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WE DIDN’T HAVE TO DO nearly as much shopping as Darcy thought we would, it turned out. I mean, we already had all the dildos we needed, and that was like ninety percent of the list. 

I couldn’t help but marvel at the strange luck of the particular first two professors we’d chosen, though. They certainly were a study in contrasts, so much so that it made me wonder about fate or the programming of the universe or the law of attraction, or something. Darcy and I were definitely the kind of sluts who lived for diverse sexual experiences, variety being the spice of life, and all that. I mean, besides both of us being nineteen-year-old loud and proud slutty whore cum-dumpsters, we were fairly diverse ourselves, certainly in appearance. Darcy Carlson, my best pal in the whole wide world, my college roommate, but was a Caucasian six foot tall curvy and voluptuous athletic volleyball player with platinum blonde hair, while I, Naomi Collins, was a five foot four Mexican-Native American little pixie with black shiny hair. We couldn’t look more different, besides both being hot as hell. We’d come from very different backgrounds in life, but bonded over our mutual slut-hood. 

Variety. Diverse experiences. It was important to us both. We may have been team chocolate and vanilla (a little nickname I used for us in my head now and then), but neither of us could live on chocolate or vanilla alone. We had to sample those other twenty-nine flavors to feel truly satisfied. 

Professors Rowan and Evans, the first two faculty members Darcy and I had seduced, certainly provided very different sexual experiences from each other. That was good. If they both liked the same things, I’m not sure if I’d have been as interested. Luckily, that wasn’t an issue. Where Doctor Andrew Rowan seemed to trend more toward the ‘top’ side of things, where he liked to dominate, Doctor Cory Evans was pretty much the opposite. He wanted to be dominated.

Doctor Rowan was a history professor, while Doctor Evans was a professor of feminist studies. Somehow, their proclivities just seemed to make sense. 

Darcy and I showed up to the luxury penthouse hotel room that was to be the location of our latest tryst with Doctor Evans, both of us carrying a duffel bag full of sex toys and lingerie, determined to make use of every last single erotic plaything and garment we had brought with us. Nothing was going home with us unused, if we had anything to say about it. 

The first thing he wanted was to get spit-roasted by us, using the two most lifelike strap-on dildos that we owned. They were both about eight inches long and made of some kind of amazing, hyper-realistic synthetic material. It was incredible how real they felt, even possessing a heating system so they were warm to the touch. They even had realistic balls, where the artificial cum was stored for when it was time for them to spurt. They were both of a deep, dark brown, a choice that Doctor Evans had specifically asked for when he texted Darcy what he wanted. I mean, we owned pretty much any shade of dildo that his heart could possibly desire. This happened to be the shade he’d requested, so this was what we brought. We were full-service sluts, at the end of the day. Customer satisfaction was our top priority. 

We’d had him wait for us in the middle of the hotel room, on his hands and knees. We’d left a note for him, in a sealed envelope left for him at the front desk, telling him what to do when he got to the room. He’d obeyed perfectly, of course. He was already naked when we got there, and we could plainly see that he’d taken a shower recently. He was a handsome man, in his late thirties, with a lean, athletic build and a mop of curly brown hair. He wasn’t gay or even bisexual that I was aware of (in spite of an apparent dildo and T-girl fascination—whatever you think about that as far as sexuality labels is your own business) but just based on appearance, he was the kind of guy who probably would have been called a “twink” if he was a few years younger.

“Ready for your punishment, you filthy little slut?” Darcy said, her voice a low, sultry purr as she circled around him, her strap-on bouncing with every step.

“Yes, Mistress Darcy,” he said, in such a perfect little submissive whimper that I had to assume it was practiced. “I’m ready to be punished.” 

“Beg for it,” I commanded him, circling him as well. It was fun keeping him guessing about which of us was going to penetrate him from which end. Truth be told, we didn’t even know yet. “We want to hear you beg for it, professor.” 

“Please,” Doctor Evans whimpered. “Please fuck me with your big, beautiful dicks, girls. Please fill me up. Please use me. I’m your dirty little slut and I’ve been bad. I need to be punished.”

“You have indeed been a very bad boy,” Darcy said as she got behind him, slapping him lightly on the ass. In that moment I realized it was only right that she be the one who took his ass. He was her hunt, after all. She was the one who had seduced him, identified him as a professor we could potentially get to fuck us and thus get blackmail on him. She should be the first one to claim his ass, in obeyance of the slut code. “A very, very bad boy. Bad boys need to be punished, don’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress Darcy,” he whimpered. “I’ve been so bad. I need to be punished.”

“And we’re going to punish you, you filthy little slut,” I said as I got in front of him, grabbing a handful of his hair and pulling his head back. “We’re going to punish you so good.”

Darcy started to lube up her dildo, and I could see a look that landed squarely between anxiety and anticipation on Doctor Evans’s face. He was so excited, so turned on by the prospect of being dominated, that he was practically shaking. At the same time, it also seemed he was probably an anal virgin, if he was so nervous about getting fucked by us. I guessed he’d probably shoved a thing or two up his ass before, probably a buttplug on a work trip or something, but his wife wouldn’t be into it so that was probably where it stopped for him. 

I loved everything about that. I loved that we could do this to him, and for him, that we could make him feel this way. I loved that he was so nervous about taking our fake dicks. I loved that his wife was too much of a prude to really satisfy him (of course I didn’t know any of that for an absolute certainty, but I had an incredible radar for such things and I was pretty much never wrong) and that we had stepped in to fill that void in his life. Just as we were about to fill the voids in his mouth and ass. 

“Open up, you little whore,” I said, tapping the head of my dildo against his lips. I pressed the small button on the strap-on belt only slightly, just enough to make a little bit leak out of the reserve of artificial cum that was kept in the apparatus’s balls. When I pressed it down fully later, it would ejaculate just like a real, honest-to-God, flesh-and-blood cock. For now, I only wanted to simulate a little bit of pre-cum, so I pressed it down as little as possible. It worked perfectly, leaking just a tiny of the lifelike substance onto his lips and cheek. “Suck my dick. Show me how much you want it.”

Doctor Evans opened his mouth and took my dildo in. I groaned with pleasure at the sight. He was a natural, I had to give him that. Or, more likely, he wasn’t a natural and he had a dildo he hid from his wife, that he sucked on while he jerked off when she wasn’t home. Either way, I was impressed. He took it deep, gagging a little as it hit the back of his throat, but he didn’t pull away. He just took it, letting me fuck his face, letting me use him for my amusement and lust. I loved the power of it, the feeling of being in control, of being the one who was calling the shots. He was completely at our mercy, and he clearly fucking loved it. He loved being our plaything, our little fucktoy slut.

I watched Darcy as she lubed up her dildo, her hands moving with practiced ease. She was so beautiful, so confident, so in control. She’d fucked me with that dildo enough times that I knew she was a master with it, but I would never tire of seeing a master at work. I was glad she had somebody else to use it on, who would appreciate the incredible treatment she could give them with that fake cock. I loved seeing her like this, loved seeing her take charge. She caught my eye and gave me a little nod, a silent signal that she was ready to go.

And then she entered him. She slid her dildo into his tight little asshole with a single, smooth thrust, and he cried out, a muffled cry of pain and pleasure around the dildo I was using to fuck his mouth. I had been correct before; I could tell just from his reaction. Argue with me if you want, but you can argue with a wall for all I care. I had an incredible sixth sense about these things. Just from his reaction, I could tell that Doctor Evans had at least a little bit of experience with butt stuff, almost certainly entirely solo. He’d worn a buttplug, maybe fucked himself with a small dildo before, but this was the first time he’d ever been fucked by somebody else, with a properly-sized, lifelike fake cock. In that sense, at least, she
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