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Editor's Note:

This is pretty r-rated, alrighty. We got crazy
shit in abundance, but it's all consensual and everyone is over 18.
Still, you would think people would know better... Luckily for us
they don't, eh?


Mental Health Ward

Crazies howl, making bird calls and screaming
profanity. The ward is busy. There's a new load of fresh idiots in.
It's a nice accompaniment - this wild, raging man sound - to the
hard slapping of a rounded antique chair leg being forced into a
young nurse's bruised pussy.

"Do it faster. I am
tiring of this."

The nurse is a nymphomaniac. Not by choice, but
by the miracle of drugs created by male scientists with one thing
in mind: To bypass the inhibitions of a foolish woman and make her
a willing cock slave. This asylum is full of crazier things than
the mentally ill (although they play a part in this game too). No,
the doctors - those gnarled men of age and old ideas - they are the
evil here. The young nurse didn't know that when she was
'selected', but she's learning. This is only her second day on the
job and she's flanging her cunt on the end of a broken chair leg.
The huge bulging round of the end is being forced to her womb and
she doesn't care. She loves it.

"FASTER I said. You young people are so
lazy."

The older man stands and adjusts his glasses in
the dimness of his office. The woman is squatting on her play toy
in the middle of the room. She is naked and small in size. Her
breasts are barely a round. This is her first job - no experience
required. She was a virgin before this. This one has never been
used.

The man walks around and spanks her clit
several times with the base of his fingers. She cries out and rides
it faster. Her widely extended pussy sucks on the wooden polished
length of it and she moans in ecstasy. The nurse turned tool likes
this treatment.

The older man with his wrinkled brow and
expressionless face watches her. He stands above her with an air of
disinterest. The woman is violently flanging her pussy with the
wooden chair leg, yet he seems to feel little to nothing. His pose
is one of a man who has seen the underside of the world, accepted
it and revels in it. This man doesn't even smile in the slightest
as the woman in front of him stairs up into his eyes with such a
strong look of desire for his validation. This man sees her pussy
stretching and straining to accommodate the monster tool being
rammed into her over and over for his visual enjoyment. There is
little in this man but emptiness, or so it seems.

"Faster. You have patients to attend
to."

She tries so hard for him. Her hands slip down
to the length of wood and work it over and over into her pussy. The
lips are stretched. She forces down on it, trying to get to the
womb. It goes in so deep that her eyes start to show a pained
expression. Still, she wants him so badly to give her a word of
appreciation. Anything would do. Just a glance of interest.
Anything to make her feel good. She feels so good, but she wants to
feel his pleasure. Just that; nothing more.

"You have 10 seconds or I will punish
you."

Her face strains. She is tired, but in her is a
fear of 'the punishment'. This asylum holds worse things than a
wooden chair leg. Punishment is to be feared.

"10."

She grabs hold of the pole and slams it into
her cunt violently. Juices pour down it. Her pussy is leaking from
her excitement. She is hot for the wood she is
receiving.

"9."

The woman's mouth opens and she lets forth a
torrent of cries that fill the small sound insulated room with
noise.

"8."

Her thrusting ends. Her hands come down between
her leg and she balances on the wood as her fingers work in figures
of 8 on the hard, red clit that stands out from the top of her wide
open pussy lips.

"7. Faster."

She cries out as her pussy starts to
contract.

The man leans forward and stares into her wide,
tear strained eyes.

"6."

The nurse stares at him. His spectacles flash
white in the dim light of the room. His eyes cannot be seen, but at
the edges his eyes are crinkled.

"5."

Her cunt pushes her off the wood. She falls
forward, rubbing her clit like she has gone insane.

"4."

Her pussy squirts out juice. A condom pops out.
Some crazy human being has jammed a condom filled with cum into her
cunt. This disrespect of her person is maddening. She shows no
concern.

"3."

It finally pops out. The thing that the man has
been waiting for. There is a slight upwards twitching of the left
side of his lips.

"There it is."

A small round rubber ball sits on the floor
between her legs. She is breathing hard and squirming around. The
drugs she has been given make any orgasm huge beyond normal woman's
understanding. This thing she has experienced probably can no
longer be called an orgasm. It is so far beyond something so
uncomplicated as a simple orgasm. No, this is a drug induced hail
of pleasure. It does not even have a name, this beast of an
experience.

"Let us put that back in."

He pushes it to her pussy and stops.

"No, not here. HERE."

He pushes the sloppy blue ball into her
asshole. She whimpers but shows no complaint. This is not a game
she enjoys, but it is a game that will be played regardless. That
is the life she has entered. That is the life of a nurse at the
Asylum.


The Room

The woman is thrown into the dark room. There
is the sound of whimpering as things unseen rustle away from the
new entrant.

"This will teach you for failing," a
rough generic voice growls.

She shifts about. The drugs she has been given
are potent. She is complaint; she does only what she is told, which
is to lie in this place - terrified about what lurks
here.

The darkness is pure in its depth. Nothing can
be seen by this woman. It is total blackness that she experiences.
Things sliver about in this room. The floor is damp and hard. It is
probably the uniform grayish linoleum flooring that is so a part of
this place. It stinks of damp in here. The smell is not strong, but
it reminds her of a dungeon (or at least whatever ideas of such a
place that she had prior).

A finger runs along her thigh. She jerks in
shock. It is hastily pulled away.

"Fearful things," the man had said. "That is
what your punishment will be."

She had only spilled a little juice on the
floor. It wasn't even her fault. The patient did it when he sat
down. He even apologized - a miracle for the loonies that are held
here. It didn't make a difference. The old doctor who runs the
place stood there calmly and pronounced her sentence without
emotion: An hour in the room. 60 minutes. That was all he said
before she was dragged away by the huge orderlies that were
standing nearby waiting.

The finger returns. It is accompanied by a
hand. That hand grasps her thigh. Another runs up her ankle. They
seem so wet and greasy. So slippery and unclean. She cannot see the
owners, but there cannot be just one.

The sounds of movement stir in the room. A hand
grasps her ankle. It lifts it outwards and holds it in powerful
fingers. She scuttles away, but it drags her back with ease.
Another hand grabs her side. She is not wearing a scrap of
clothing. Her body is exposed, if not seen. It is uncovered for all
to see. Nothing can be seen, but those around her don't need to
see. They feel - feel so much now that there is something feminine
to feel. That is what surrounds this woman.

A wave of fear comes over her. It is
irrational. She has been used many times over. Her body has marks
and bruises on her buttocks and breasts from the sheer amount of
pounding that she has lived through since starting work here. She
is a pro, so fear is no longer needed; however, she fears. She is
terrified in this place.

Wet slippery things work her body. She quivers
because it feels so good. The hands are exploring her. They come to
the bush of hair between her legs and work downwards and into the
softness in the center. They don't fear anything these
hands.

She moans as a finger is rammed into her
vagina. Another joins it and another. She is being pulled open by
these wriggling worms; these filthy digits; these tools of
pleasuring. It is a wiggling mess of fingers that work her soft and
wet insides. Her pussy is lubricated by her desires, by the liquids
of her body's pleasure. It is wet, even though she knows what is in
this room should not turn her on. To be so afraid yet SO HONRY is a
nightmare and a miracle. The drugs she has been given and that she
knows well make it so.

A short, stinky piece of flesh is forced into
her face. Her mouth opens instinctively. It is a penis: A cum
coated, raw cock. The filthy thing tastes of man. It has been used
and reused without cleaning. She can almost taste the flavor of the
women it has penetrated. They are most likely the women that work
her or the women insane enough to be placed here. This punishment
room is only for females. No men, but those in here, can
enter.

Another cock is forced in from the other side.
It is bigger. It goes in too. She chokes on two medium sized dicks.
They smell of man. She feels a man's balls slapping against her
cheek as he thrusts lightly into her hole. It is filthy to consider
that she had rarely had sex like this before working here. Her life
involved the occasional boyfriend and a one night stand here and
there, but not this: Not being used in any and every way
imaginable. No, not like this; not this honest good girl. However,
she is being used. There is no doubt about that. Scarily, this is
what she wants.

There is a rustling. She is pushed on her side.
The things in the room scuffle. It takes a moment, but then a fat
body is plopped down behind her. Another bone skinny one is pressed
in front of her. She is a plump woman of wild curves, clean skin
and soft breasts and buttocks. The hard piece in front of her is
long and slim. The thick piece behind her is fat and short. They
ram those pieces into her cunt and ass with no concern for
potential hurt. The only care about getting in. They drive to the
depths of her hole. She howls in pleasure and pain as they are put
into her. Going deeper and deeper is what they crave. These beasts
know no pity. They are hard creatures of pleasurable use. The men
grunt as they insert them, but say nothing. Their tongues lick her
face and neck. They are dogs, not men. They are animals, not
humans. They are the insane products of the drug experiments done
here. Pleasure seekers - nothing more.

These pleasure seekers hammer into her like
there is no tomorrow. For these beasts - and that is what they
truly have become - there is little but hard use. They have learned
that those that wait their turn are not so patient. One of their
kind could be pulled off and replaced at any moment. These men are
vicious in the race to breed. They must impregnate the feminine as
firmly and as surely as possible. Only in the deepest impregnation
can they achieve true joy and release for a moment from their need;
hence, the pace is fast and likely to injure. These men know little
restraint and desire even less. Their bodies are meat used to seek
pleasure and nothing more. In a way, they are more free and less so
than a normal man or woman: These men are honest in their needs,
but their minds are broken as well. Nothing more than a husk of a
man. A husk with a penis.

The men cum. It is violent. The juices that
they squirt into the woman will not create a baby - they are long
ago sterile - but the fantasy is in their minds for a moment. They
are men again, realizing what they have done and not caring
anymore. These ones are the tired insane and they are
many.

The men are torn away. Thrown aside like they
were rag dolls. Others leap forward. The hole is crying quietly. It
is pleasured, but it is hurting. The hard use has left it stained
internally with white globs of sticky man juice. It will not be the
first time in the remaining 40 minutes of her
punishment.

Hands grasp her. They take her breasts in hand
and squeeze them firmly. There is no mercy, nor consciousness of
the hurt they cause as they stretch out her large nipples, suckling
on them and licking them violently. The woman's thighs are licked
and toes sucked. She has her left foot half-way into a hairy man's
mouth. His beard tickles her as his tongue works around the flat of
her foot.

Another is licking her armpit as two are
working her stomach. There are maybe 20 or more men in the room
right now. They crawl in the darkness towards the flesh that
awaits. Her perfumed, clean, body is now musty with their smell. If
they had their chance, she would stay to be used until she too was
a husk: Nothing more than a hole for them to satisfy themselves in
with the dream of procreation deeply engrained in the forefront of
their mind.

The one in her ass cums. He is dragged away.
The men become over eager and push two cocks into her super
stretched asshole. She cries out in rough pleasure. The men are
taking her like she wishes - nothing more than a whore for their
enjoyment.

The woman quivers as she is used. Another cock
enters from the front. It is forced into her cunt. Two of them work
in and out in odd order. They fight with one another in a sword
battle made of flesh. It is their deepest desire to unload and
together they might just do so. Their flesh is firm and their
bodies touch. Sweaty balls are worked over her pussy lips. The
short hairs on them tickle their contracted balls. It is a sweet
release for them as the heated feeling in their dicks
grows.

Man after man they cum. The time slips by as
faint cries of pleasure are heard from the woman and occasional
satisfied grunts from the men. The woman's holes are soon flooding
with juice. It pours out of her in small globs as she is pounded.
The men do not need time to rest. They can still cum
more.

The door opens. In the once dark, a woman's
tear strained wide eyed face is seen. She is bent back with a dick
choking her. The man that is doing it is so dirty as too be near
black with dirt. He is grinning as he growls at her, while facially
molesting her. There are several shapes working below. It is
unknown what they are doing as they skitter away from the painful
light.

 

A man steps in. He is tall and in a uniform. He
has a flashlight and a confident look on his face. He walks over
and grabs the girl by the hair. He pulls her to the door and flings
her outside. She lies there as he closes the door. The woman has
been used to the point where her face is blank and her eyes more
so. Her pussy and ass are huge gaping holes and they drip cum.
Millions of unused babies flow to be expended into nothing. The
woman is a husk - just like those inside.

"Slut."

The door closes. It is the last word that is
heard.


Experimental Creams

"You say this will work?" the older man
asks.

The bent young man with a wicked scar down the
side of his face smirks.

"I am certain we have made a
breakthrough."

The older man walks to the woman fixed into
position by the ropes that hold her. She has weird suckers on her
nipples that are much like smaller versions of what one might
expect for using to milk a cow and her clit has strange rotating
stimulators on it.

The woman moans at him. Her mouth is full with
a plastic contraption that holds it open. Inside we can see the
pink of her throat. She has nice teeth and one grayish
filling.

"This one is quite beautiful. Is she from the
staff?"

The other man walks over and wipes away a
little drool from her lip.

"She is one of the patients - a victim of men's
needs, I believe."

The man watching on smiles.

"She will be used to what is about to happen
then."

He takes the cream and walks around back. The
mental frame the woman is in is set up so that her hips are back
and presented and her face is forward and ready. The man rubs a
helping of the cream on her pussy lips and leaves a big glob just
inside.

"Shall we let them in?"

The younger man growls in excitement and
virtually leaps through the door. The older man walks through and
pushes a red button. They can see into the white padded room, which
is dominated by a small table and the woman in the rack, through a
big glass window. The man pushes a second button and waits. A door
slides open to the left and hands reach through from the darkness.
Men stumble inside. They are dressed in white gowns that reach
about knee height and are open at the back. The ties are thin and
weak. This garment could be easily torn away is what it
reflects.

They stand there blinking in the
light.

"Go to the woman. You are to use her as you
like?"

They stare at the woman. Some of them are
mumbling strangely. They do not seem entirely normal.

"They do not look very motivated," the older
man announces.

The younger man says nothing, but a small smile
appears on his face. He is waiting.

One of the men starts sniffing the air. He look
like a dog that has come onto the scent of a nice piece of
meat.

"What is that smell?" he mutters to
himself.

Others are far ahead of him. One of them is
licking at the woman's pussy with his drooling mouth.

She squeals in fear and excitement. The cream
is making her ultra-sensitive. It is such a hard mix between what
the woman fears so deeply and the feelings that she is
experiencing. To be used by men again is something truly horrific,
but so deeply pleasurable. This paradox is what is breaking her
mind: Eroticizing it, molesting it, purifying it deeply.

The men growl and push each other for a chance
to lick at the honey seeping from the woman. The magic of the drug
is that the woman's pussy will begin excreting the chemicals in it
with her pussy juices. The more she is turned on, the more she lets
out. This liquid is more wonderful than food for these men. It is
what they live for (or at least now they have found it).

The woman's hole is soon clean. The men's
bodies are now raw and aching. They want to take pleasure in her.
They want to cum.

The first to use the mouth is a short, ugly man
of middle years, who cannot deep from screaming fuck-fuck-fuck. It
is like he knows no other word and that is what he is
doing.

He cums quickly. The woman's face tenses and
tears flow. There is both joy and self-hate in her. The later is
subsiding and the prior is growing. He is making her a woman again
after so many years where she hid from such attention.

The men at her rear find way into her hole.
They don't seem much concerned about being soft and her
time-created-virgin hole is given a hard flanging as a man rips
into it.

"Shall we give them so toys?"

The younger man chuckles and pushes the door
button. He throws through a few items of play and waits.

The men not engaged with a hole walk over and
pick up these tools. They instinctively understand what pleasure
they can get from using them.

One takes the wooden ruler - 60cm in length (an
odd size) and slaps it down on the woman's buttocks. She cannot
move, but she can feel. The pain makes her jolt a little. The man
using her mouth grins and looks to his fellow beast. Fun has been
found.

The spanking begins. There is one ruler on hand
and a few other things; however, hands are good enough. Her breasts
flop around as they are spanked and her ass soon becomes red with
hand marks. More than one hand is used and the timing becomes
something that truly is nothing more than an off-beat
assault.

This continues until the man in her pussy cums.
The beasts struggle to take the hole. There is a competition to see
who can get in and it lasts a long time.

When it is done, the largest of the men takes
his place and hammers away. He shows no hesitation in using his
massive piece to ruin the woman's hole. She screams and cries out
as the men clip little pegs to her nipples and twist and turn them.
Everything is pain and pleasure for her and this is
good.

"Send them away. I wish to use the
hole."

The younger man looks over in
surprise.

"This is not like you, sir."

The man grins.

"I feel inspired."

The other man nods. The slim woman is gorgeous
and her mind is so broken now that she will be a wonderful
depository for his semen.

The door is opened and the men shied away by
two large orderlies. They are weak from cumming and playing and so
leave easily.

"You are very pretty, young one."

The older man removes his huge dick from his
pants and puts it to her pussy.

"This is what it really feels like to be
fucked."

He fucks her hard from the first moment. His
pumping is that of a man 40 years younger. The woman screams as she
is stretched deeper than she has in her life. The man's expression
is amusement, but he has desires to let go as well. It takes him a
full 15 minutes, during which the woman begs to be released so she
may touch him.

"That's right. You will become a good addition
to my asylum."

He pulls out and juices pour down her thighs.
They are red and worn. It has been a long day for this one and one
that will give her wet dreams and nightmares for some time to
come.

The men leave. The woman stays. Used goods left
to dry. Nothing more.


Finished

The woman slips under the table and plays with
the man's huge cock. It is flaccid and unlikely to enlargen at this
pace.

"You will be a great addition to the team," he
tells the new girl as she is injected with the serum.

The woman cries out, but soon relaxes.
Something is entering her mind.

"Can I suck you too?" she asks
suddenly.

The man pushes the other woman to the
floor.

"As you will."

She bends down and sucks. Nothing more than a
cock slut - forever.

 


This is the first book in the Dirty Deeds
Series. You can find more at a e-store near you. Thanks for
reading.


Message From Sophie Sin:

Well, that's good and sorted. I wrote this last
and I'm running low on sexual steam. Thanks for reading and see you
again soon.


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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