we go," he tells me as soon as the plug
comes out.

I cry out as my asshole is
stretched.

"What's cooking, mumma? Does Danny's mother
like having vegetables in her ass?"

"No," I squeal.

That doesn't stop him pushing it in. I can feel
the skin of my ass being pulled straight outwards as he pushes in
and out slowly. There is no pain, but it is not nice either. I feel
a burning in the skin around my butt. I worry that the carrot will
break off in there. I think that will be really difficult to
explain to a doctor. 'How did you get a huge carrot in your ass?'
he will ask, probably noting the cum leaking out of my pussy at the
same time. I don't think I can reply to that.

The carrot is worked in and out. It's much
harder than a dick. I don't like how it feels. My butt wasn't meant
for this, but I would take a big fat black cock over this carrot.
It just doesn't feel right.

"Please take it out."

"No..."

"Please--- Please take it
out."

He doesn't listen. He is working it around and
around. I can feel the lube that he's been making me hold in there
slurping out around the grooves in the carrot. It feels so weird. I
don't know if I like this.

"You aren't enjoying this?" he asks
me.

"Who could enjoy something like
this?"

He laughs loudly filling the room with the
masculine sound of it.

"Then I will have to make sure that you are
satisfied here."

He pulls on my clit and I cry out.

"Let's see... what about this?"

He picks up something from inside the bag. It
makes a crackling sound.

"No----- NOT THAT!"

He covers my mouth.

"Foolish woman, do you want us to be
caught?"

To be caught in this position. There is no way
that this story would not be told to someone somewhere. A woman
tied over the desk of a teacher with a vegetable in her ass and cum
leaking from her cunt. The welts on my ass would be hard enough to
explain, but this situation is impossible. I can't make too much
sound, but this thing... I don't like this.

"You want this, don't you?"

He crackles it next to me.

"Please, no!"

It's too late. The stun gun is a small low
powered British made device. It's not meant to stun anyone, but to
supply a very low pulse electrical shock. He pushes that to my clit
and pulls the red trigger on the side inwards. I arch and bite my
lip. Anywhere on my skin, this would not hurt, but on my clit it is
agonizing.

"Noooo!" I squeal.

He pulls it off and comes around
front.

"Bitch, I told you."

He grabs a gag from the desk below me and ties
it over my mouth.

"Don't you get us caught. It's not just me that
will go down."

The teacher goes around back again and
reapplies the stun gun to my clit. He pulls the trigger again and I
squeeze my eyes shut. My pussy is convulsing hard and I can't stop
crying out in pain and pleasure. I don't like to think that this
turns me on, but it does. I feel so bad and so good at the same
time. I am a whore and know it. Jesus will never forgive me for
this.

"Ah, goodddd, nooo---..."

I cum on the stun gun and get a little shock.
It sends me over the edge.

"Damn... you popped the carrot out."

He pushes it back in. For a moment, his persona
of being a hard sadist is lost. My teacher seems
impressed.

"Let's finish things with a bang."

He tapes the stun gun to my clit with masking
tape. The button is held down and I cry out as he works the carrot
in and out of my ass with the other hand viciously jerking his
cock.

"More cum for you?" he asks with a
chuckle.

Cum coats my reddened ass. Mother has been
used. I feel like a slut.

"Relief at last."

He spanks me to remove any relief I might have
felt.

"I will leave you here for an hour like this to
think about your son's behavior."

I beg him not to, but he leaves anyway. I am
tied like a whore. Anyone can find me. I feel so dirty. It feels so
good.


Confessions

"Father, can god ever forgive me?"

The father sits in silence behind the
screen.

"Father?"

There's a grunt on the other side. I look to
it.

"Are you alright?"

A hand is pressed to the screen between me and
the man.

"Lick it."

I stare. There's cum on his hand. What type of
madness is this?

"No."

"I know who you are. I will tell Danny if you
don't."

"You wouldn't."

'I would. This is not the first
time."

This man teaches Sunday school. How could this
be happening?

"Lick it."

He pushes his hand harder against it so that
the screen bends.

"I..."

"Lick or I tell."

I come forward. Even the church is using me.
This man has jacked off during my story and now he wants me to
clean off the juices on his filthy fingers. I can't even comprehend
how this happened.

I lean forward and lick the screen. It is
soaked with his juices. It's watery and stinks. This one hasn't cum
in quite some time. I'm licking aged cum off the screen. It's so
disgusting.

"Come with me."

He steps out. The door is opened and he reaches
inside to grab me by the front of the dress.

"Father?"

He pulls me out back through a small door and
pushes me up to the wall. He's a small bald man with a slightly
fattened stomach. He reaches under his robes and yanks them up at
the front. The man's dick is small and hairy. Even flaccid, it is
not attractive. Why do all the men in my life have ugly dicks? I
wonder that a lot.

I'm pushed to my knees and he forces me under
his black robes. It's dark underneath and he forces his hands into
my head through them. The priest pushes me to his balls and makes
me suck on them. I lick at whatever comes in front of my face with
my small wet tongue. This bastard is just like all the other men:
I'm just their hole. Strangely, that is a turn on.

"Dirty slut! You need a
christening."

He drags me out and orders me to pull down the
top of my dress. I expose my breasts and he jerks on his dick. The
thing is small, but I realize that it has some pretty amazing
stamina. He's already hard again. I stare up at him as his brow
crinkles.

"I'm going to cum."

He cums all over my face and hair. I'm sticky
and nasty and it feels sort of good.

"Rub it on your nipples," he
commands.

I pull off my bra and relent. I can't afford
for him to tell my son about this. Our relationship is bad enough
as it is.

His juice is thick and globby. This man really
hasn't loosed his dick cum in a long time. It sticks to my breasts
and leaks down into my thick cleavage.

"Dirty child. You will come back tomorrow. I
will have something special for you."

I look up in worry. He knows about what
happened at the school. I can't afford to anger him. The look in
his eyes tells me that this man is not one to be fooled
with.

He leaves. I am coated with cum. There is no
toilet in the church. I will have to go home like this - covered in
semen. This is disgraceful.


Priest's Satisfaction

"Mummy, are you going to church again
today?"

I pat my son on the head. He's still small, but
he's such a good boy. We have issues, but, I know that of all the
men in my life, this little boy will never cause me problems like
what I have with the older ones. He is my knight in shining
armor.

"I have to go for a little while."

"But it's so late."

"The father wants me to help with the church
festival."

"It's so far away. Are you sure? I have
popcorn."

I smile at him.

 

"Just keep the door locked, ok."

I leave him behind. There's a fake smile on my
face. I'm letting my little boy stay up late watching movies so I
can get fucked by an old man. This is not good.

The trip to the church takes me about 20
minutes. I park my little car in the parking lot and walk over to
the front door. The priest is waiting when I get there.

"You are on time. That is good."

He pulls me inside. What we find there shocks
me.

"Who are all these men?"

He laughs his old man laugh.

"Just a few friends."

I don't recognize anyone, but everyone is
wearing a cross on a silver chain around their necks. I realize
that these men must be priests from the neighboring towns. What
does this old man expect of me? Are these men here to
watch?

"Friends, she has come," the priest proclaims,
raising his hands above his head and ripping out in his best sermon
voice.

He turns to me and points.

"See the slut and lock the doors."

I spin. A younger man wearing the black and
white of a junior priest closes the doors.

"What is going on?" I cry.

"The games have begun."

Big men grab me. I am so small among them and
there are so many. They take me up and drag me to the
altar.

"Clear it!"

It is cleared quickly and with
reverence.

"What the hell is this?" I scream, my voice
echoing in the arches above.

"It is the filling of the hoe," a voice speaks
out behind me.

I look around a man's shoulder. The teacher is
here.

"What are you doing here? What are they
doing?"

"We are going to fix you."

Fix is emphasized. I imagine cutting. These
guys are Catholics. Anything is possible.

"What are you going to do to me?"

"The teacher has informed us of your ways. We
have decided that you need to be trained to become our docile
whore. There are many men in the local communities that have need
of a hole to release their needs in. You will become that hole,"
the priest answers.

"You want me to become a sex party
prostitute."

The priest chuckles.

"A prostitute is paid."

"Oh..."

"These men have come to be the first to fill
you. Only one man - your user - is not of the cloth. This will be a
holy venture."

The men slam me down on the altar. It has
mounts for long shackles. I never noticed that all those times that
I went to church. Now, I'm getting to see how they work up close.
This is getting fucked up.

"Strip her!"

My clothing is torn off my dozens of hungry
hands.

"I have her panties!" a man
cries.

I see him holding them up to Jesus, who just
happens to be looking down at me. On the angle that he is on, it
seems like he is looking at me lewdly. I guess that is what they
call 'a new perspective'.

My knees come together as men paw at them.
Their hands are large and feel sweaty and greasy. They slip over me
and yank them apart.

"No, don't do it. I don't want
this."

"YES, FEAR IT!" the
priest screams.

Someone edges into the crowd. He is jacking off
his dick hard.

"YEahhh--h!"

Cum splatters my face. No warning, no
apologies, just cum - that's it.

"THE FIRST LAYER HAS BEEN GIVEN! MORE, MORE,
MOREEE----!!!"

Another two step through. My legs are open and
the position is such that my thighs are just off the end of the
smallish altar. My pussy is pressed upwards and my lower back
slightly curved. Because my legs are so wide, the cum coats my cunt
lips completely. There are white globs of man juice all over my
hole. I feel so dirty. These men didn't even grunt - just came in
silence and then stepped away. All I got was one look at one of
their leering faces.

"MORE! FILTHY
HER!"

The priest breaks into a sermon as the cum
shower begins.

"I have your juice here, bitch!"

My head is pulled to the side. I open my mouth
in protest, but a cock is jammed in. The owner cums straight down
my throat. It goes well with the nasty smelling load that someone
coats my nostrils and lips with at the same time. I smell and taste
cum so deeply that I feel all I can experience is semen. I am the
perfect definition of a 'cum dumpster' right now. This is not even
ok.

"RAM A DICK IN! JESUS
COMMANDS YOU!"

I squeal as a huge black cock is rammed to the
hilt in my cunt.

"Suck my dick, babe."

I get a stubby, hairy Middle Eastern dick
jammed into my throat. He lasts about 2 minutes as the other guy
nearly breaks my back with how hard he is hitting me. I feel like
his huge hips are double my own. He lines me up like he's the star
slugger on the team and he's aiming to do a home run with each
strike. I feel like he's ramming a baseball bat straight up my
cunt. This guy is fat enough to be in porn. It's sort of a waste
that he's a religious man. Some girl could be happy on the end of
this piece - fortunately or unfortunately, that's me.

"The lord is speaking to me brothers. He is
telling me he wants to see more cock. Uncloth the pieces and work
the whore. She is still conscious."

I stare. What are these guys going to do to
me?

"I'm going to fuck you when you are out,
bitch," a man says to me from above.

I'm too busy with two guys trying to jam
jackhammer sized cocks in my mouth, but I tell him to go fuck
himself with my eyes. I think he mistakes 'himself' for
me.

"Blow in it already, Leroy. I got a dirty load
coming."

The black guy begins ripping me a new pussy.
His dick swells and then he grunts just once as he cums in me and
is almost instantly replaced by another guy and his middle class
dick.

"Make the harlot clean the piece."

Leroy and his massive dripping dick comes
around and rams it in my mouth. Men snigger and whisper 'whore',
'slut', 'hole' in low voices. It's actually sort of a turn
on.

"Pull out."

The voice is that of my teacher. I cry out when
he steps through with a small leather strap and whips my cunt
hard.

"She's squirting it out!!!"

"Unbelievable!"

"Lord saves us!"

I am strapped again.

"More! Show us more!"

"We need more cum."

Men whack off their cocks hard as my teacher
stands around with an amused look in his eyes. The men around me
are a wash of lust, but he is still among them. This is the
difference between a real sadist and men who are just tools for the
sadist's enjoyment.

"The Lord is kind!" the priest screams, taking
a long gulp from a bottle of 'holy water' and spitting it back up
in the air to coat me in little red droplets.

"I got some for her."

A cock is rammed in. It jerks as I am
impregnated again by a man.

The next three are a blur. It is only by the
tenth man in a row that the teacher puts up a hand for
silence.

The men slow their stroking and watch on. The
teacher brings back his strap and slaps down hard on my clit. I
scream and squirt a long stream of cum out over his brown
trousers.

"FILTHY..."

"WHORE!!!"

"BEAST!"

"MAIDEN OF
SIN!"

I am grabbed. Men work every part of my body
roughly and without care. They want to touch the hole - that is
all; to grope her; to molest her; to use her. They desire nothing
else. Just yanking, pulling and stretching.

"Ouch!" I cry.

My clit is yanked out. My nipples twisted. My
hair is being pulled. I am nothing but a touch toy for
them.

"Move aside. The lord has come."

They stop and step away. The looks on their
faces is like wild animals held on leashes. They will jump on me
again at a moment’s notice, these beasts of mine.

A large cross is rolled forward on a wheeled
mount. It is a big metal thing. I stare. What are they going to do
to me with this?

The priest pats it and smiles.

"We are going to stick this into
you."

I scream.

"No, no! It is too big."

He laughs and reaches to the top. Pulling on
it, the thing comes off.

"What the fuck?"

My head tilts sideways. This can't be
happening.

Standing before me is a huge silver dildo with
ingrained images of Jesus fucking angels all over it. The thing is
probably pretty old. What the fuck is with these people to have
something like this? I remember clearly it being out on my son's
christening. What the fuck?

Two men grab it like a battering ram and
position it.

"You can't do this! Not with the
cross!"

I'm not highly religious, but I know when we
have hit our limit. Even a muslim would find this offensive and
they don't like christens very much.

"IN! JESUS COMMANDS THAT THE
LORD IS PUT IN!"

It is cold, but lubed. They were planning this.
It slips into my cunt. The thing is hard as steel, which is what it
is. I don't like it, but the men do. They watch in awe as the thing
is gently pulled in and out to get me stretched for it.

"Careful with it. Do not harm the
Lord!"

Not even worrying about the hole. That's fucked
up.

They pound me hard with the thing. Occasionally
a man will come forward and cum on the cross as it comes out. That
cum is pushed in with the inward stroke. In a way it is like being
made pregnant by the thing. I am getting babies from a cross. This
is just wrong.

"Remove the Lord."

The teacher comes forward and whips my cunt
over and over until it is red and I am cumming.

"It is time for this to end."

The fat priest comes forward and slips down on
me in the missionary position. He rams his small dick into me. The
man is naked and hairy. It is so filthy. He is probably over 60.
This old, hairy man fucking me. His dirty sweaty body is greasing
over me. Other men's cum is getting stuck in his body hair. I even
note that he has a hairy back. This is awful.

Cum flows in. I look aside in shame. With my
luck, I will have this hairy man's child. I am the
worst.

The teacher unlocks me. Men dress and leave as
he sits down on the front row and relaxes. I don't move; I just
stare upwards.

"You will never be the same," he
promises.

I don't doubt he is right.


Trailer Trash Fuck Party

She rocks away on the fat ugly trucker's
dick.

"Take it, fucking whore."

The men around her laugh. Her big tits are fill
of milk and squirt everywhere. The woman's stomach is big with a
baby on the way - or two. She has a look of painful enjoyment. It
is probably due to the butt plug in her ass, which is the only
thing holding in the liquid they pushed in there.

The man cums and the others take their turns.
When it is over, they leave a big, fat envelope of money on the
kitchen table.

The phone rings. She reaches past a broken
bottle to it.

"Yes?"

"Mummy, it's Danny."

She looks to the clock.

"Sorry, I totally forgot."

The pregnant woman wipes some drool from her
mouth and wobbles up. She quickly pulls on some tracksuit pants
that will soon be drenched with cum and a coat and dull t-shirt
over top.

This woman picks up the money and walks into
her bedroom. She picks up her car keys and opens a long drawer,
throwing the envelope in with the others. There are hundreds of
similar envelopes inside. Literally 100,000s of 1000s of dollars -
money that stopped meaning anything to her a long time
ago.

She goes outside and gets into her SUV. It's
expensive - very expensive. Her phone rings.

"Yes?"

"It's Ted. Can you come over on Tuesday in the
afternoon?"

"How many?"

"20 men."

"I don't come for less than 30, Ted. You need
to talk to the church."

He grumbles into the phone a little.

"I'll pay double."

She thinks it over. Her son does need to go to
Harvard one day and become a top class doctor.

"I'll think about it."

She puts the phone down. The church's whore.
Rich as fuck and loving it.

 


This is the first book in the Random
Strangers Series. You can find more at an e-store near you. Thank
you for reading.


Message From Sophie Sin:

I actually wrote this last. I wonder if you can
tell? It feels like a crazy escalation has been happening in these
books. The madness only gets more mad. I wonder what is coming in
the future? Sophie doesn't know. Keep reading to find
out!


If you would like to read more of Sophie Sin's
work, you can find it at this link:

https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/SophiaSin
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