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The Brat Bares it All

My boss was the most stereotypical jackass you can imagine. The kind of guy who really believed that signing his employees’ paychecks meant he owned their lives. The kind of guy for whom a Christmas bonus was leverage to squeeze a few extra holiday hours out of his workforce. The kind of guy who would have someone like me – nearly a junior executive – pick up his dry cleaning. And groceries. And dog from the vet. Really, those were all things he’d have me do – on my off time, of course.

“Think about your future, kid,” he’d always say, giving me a fake smile to go along with it. “A little effort now will pay off big next year.”

That’s the only reason I put up with it. I knew I was going to be made Junior Accounts Executive soon enough. At thirty, I’d be one of the youngest ermployees to ever get that title. And after about five years of that, I’d be booted right up to Executive. At that point, I was set for life.

I knew I just had to stay the course, keep my head down, and keep doing the work that was getting me noticed. If that meant doing the bullshit tasks Mr. Collinsworth gave me, I could deal with it. Soon enough, there’d be some poor sap who’d be picking up my dry cleaning.

So, anyway, that’s why I was staying late on a Friday night. I was finishing up some client reports that Mr. Collingsworth had failed to do on time. He had bigger things on his agenda – like golf. I just kept reminding myself it was all going to pay off next quarter. I was just about finished at 7, and by no means was I the last person in the office. Poor interns had even more bitch work to do than I did.

“Mike,” Mr. Collingsworth’s voice bristled the hair on the back of my neck. He was standing in my cubicle, having materialized there seemingly out of thin air. He was annoyingly good at just showing up and scaring the shit out of you. “How’s it going?”

“Great, sir,” I said, plastering on a big smile as I turned to face him. He had a smile, too – a big one, just as fake as mine. “Nearly done.”

“Good, good,” he said. “You’re a real asset, Mike!”

“Thanks, sir,” I said. It was just lip service. Mr. Collingsworth was going to squeeze every drop of opportunity out of me before he and the board promoted me. He leaned against the wall, which miraculously held up his significant weight. Mr. Collingsworth was balding, wore glasses, had a beer belly and a penchant for novelty ties. But his wife was half his age and four times as attractive.

The salary that got him that wife was the same salary I was working towards.

“Which is why I think you’re the right man for a special job,” he went on. My heart sank. That sounded bad. “Tell me you’re free tomorrow.”

I stammered. I wasn’t. It was a Saturday, and I had plans with a girl I’d met the weekend before. I was hoping she’d be the hump-and-dump she promised to be – just down for some fun once in a while. I had no intention of being chained down to some “wifey” type. Too many girls promised they were going to be low maintenance, only to end up clingy and needy. My dick was too big, bank account too stacked, and oats too wild to settle down.

“Well…” I started to give him the office-friendly version of my excuse but he cut me off, naturally.

“Mike, before you say anything, let me tell you that it’s an easy job and, uh, it’ll go a long way with yours truly,” he said. My interest was piqued. Vague and noncommittal as that was, it was not really the kind of thing Mr. Collingsworth would usually say when he asked for a favor. “It’ll take a few hours, maybe half a day at most. And you have my word that this one job will exonerate you from any, erm, extracurricular duties for the rest of the month.”

Extracurricular duties. That was office slang for bitch work.

Speaking of bitches, the girl could wait. I was looking at a full month of free time in exchange for one Saturday. How bad could this job possibly be? Then again, it had to be something out of the ordinary if it warranted such a big payoff.

“I’m listening, sir,” I said cautiously. Mr. Collingsworth grinned at me and it actually looked genuine.

“Very good, Mike,” he said. “I simply need someone to watch my daughter tomorrow during the day while I attend to some business. You see, she’s grounded, but I don’t trust her not to sneak out.”

Mr. Collingsworth’s daughter was 18. It was common knowledge that she was a stone cold fox, if a little rambunctious. Some theorized that she was the cause of the ulcer that had put Mr. Collingsworth out of commission for a month the year before. But one afternoon? I was sure I’d walk away unscathed.

Still, babysitting an 18-year-old seemed a little odd.

Oh, who the hell cared. With any luck, she’d sit around texting all day while I watched an action movie marathon. And I wouldn’t mind the opportunity to raid Mr. Collingsworth’s fridge. He had to have some decent grub, given his size.

“I can do that, sir,” I said. “You can count on me.”

“Excellent!” Mr. Collingsworth looked positively gleeful. “You know the address, right?”

“I do,” I said. He had hosted a few company barbeques in the time I’d worked there. His house might as well have had a sign out front that said “McMansion”, because that’s exactly what it was. Gaudy, brand-new everything, on a few well-maintained acres of imported grass.

“Be there at noon, Mike,” Mr. Collingsworth said before leaving. “You’re a real champ. A real champ!”

I chuckled to myself, thinking about how I’d spend the rest of my evenings and weekends for the month. Mr. Collingsworth’s daughter could be a reincarnation of Jack the Ripper and it would still be worth it. I finished up the reports, filed them away, and left the office with a spring in my step.

I forgot to text the chick, but it didn’t really matter. By the end of that Friday night I had a new booty call stored in my phone and a lipstick stain on the base of my cock.
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I woke up on Saturday feeling a little dehydrated but mostly prepared to do battle with an 18-year-old girl. I drove across town to the gated neighborhood where Mr. Collingsworth lived. I was buzzed in at the gate and had to drive two minutes before I reached the wraparound driveway where I could park my car. I rang the doorbell and waited.

Mr. Collingsworth answered the door looking flustered. I could hear EDM music pumping from somewhere else in the huge house.

“Mike, great, come in,” he said, shuffling back so I could get through the doorway. He gestured to my feet and I took off my shoes, putting them on the rack in the front hall.

“Lindy is in her room right now,” Mr. Collingsworth explained. The sound of music got louder as he led me through the house. “I’d let her stay up there, but her window leads into the backyard and she’s been known to sneak out. Make yourself comfortable in the living room here while I go get her. I need you to keep her in your sights at all times.”

Well, that was a little more annoying than I thought, but whatever. Still worth it. I stepped into the living room, which featured a very high-end surround sound entertainment system and a buttery leather couch. Some yoga mats leaned against one corner of the room, a bookshelf full of movies taking up an entire wall. I took a quick look at the titles while I waited.

The music abruptly cut off, followed by the sound of a slamming door. Shortly after, Mr. Collingsworth returned with his daughter in tow.

Office gossip didn’t do her justice. She was 18-years-old and, frankly, perfect. Stacked on top and bottom, with a tiny waist and long legs. She had a high blonde ponytail, deep brown eyes and a perfect smattering of freckles. She looked positively pissed off as her father guided her into the room. If looks could kill, I would have been as good as dead.

“This is Lindy,” Mr. Collingsworth said, glancing at his watch. “Lindy, Mike is going to watch after you today. I’ve instructed him to keep an eye on you at all times. Now, I don’t want you giving him a hard time.”

He went on lecturing her for a while, but Lindy didn’t seem to be listening. Me, I was too caught up in trying not to leer at my boss’ daughter while he was in the room. When he finally finished talking, we both turned to him in surprise. It seemed as though he’d never shut up.

“Dammit, now I’m late,” he grumbled. “Mike, thanks again. Help yourself to food, watch whatever on the tv, I’ll be back in a few hours – by sunset, at the latest. Lindy…be good.”

“Whatever,” she spat, stalking across the room and practically bouncing onto the couch. She immediately pulled out her phone and started typing away at the screen. Good. Typical teenage behavior.

Finally, Mr. Collingsworth left. I felt immediately awkward. The house felt way too quiet. I sat on the couch and grabbed the remote, turning on the television. Lindy didn’t acknowledge me as I flipped through the channels. I found a Naked and Afraid marathon and decided it wasn’t the worst way to kill some time. Tossing the remote to the side, I settled back into the couch.

“You like this show?” I asked Lindy. She barely glanced up from her phone screen.

“No,” she deadpanned. It suddenly dawned on me that it might be inappropriate to watch a show about people who were, well, naked. But they blurred out the important bits, and Lindy was 18, not 8. If she didn’t complain, I wasn’t going to bother changing the channel.

All throughout the first episode, I couldn’t help but steal glances at the girl. She was wearing a pair of tight yoga pants and a flowy crop top that threatened to reveal the bottom of her impressive rack. I couldn’t believe Mr. Collingsworth let her walk around the house in such an outfit. And I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about what she looked like under the outfit, either.

She ignored me the whole thirty minutes. But when the second episode started, she suddenly got up from the couch.

“Woah, where are you going?” I asked. She turned to me with eyes like venom.

“I’m getting my yoga mat,” she spat. “Is that okay, jailer?”

“Hey, your dad told me to watch you,” I said. “Don’t give me an attitude.”

“I’ll give you whatever I feel like,” she retorted. It was a nonsensical thing to say, but what did I expect from a teenager. At any rate, she didn’t leave the room. She got her yoga mat from the corner, like she said, and returned to the area in front of the couch. To my surprise, she unrolled the mat right in front of the TV.

“You’re gonna block the screen,” I said as she took mountain pose, standing straight up.

“So? This is my house. Are you gonna tell me where I can and can’t do yoga?” Lindy eyed me. My breath caught in my throat. I suddenly empathized with Mr. Collingsworth. She was a brat! But she had a point. I was just there to watch her…and she was right in my line of sight. She couldn’t have made it any easier for me to do my job. When I didn’t respond, she gave me a smarmy grin and turned her head back around to face front.

Annoyed, I pulled out my own phone and started checking through my apps. But a few seconds later, Lindy bent over at the waist. My hand shook slightly as her shirt rode up and her perfect ass was put on display. She shifted positions, bouncing back into a plank pose that put her tits in even greater jeopardy of exposure. When she arched her back for upward dog, I nearly dropped my phone. And don’t even get me started on downward dog. Only sheer luck kept her shirt from falling and exposing her rack.

She went through the motions again, seemingly unaware that I was ogling her – or not caring. The second time, she added a few new poses that showed off her toned, bubbly ass and her sleek thighs. She did some balancing poses and some warrior poses. Whenever she wound up facing me, I would catch a glimpse of her sneaky smile. She definitely knew what she was doing…and she was enjoying it.

Finally, my own personal peep show ended. She rolled up her mat, breathing heavily. I shifted, suddenly very aware of my half-hard cock. I pretended to be nonchalant as she moved around the room, putting the mat back in place. But I couldn’t pretend nonchalance when she clearly started to exit into the hall.

“Hey! Where are you going?!” I barked, getting up to follow her. She gave me the finger, stalking down the hall. I followed at a brisk clip, my erection gone as annoyance flooded through me. “Get back here!”

“I need to take a fucking shower,” Lindy spat, turning to me and crossing her arms over her chest. “Is that a problem?”

“It is,” I growled. “You’ll have to wait til your dad comes back. I’m not supposed to let you out of my sight. I’m not letting you mess this up for me.”

“Well, I’m not waiting,” she retorted.

“Well, then I’m going to have to join you in the bathroom,” I said, using all the authority in my voice. I expected that to take the wind out of her sails, but instead she just smirked.

“Fine,” she said. “Go ahead. See if I care.”

My blood went cold. Then flipped the opposite way, running so hot my cheeks actually felt red. There was no way I was going to let this little brat know the effect she was having on me by blushing. Fortunately, she had already turned around and was continuing down the hall. I followed close behind, wondering what her deal was. When she paused outside of a doorway and grabbed the handle, she looked back at me with another smirk.

“Coming?” Lindy teased before disappearing into what I assumed was the bathroom. I took the time to breathe deeply before following her.

The bathroom was predictably lavish. There was the usual toilet, sink, and shower – all in a row along one wall. The shower was glass, noticeably see-through. The wall opposite the shower was built to form a bench of sorts, upon which sat folded towels, various toiletries, and a exotic-looking potted plant. I closed the door behind me.

Lindy was standing with her back to me beside the shower. She didn’t turn to acknowledge my entrance. My skin pricked as she pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side.

“So…what did you do to get in trouble, anyway?” I asked, wondering if her transgressions had anything to do with what was happening at that moment. My boss’ daughter was stripping down in front of me – I had to make some assumptions about her overall attitude towards men.

“Daddy caught me with a boy,” she answered, confirming my suspicions. She finally glanced over her shoulder, smirking. She snapped the hem of her yoga pants before rolling them down. My heart stopped as her firm, round ass came into view. She wasn’t wearing panties. She bent over to pull the pants all the way down, giving me a peek at her young, shaved pussy.

“Your boyfriend?” I asked, trying to sound like the 30-year-old man I was, not a horny teenager.

“Kind of,” she shrugged, undoing her ponytail and shaking out her long blonde hair. “We were dating before graduation.”

She had just graduated high school.

“Your age?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, reaching for the shower door. As she turned, I saw her profile – big, luscious, impossibly perky tits. Flat abs. Cute little shaved mound. A perfect hourglass figure. I rubbed my jaw, mouth dry. “Why?”

“Just seems a shame,” I said. “A waste.”

She paused, shower door open. She had one leg in the shower, and looked at me quizzically.

“What do you mean?” Lindy asked.

“Just…seems like a waste, to get in trouble over a boy. You might as well have been with a man. Boys don’t know what they’re doing.”

She smirked again, eyes dancing. She looked me over for a moment, her eyes flicking from my chest down to my feet and then back up.

“And you do?” She taunted.

“Of course,” I said. “Not that you’ll ever know. I wouldn’t bother with a little girl like you.”

Her face fell. I knew she was ruffled by my statement. She must have known just the effect she had on guys, especially older men who were surrounded by used-up women their own age. A flash of anger crossed her features before she stepped into the shower with a  muffled “whatever.”

I didn’t feel like standing, so I sat on the bench across from the shower. This allowed me to keep my promise – never letting Lindy out of my sight. Of course, she noticed that I had a front row seat. She turned the water on, glancing over at me every few seconds. I wondered what she was thinking. Water ran down her body in rivulets. She craned her neck, reaching her face towards the falling drops.

I relaxed, getting comfortable, enjoying the show. She put a dollop of body wash in one palm and began to spread it around her body. Her eyes lingered on me for longer and longer periods. And then she smirked again, and I knew I was in for a treat.

Lindy turned under the falling water, still soaping herself up but now facing me. Her hands ran sensuously over her body, distributing the suds over her breasts and hips. Bubbles dripped down her belly, streaking her thighs. She kept her eyes on mine, biting her lip, moving sensuously – clearly trying to get a rise out of me. I leaned back, crossing my arms, making a concerted effort to keep my face impassive.

It only made her double her efforts. She reached for her breasts, cupping them and squeezing the tender flesh. Pinching her nipples, she closed her eyes and let out a little cry that echoed off the tile. Her cheeks were getting red. She thought she was teasing me, but she was starting to tease herself. I could tell by the way her breath sped up, her body leaning back against the shower wall. Water continued to fall, washing the soap from her limbs.

Lindy opened her eyes, but only halfway. Her gaze was lusty and distant. With one hand still playing with her breasts, she dipped another one down between her legs. She parted her thighs enough to reach her slit. I swallowed hard. My mask of stoicism was hard to maintain under these circumstances. My dick was hard as hell, throbbing in my jeans. Lindy began to pout and moan, rubbing herself. She let go of her tits, and put her hand to her mouth, sucking her thumb while she masturbated in front of me.

“Jesus,” I murmured under my breath. She was starting to shake, her hand moving quickly between her legs. She was thrusting two fingers into her slit while her palm rubbed against her clit. I gasped when she suddenly leaned forward, catching herself on the shower door, one palm flattened against it. Her face contorted in pleasure. She was actually coming! Her eyes rolled up, steam billowing around her. Her tits shook, her thighs clenching together around her hand. For a full thirty seconds, I watched my boss’ daughter climax in the shower on her own hand.

And then she stopped. She just…stopped. Her hand fell away. She was panting, water running into her mouth. Her hair was wet, soaked, stuck to her face.

I knew she expected me to be impressed. And of course, I was. But letting her know that wouldn’t win me any points. So I did the first thing I could think of: I laughed.

Her face immediately scrunched up in anger. She pushed off the shower door, wrenching the faucet until the water stopped. When she yanked the door open, steam followed her out.

“What the hell?! Why are you laughing at me?!” Lindy was pissed off. She was dripping wet, water dripping down her chest.

“Because…was that supposed to make me interested? No, little one. I’m not interested in a girl who probably can’t suck a dick to save her life.”

“Oh, really? You think I can’t suck a dick?” Lindy stomped her feet. “I’m the best cocksucker in town!”

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” I challenged. Her eyes flared with anger.

And then she was on her knees.

“I’ll show you,” she promised, crawling forward. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, while her hands reached for my fly. I leaned back, letting her unzip and unbutton me. And then I grinned when my cock sprang free and her eyes widened.

I get that reaction a lot.

Lindy glanced up at me, doubt in her eyes. I knew what she was thinking: I didn’t expect it to be this big…can I even fit it?

“Don’t worry,” I said with a chuckle. “You can just put it back if you’re scared. I won’t tell anyone that you don’t know how to work a big dick.”

“I do!” Lindy protested, and gripped the base of my cock. I jumped slightly at the contact, blood rushing hard in my veins. I spread my thighs and she crawled closer, her breasts brushing my inner thighs. At first, she just gave me a few good strokes, enough to get a glisten of pre-cum at the tip. Amused, I watched her steel herself before leaning down to tongue my shaft. She licked the moisture from my tip, moaning as she swallowed my pre-cum. Then she began to lick up and down, making eye contact as she lathed my cock with her tongue. I sighed, enjoying her sweet little mouth bathing me in warmth.

Finally, Lindy worked up the courage to get the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, my spine tingling as the teenager inched her way down my cock. Her lips spread wide, she breathed fast through her nose, determined to fit every inch of me into her throat. She bobbed her head up and down, going lower with each stroke, until her spit was dripping down my shaft and she was nearly gagging.

I almost gave her a break, but then she glanced up at me. Her eyes were defiant, daring. I growled, gripping her wet hair, curling the strands between my fingers. She slipped down my shaft again, taking one deep breath before forcing her way to the base. I groaned, feeling her throat stretch around me. Her nose was pressed against my pubes, her hands desperately clutching my thighs for support. I rocked back and forth, enjoying the young girls’ tight throat around the tip of my cock. Her eyes ran, tears streaking her cheeks, nostrils flaring wildly. When I finally let her go, she came up fast and gasped for air.

“S-see?” Lindy panted. “I’m good!”

“Because you can choke on a cock? Sorry, not impressed,” I said. Part of me wanted to grab her head and force my cock back down her throat…but I thought I might be able to get something else out of her. Just as she was about to prove herself again by sucking my shaft into her mouth, I grabbed her chin. “Stop.”

“Why?” Lindy demanded.

“I wouldn’t waste my load on a girl like you,” I said. “Anyone can suck a dick. It takes a real woman to ride one.”

“I can do that too,” Lindy hissed. “I just don’t feel like it!”

“Really? Because that show you put on for me says otherwise,” I said. I grabbed my cock, stroking it to keep it hard. “But I understand. I guess you’ve never had a cock this big. I can understand being intimidated by it. It’s alright. Daddy’s little girl should keep playing with the little boys.”

“I am not Daddy’s little girl,” Lindy protested, jutting her chin out. She glanced down at my cock, indecision in her eyes.

“Oh yeah? If you’re not a Daddy’s girl, what’s stopping you from getting on my lap and proving yourself to me? You don’t want him to get mad that you fucked your babysitter?”

“You’re not my babysitter, either,” Lindy said, getting to her feet. She kept looking at my cock, half-worried, half-excited. “You should consider yourself lucky that you get to be in this room with me.”

“Have it your way,” I shrugged, reaching down to pull my pants back up. “We can go back into the other room and…”

“No!” Lindy said, putting her hands on my shoulders. “Wait. I…I want you to know, I’m only doing this because it’d piss Daddy off!”

I grinned as the little teen slid forward, straddling me. She supported herself using my shoulders, her pussy hovering over my erect cock. I grabbed her hips. I was eye-level with her massive rack, and my mouth watered at her tight little nipples. I trailed my hands up her waist until I was cupping her tits from below. Lindy groaned, arching her back, giving me better access to her flesh. Leaning forward, I sucked her nipple between my lips and flicked it with my tongue.

“Yes!” Lindy gasped, sliding an inch down onto my cock. “Oh, fuck!”

I could feel her tight slit stretching to fit me. She may not have been a virgin, but she felt like it as she inched her way down my shaft. I was stretching her wide with my cock, but her reddening cheeks and lidded eyes showed how much she loved it.

“Shit,” she mumbled when she finally slipped the last few inches onto my lap. I found myself fully nestled in her hot, teenage cunt. My boss’ daughter squirmed in my lap, rocking her hips back and forth quickly. Her breasts filled my hands, moving with her hips. I just watched her face, the way it twisted into a mask of pleasure as she rode me.

“That’s a good little girl,” I praised her, feeling my balls churning already as her tight, wet pussy gripped me. Lindy lifted her hips, then lowered them, starting to pump her body up and down my shaft. I moved my own hips in time, thrusting up inside her whenever her ass hit my thighs.

“So good,” she moaned. “Mike, it’s so good! Your cock is so big!”

“I know,” I growled, wrapping my arms around her now. I wanted more. I began to move her body, faster. Her tits bounced as I lifted her up and down to my desired pace. It made her dig her nails into my shoulders.

“Oh, my god! Oh, wait..wait…I’m gonna…you’re gonna make me commmeeee!” Lindy cried out as I slammed her down and thrust my hips up at the same time. She gushed, her tight slit flooding my lap as she ground down against me. The feel of her pussy clenching around my shaft was too much to take. My spine tingled at the base, my balls churning, and I finally released inside her. Rope after rope of hot jizz splashed into her bare pussy. I was fucking my boss’ daughter raw, cumming in her while she screamed my name. It was the hottest lay I’d ever had, and it felt like we came forever.

When Lindy finally came to a shuddering stop, slumping forward against me, I caught her in my arms. She mumbled something against my flesh, squirming again as my cock went limp inside her.

“Oh, man,” she murmured when she was coming back to earth. “That was wayyy better than the guys at school.”

“Of course it was,” I chuckled. “Didn’t I tell you?”

“I guess you did,” Lindy cooed. She climbed off me, standing in the bathroom with my cum dripping from her slit. “But now I have to take another shower…”

“Why?” I said. “Don’t you like the idea of walking around the house with my cum inside you, while Daddy’s none the wiser?”

She bit her lip slyly, batting her lashes.

“I guess so,” she agreed. “He should be getting home soon anyway, right?”

“Another hour or two,” I said. “You should go get dressed.”

“Are you gonna supervise?” Lindy teased, grabbing a towel before leading the way out of the bathroom.

“Of course,” I said. “I’ve still got a job to do.”

I was still buttoning my jeans when I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I was trailing Lindy up the stairs, to where I presumed her bedroom was. I unlocked my screen to find a text from Mr. Collingsworth. I followed Lindy blindly down a hall, until she opened the door to a pink-filled bedroom that looked more like a pre-teen’s room than a teenagers.

“Your dad texted me,” I told her. She turned to look over her shoulder. “He won’t be back until late tonight. God dammit. I knew he’d pull something like this.”

“What, does that ruin your plans?” Lindy snorted, digging through her closet.

“Maybe it does,” I said, pocketing my phone. “Anyway, what would I want to spend a whole damn Saturday hanging out with an 18-year-old?”

Lindy came out of the closet sooner than I expected, wearing a tight leather dress that barely covered her nipples and only covered half her ass. It was almost enough to get me hard again right then and there.

“Really? You can’t think of anything fun we could do together?” Lindy asked with a smile. “Because I can.”

By the time Mr. Collingsworth arrived home that evening, Lindy had gone from a decent cocksucker to a star. I had her well-trained…but she was an eager student. She seemed to worship my cock and balls, especially once she got a taste of my cum. She passed out around 9 from exhaustion. I got her changed into more modest clothes and covered her with a blanket. I watched TV with the sound on low, not wanting to wake her and have to deal with more of her begging. And I really didn’t want to risk getting caught by Mr. Collingsworth. When he got home, she was still sound asleep.

“Well, how was she?” My boss asked in a whisper as he led me from the living room.

“She was a perfect angel,” I said. I kind of meant it, too…just not in the way he probably thought. Mr. Collingsworth gave me a strange look, as though no one had ever described his daughter in that way before. I shrugged. “Okay, so she was kind of a handful.”

“That’s more like it,” Mr. Collingsworth chuckled. “But, you kept her inside where she was supposed to be, and for that I am very thankful. Mike, you’ve really impressed me today. I have a feeling you may not be waiting until next quarter for that promotion!”

“Really? That’s…well, that’s great,” I said, biting my inner cheek to keep from laughing in his face. If he only knew what had really been going on while he was gone, he’d be choking me instead of shaking my hand. Mr. Collingsworth let me out and I trotted to my car with my spirits high – and my balls empty.

Little did I know, I had more in store for me than just a promotion. Lindy was a handful…in more ways than one!

Bonus Story: Please Teach Me, Sir!

I've never been a very bright girl. Any of my high school teachers can tell you that. I was held back a grade, so I didn't graduate until I was well past 18. And I barely graduated, at that. I enrolled at the community college, because they couldn't reject me. But I struggled in all my classes, and I really didn't know what I wanted to do. School depressed me, and I wasn't good enough at anything to make a career out of it. 

The only thing I liked about going to college was seeing Leon, my boyfriend. He was a year older than me and very handsome. He had skin like dark chocolate and eyes that took my breath away. He was much smarter than me, and I know that sometimes I bored him because I couldn't keep up with him. He was only going to community college because he wanted to save some money before going to a private college. His dad was a scientist, so his whole family was smart. I didn't ever really fit in when I went over for dinner. 

I'm pretty sure the only reason Leon was dating me was because of my body. I've always had the kind of body men like. Milk-white complexion, D-cup tits, wide hips and a tight ass. I have long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I could be a model, but I'm not even smart enough to figure out how to find a casting call, or an agent, or anything like that. And I would have to do sexy modeling, not high fashion. I have too many curves for the runway. 

Anyway, I know Leon liked going out with me in public, having a beautiful white girlfriend on his arm. But when we were alone, he often got impatient with all my questions and my inability to keep up with him. We usually just watched movies or TV and made out. I let him touch my chest over my shirt, but that's all.  

I was a virgin, and I was terrified of changing that. I didn't know what to do with a dick. I didn't know how to do anything. I thought that it would hurt a lot, and that Leon would just dump me once he find out that I was bad in bed as well as dumb. 

But I knew that I was losing him. He was impatient, waiting for me to get comfortable enough to let him go further. And he was tired of trying to explain the world to me. He was more and more distant every week. I was sure that he'd break up with me, and then I'd be really miserable. 

It all came to a head one night when we were hanging out at his house. He had a bottle of vodka and we were drinking a little bit while watching a movie. We started kissing, as usual. I liked kissing him, it made me feel warm inside and kind of funny. But then he started pawing at my chest, and I didn't really like that. I didn't stop him, but it didn't make me feel anything. He started to get more aggressive, trying to get me to go further. I pushed him off, and he snapped. 

“What's with you?! We've been dating for six months, and I can't even touch your tits under your bra!” 

“I don't feel like it, that's all,” I pouted, feeling a little drunk and definitely not wanting to give him anything more that night. 

“You never feel like it,” Leon spat. “I don't know why I bother. It's like you don't even want to be with me.” 

“Of course I do,” I whined. “I love you so much, Leon!” 

“I love you too, but I'm tired of waiting,” he said. “I know you're a virgin, but I'm not, and I'm not trying to revert back to living a virgin's life. I think you should go.” 

“What?” 

“I'm just a little too pissed to deal with this right now. I'll call you tomorrow. Good night, Lydia.” 

Leon ushered me out of his bedroom, into the hall. I was too shocked to even react yet. I walked down the stairs like a zombie. But then I got to the couch in the living room and totally lost it. I started bawling, and threw myself on the couch. Why was I such a prude? I wanted to have sex with Leon, but I just couldn't do it!  

I was too drunk to go home yet. My parents wouldn't like it, and I couldn't drive anyway. So I just sat there, weeping and trying to convince myself to go back upstairs and strip off my clothes and give Leon everything. 

But instead of doing that, I just managed to attract Mr. Washington's attention. Leon's dad looked a lot like him. He had the same dark skin, and the same nice eyes. But Mr. Washington was much bigger, bulkier, with more muscles. For an old guy, he worked out a lot. He had gray hair that grew tightly against his scalp, and a gray beard. He was quite handsome, and very nice. 
 

When he found me sitting there on the couch, crying, he instantly came to my side. 

“Lydia, darling, what's wrong?” 

I guess I was drunk enough to tell the truth, because that's what I did. I just let it all out. I told Mr. Washington everything. About Leon wanting to go further, and about how I was too scared to let him. About how scared I was that Leon was going to break up with me. About how I didn't know what to do with my life, and how Leon was the only good part of it. 

He was very silent the whole time, his hand on my back, rubbing gently. Slowly, my crying abated into sniffles. I felt a little better, having gotten it all out, even though I knew my boyfriend's dad wasn't really the best confidante. 

“It's alright, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said. “I'm sorry my son is pressuring you. I'll have a talk with him.” 

“It's not really that,” I sighed. “I do want to have sex with him. I want to make him happy. I just get scared.” 

“Well, that's understandable,” Mr. Washington said. “Sex can be very scary your first time. Leon should try to do a better job of making you comfortable. You're a very beautiful girl, Lydia. I'm sure you'll find your place in this world.” 

I sniffled and nodded, very grateful for Mr. Washington's sympathetic tone. 

“Thanks, Mr. Washington,” I said, forcing a smile. “Thanks a lot.” 

“Of course, princess,” he said. “Now, I have to ask, because I can smell it on you... have you been drinking?” 

I blushed hard. I should have known he would know. I bit my lip, my eyes filling with tears once more. I didn't want to lie, so I nodded. He sighed, shaking his head. 

“Alright,” he said. “I'm not very happy about that, but I don't want you driving home drunk. Let me get my keys and I'll take you home.” 

“My parents...” 

“I won't tell them,” Mr. Washington promised. “This time. But no more drinking, okay?” 

I didn't tell him that it was Leon who got the booze. I was too grateful for the ride and his kindness. He went to get his keys and then we got into his car. I live less than a mile away, so we were there really fast. I sat in the car for a few seconds before getting out. 

“Thanks again, Mr. Washington,” I said. “For everything.” 

“Of course, Lydia,” he said. “Anytime.” 

Mr. Washington smiled and put his hand over mine, squeezing it a bit. I was surprised at how much I liked it. It kind of made me feel like I felt when Leon and I made out. But then he pulled it away and I got out. Mr. Washington waited for me to unlock the door and disappear inside the house before he drove away. I was very happy to see my bed, and collapsed into it exhausted.   

 The next day, I didn't feel very good. I had a little hangover, and I still hadn't heard from Leon once noon rolled around. Maybe he was really going to break up with me, and not even do it in person! I wanted to text him, but I also wanted to give him space. I hoped Mr. Washington would talk to his son on my behalf. I had the feeling that Mr. Washington liked me, though I didn't know why. I didn't have much to offer his family, after all, with no future to speak of. 

I was elated when I finally got a text from Leon. He asked me to come over that afternoon so we could talk. I put on my prettiest dress and walked over, since I'd left my car at his place the night before. If we were going to talk, I wanted to make sure I said all the right things, so I rehearsed every possible conversation in my head on the way over. 

If it came down to it, I was willing to give Leon my virginity that very night, just to keep him. 

When I got to his house and knocked on the door, I was surprised to see Mr. Washington answer it. He smiled and let me in, asking me to come sit on the couch with him for a minute, because he wanted to talk to me. 

“Okay, Mr. Washington,” I said, joining him on the couch. “But where's Leon?” 

“He's not home,” Mr. Washington said. I was confused. 

“But he texted me...?” 

“No, he didn't,” Mr. Washington said, shaking his head. “I did.” 

“You? Why did you text me?” I was really confused now. Was Mr. Washington going to talk to me about drinking last night? Was he going to tell me he didn't want me to date Leon anymore? 

“I have given a lot of thought to what you said yesterday, Lydia,” he said. “About being scared to give my son your virginity.” 

I gulped hard. I never should have mentioned that. He was definitely going to lecture me about it. But then Mr. Washington put his hand on my knee, and my heart jolted. It was really big and so warm on my bare knee. He had much bigger hands than Leon, and his palm was kind of rough. Also, the way he gently squeezed my knee felt weird. In a good way. 

“I'm sorry that my son isn't being more understanding about helping you discover the pleasures of sex,” Mr. Washington went on, apparently oblivious to the reaction my body was having to his hand. “I've talked to him about it, and he's agreed that I should walk you through it, so you're more comfortable.” 

I looked up at Mr. Washington, taking in the kindness in his deep brown eyes. I didn't understand what he was talking about, but his smooth voice was gentle and comforting. 

“I don't get it,” I said, offering him a smile. “I'm sorry, Mr. Washington, but I'm a little confused.” 

“What you need, Lydia, is a real man,” Mr. Washington said. “My son loves you, but he isn't a real man yet. You need to be broken in by a man who knows how to make a woman comfortable with her body and a cock. You see, Lydia, a woman's true purpose on this earth is to please men, sexually. Women can do many great things in lots of fields like science and art, but the one thing that will truly make a woman feel fulfilled is being useful to men.” 

I nodded along, trying to see where he was headed. I guess it was kind of making sense. 

“That's why women have such beautiful curvy bodies, and such warm, wet pussies,” Mr. Washington went on. “There are so many ways for a girl to please a man. And once you learn how good it feels to do so, you'll have no problem pleasing my son. You want to please Leon, right? You want him to keep loving you and stay your boyfriend?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Washington,” I said, nodding fervently. “That's what I want more than anything.” 

“Very good, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said, smiling in satisfaction. His approval made me feel proud of myself, and he squeezed my knee again, making a shudder go up my spine. His hand began to rub up and down, along my thigh, under the fabric of my dress. I liked it. The roughness, the heat. I felt like my breasts were getting heavier, my mouth going dry. I felt kind of dizzy all over, and warm in my cheeks. 

“Then be a good girl and do as I say,” Mr. Washington said. “I'm going to show you how to please a man, and how to enjoy your body. Can you do that, Lydia?” 

Mr. Washington was leaning in now, his face close to mine, and I could smell his rich cologne. I felt like there was something wrong with all of this, but how could it be wrong? Mr. Washington was a scientist. He had to know better than me, a teenager who barely graduated high school. Besides, you're always supposed to do what adults tell you.  

“Yes, Mr. Washington,” I said, my heart beating fast. “I can do that.” 

“Very good, Lydia,” he growled. His warm breath caressed my cheek. “We'll start by kissing. You've done that before, haven't you? With my son?” 

I nodded and grinned. I'd kissed Leon a lot. I thought I was pretty good at it. Mr. Washington's hand was still stroking my thigh, and now he reached his other hand around my head, pulling me in to meet his lips. Immediately, I felt the difference. Kissing Leon was nice, but this was... this was something else entirely. This was sexy.  

Mr. Washington kissed me like he owned me, pressing his tongue into my mouth and spreading my lips wide. His hand on the back of my head held me tight, so I couldn't move. I found myself unbalanced, and put my hands on his leg to support myself while he probed and explored my mouth. When he pulled away, I gasped, my eyes opening wide to watch him. He grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked so that my head moved back on my neck; diving in, he sucked and licked at my neck, running his tongue in circles as his lips sucked on my flesh.  

I writhed as the sensation flooded through me. I felt like my nipples were hard, even though it was hot in the room, and I was pretty hot myself. Mr. Washington's hand was sliding further and further up my thigh, and each inch seemed to make my pussy tingle a little more. When he pulled away again, releasing my hair, I dug my hands against his leg and tried to lean forward, wanting his lips on mine again. But he stopped me with one large, firm hand on my chest. 

“Don't be so needy,” he growled, frowning a little bit. I was dismayed. All I wanted was to kiss him some more! “Stand up for me.” 

I would do whatever he said if it got that frown off his face. The last thing I needed was my boyfriend's dad being upset with me. I rose from the sofa and stood before him, wondering if he could tell how strange I felt, how much I liked the way he touched me. His legs were spread and he grabbed my hips, pulling me closer until I stood between his legs. 

“Take your clothes off, Lydia,” Mr. Washington demanded. “A man likes to see a woman's body naked.” 

I bit my lip. I'd never been naked in front of a man before, and I was nervous. What if he didn't like my body? Mr. Washington frowned again as I hesitated. 

“Never leave a man waiting,” he chided. “When a man tells you what to do, you should do it quickly. With a smile on your face. I'll rip your clothes off if you wait much longer. You've got me excited, and now it's your job to make sure I stay that way.” 

Well, if he wanted me to get undressed, I guess I had no choice! I wanted to please him so badly. I needed him to make sure Leon didn't break up with me. So I reached behind me, blushing hard as I unzipped my dress and let it fall to my feet. I was standing there in just my bra and panties, but it seemed like Mr. Washington wanted even more. 

“All the way, Lydia,” he growled, sounding impatient. “You have beautiful tits, and I want to see them. I also want to see your pretty little white pussy.” 

I took a shaking breath and reached behind me again, unclasping my bra. My D-cup breasts spilled forward; I always wore bras that minimized their size, so having them exposed fully was strange. They felt heavy, and my nipples were definitely very hard. Mr. Washington groaned when they popped free, licking his lips, and I felt a little better knowing that he liked what he saw. Shimmying out of my panties, I stood completely naked before my boyfriend's father. Even Leon had never seen me this way before! 

Mr. Washington nodded his approval, and my stomach fluttered with pleasure.  

“Soon, I'll have you shave this for me,” Mr. Washington said, pointing to my pussy hairs, which were curly and delicate. “A shaved pussy tells a man that the woman is eager to please him.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said, wishing he would touch me again. Standing there naked while he admired my tight, young white body had me feeling very strange and excited. Luckily, he didn't make me wait very long. He leaned forward, grabbing my breasts in his massive hands, pawing them hard and making me groan. 

“These are beautiful, Lydia,” he said. “Why do you try to hide them? From now on, you should wear tops with lots of cleavage, and don't wear those minimizing bras. Get some nice push-up bras. The whole world deserves to see these beautiful tits.” 

“Okay, Mr. Washington,” I moaned, closing my eyes as the relief of his touch swept through me. He pinched my hard nipples and I gasped, rising on my toes for a second as the new feeling stabbed down my stomach, straight to my pussy!  

He pinched them again, then gently rolled his thumb over them. I swayed in closer, wanting more. Every time he touched my nipples, I felt like my pussy was clenching. And there was a different feeling down there, too. Like I was all wet between my legs. I felt like I wanted something between them... to be touched... 

“You're very excited, aren't you?” Mr. Washington observed, and I opened my eyes to see him looking up at me, a studious look on his face. I bit my lip and nodded. “That's good, princess. You'll feel even better soon. Now, I'm going to treat these tits the way they were meant to be treated...” 

My hands flew to his shoulders, clenching hard as he leaned forward and took one stiff nipple between his lips. He sucked inward, and the sensation was enough to make me sway and cry out in lust.  

“Oh, Mr. Washington! Leon's never done that before!” I moaned as he sucked and lapped at my nipples, one after the other, growling as he switched between them. “It feels so good...” 

“I know it does,” Mr. Washington said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “This is how you get a woman wet.” 

“W-wet?” I murmured, wishing he would put his mouth back on my tits and kiss them some more. He rolled his eyes and reached down, sliding his hand between my legs. My thighs parted instinctively, and then I felt him press his fingers between my pussy lips and even further, into my slit! I gasped, my head rolling backwards as my pussy throbbed and gushed. 

“You're soaked,” Mr. Washington said, pulling his fingers away while I groaned with disappointment. He showed me his fingers, which glistened with my moisture. “See?” 

“Yes, Mr. Washington,” I panted. “Please... please, more...” 

He smirked. 

“That's very good,” he said. “Begging is a very appealing thing for a slut to do.” 

“Slut?” I questioned, my thighs shaking with need but my mind coming back to reality at the use of such a dirty word. 

“It's not an insult, princess,” Mr. Washington said. “It's a compliment. A slut is a beautiful thing for a woman to be. The best thing, really. You want to be a good woman, right? A good girlfriend for my son?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding hard. “Very much.” 

“So you'll have to get comfortable with being a slut. So far, you're a natural.” 

I was warm all over, overjoyed at his compliments. I really wanted Leon's dad to like me, and he clearly did.  

“Now, for your first real lesson,” Mr. Washington said, leaning back again. “On your knees, princess.” 

I was confused and disappointed that he didn't want to touch or kiss me some more, but I obeyed, getting to my knees between his legs. He reached forward, grabbed my hand, and brought it to his crotch. I could feel his hardness inside. 

“My cock is very hard, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said. “So you're going to do something about it.” 

“What do you want me to do?” I wondered aloud. He smirked. 

“First, take it out,” he said. I reached forward, undid the zipper, and watched his dick spring free. It looked huge, nine-inches at least and as thick as my fist! It was darker than the rest of him, and a drop of liquid glistened at the top.  

“Now, suck it,” he said. He reached for me again, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me forward. My mouth opened in surprise, but soon I felt the head of his cock pressed against my lips, demanding entrance.  

My tongue touched the tip, and I could taste him, musky and thick. He pushed harder on my head and my lips spread wide to take him in, letting him force his cock into my mouth. It felt really weird, my cheeks sucking him in, my body acting like it couldn't get enough oxygen. Something dripped down my throat, and he groaned as my tongue lapped at his cock. 

“Keep it up, princess,” Mr. Washington said, increasing the pressure on my head until I felt him against the back of my throat. “Grab the base.” 

I reached for him, barely able to fit my hand around what was left of his shaft. I was drooling, my spit flowing down to his lap, making it all wet. His hips shifted and I almost gagged. Soon, he began to slide in and out of my mouth, groaning with each stroke. Each time, I felt the head of his cock slide down my throat, choking me while my tongue danced around his shaft. 

“Fuck yeah, slut,” he said; I could tell he liked it, and that made me feel really good. I wanted to make him feel as good as I possibly could, so I sucked harder on him while he thrust into my throat. “Fucking your mouth is so good, I'm going to cum for you. You want me to cum for you, don't you? Want to swallow my cum, fill up that little belly of yours?” 

I had no idea why I would want that, but he wanted me to want it, so I moaned my agreement while he fucked my throat faster. He groaned again, louder than ever, and slammed forward, pushing on my head at the same time, thrusting as deep as my throat would let him.  

I winced as the first burst of his cum hit my throat and slid down, choking me even more. Spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum filled my throat, spilling from my lips, filling my cheeks. I swallowed everything I could, but some of it dripped down onto my tits as he held me in place and emptied his balls into my tight, virgin throat. When he finally pulled out, I felt raw and gasped for air, but I loved the way he looked at me with approval in his eyes. 

“Not bad for your first time,” he said, petting the back of my head while I licked the last of his seed from my lips. “You'll need some more training, but not bad. Now stand up again. You get a nice little reward. I need to get hard again if I'm going to fuck your pussy, and I want to taste that sweet little cunt of yours.” 

I stood on wobbling legs, once more confused by his words. Taste me? How? I didn't get it. Mr. Washington rose, put his hands on my shoulders, and positioned me in front of the couch; I kept my eyes on him the whole time, looking up at him for guidance. He forced me down so that I lay on the couch and he towered over me, his eyes roaming over my tender, nubile body. 

“God damn,” he murmured, and then he knelt on the couch, ripping my knees apart. He crawled towards me, putting his lips on my thighs. Immediately, I felt my pussy tingling, and moaned with pleasure, my head rolling back into the cushions. He kissed all up and down my thighs until I felt like I was dripping from my pussy. I had no idea what he was planning to do but I loved the way he was kissing me. His hot breath snaked across my wet slit, making me shudder and groan. 

Then I felt his tongue rub against the little button above my slit. I shot up, jolts of electricity shooting through my body. I heard myself moan, loud. It felt like paradise, like all the warmth in the world was in my body at that moment, concentrated in that little button. I realized that was my clit.  

Mr. Washington's tongue was flicking me gently, then circling it, then flicking it again. I couldn’t help myself, I grabbed his head and ran my fingers through his hair, pushing him closer to me. Mr. Washington's tongue left my clit and he gently kissed at my slit. He put his tongue in my pussy just a little bit and my spine arched, my back lifting off the couch.  

“Oh, god, Mr. Washington,” I moaned. “That feels so good, I feel so good, please...more, please, please...” 

Mr. Washington moved back up to my clit and sucked on it gently, then stroked it with his tongue again. I moaned and pulled his head in. I felt just the tips of his teeth against my button, then his tongue again as he rolled it around and over and across and…oh, I can’t describe how good it felt! No one had ever kissed me down there, and it had me rolling in pleasure. He growled, and took my calves and positioned them over his shoulders, getting even closer to my pussy.  

I wanted him to lick me faster, harder, and I pushed his head towards me urgently. I felt a strong sensation, almost like a pressure, spreading through me as he worked his tongue furiously over my clit. Then I felt him put one finger inside my slit…then another…and the pressure inside me exploded. I cried out and pressed him to me desperately.  

I felt something warm and wet shoot out of me, and it was weird, but I was too rocked by my first orgasm to care. My thighs clenched together over his head and I yanked at his hair, my body bucking and shaking like no tomorrow. Every part of me felt like it was on fire, alive for the first time, pinpricks of pleasure everywhere. He lapped at my spilled juices, then licked his way up my body while I shuddered and tried to recover. I could feel his cock dragging along my body, stiff once more.  
 

“That was nice, wasn't it, princess?” He held himself over me, his heat baking against my skin. 

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. 

“If you're a good little fuck toy, you'll get rewarded like that,” Mr. Washington said. “You're going to be a good fuck toy, so men lick your pussy, aren't you?” 

I nodded, hard. I'd do anything to feel that again. He smirked. 

“That's fine, princess,” he said. “But it's not quite right. You're going to be a good fuck toy no matter what. Even if a man doesn't want to lick your pussy. Sometimes, your pussy might be too sloppy and full of cum for a man to lick it. But you should still do whatever he wants you to, without expecting anything. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. I was hot again, his closeness making my stomach clench and my soaked pussy drip. “What now, sir? Can I suck your dick again, please?” 

He grinned. 

“No,” he said. “You can suck my dick later, if I feel like letting you. But now, I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fill your virgin cunt with my big, black cock. I'm going to bury myself inside you, and fuck you until I cum again. And you're going to love it. You won't scream when I enter you. It's going to hurt, but I don't want you to make a sound, alright?” 

This is what I was scared of. I knew it would hurt. But I also felt a deep hunger inside me. My pussy wanted him. I wanted to feel him moving inside me.  

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. 

“You want me to fuck you, right, Lydia? You want your boyfriend's dad to take your virginity, and turn you into a perfect little fuck toy? Tell me. Beg me.” 

I could feel the head of his cock between my legs, pressing against my entrance, spreading me wide. The pain and pleasure danced together and made my head spin. My hips jerked towards him. 

“Yes,” I panted. “Please, Mr. Washington. Please, fuck me. I want to be a good slut for you and your son...” 

Mr. Washington growled his approval and his hips thrust forward. I bit my lip and thrashed my head to keep from screaming as he split me wide with his massive cock, pushing past my hymen in a single, hard thrust. He dug down with his hips, driving himself forward until he had all nine inches inside my pussy, tearing into me with no regard for the pain I was in.  

“Good girl,” Mr. Washington said, bottomed out inside me. “Now hold tight for me while I break you in. This pussy is nice and tight, but it's a little too tight for a slut like you.” 

He pulled out, then slammed back inside, and I kept my lips sealed tight as pain bloomed inside me once more. He thrust again, and again, and again. And slowly, it started to hurt less and less. The less it hurt, the more I could feel something else. Something so good I started panting, my own hips moving in time with his. Unbelievably, I wanted him to go even deeper than he already was. It felt like he was already pressed against my womb, but I wanted more. He sensed the change in me and started fucking me harder, faster. 

“You can make any sound you want now,” he grunted. “Tell me how much you love it. Scream for me, Lydia. Show me what a good little slut you are.” 

“Fuck! Yes, Mr. Washington,” I cried, so relieved to be able to express my pleasure. His cock plunged into me again and again, fucking me hard and raw. “Yes, I love it, I love it, I'm a good little slut, fuck me, fuck me, please...”

I grabbed his shoulders, my nails digging into him as he leaned up and started fucking me like a stallion, pumping in and out of me so fast that I could barely keep up. He positioned himself on one arm, bringing his other hand to my pussy and sliding his thumb between my lips. He found my clit and rubbed it, once, hard, while plunging deep inside me. 

I exploded again, my pussy clenching around him, my body shaking, thighs quivering as I came. My boyfriend's dad was fucking me like an animal, turning me into a cum-craving slut, and I loved it. I wanted to be a fuck toy. It felt like it was my purpose. I came on his dick, gushing around his shaft, sucking him deep into my virgin pussy. He groaned again, pushing into me, and I felt his cum spurt inside me. The hot, wet seed splashed against my womb and filled my warm cunt, spilling out down my thighs as my pussy milked him dry. 

I moaned in wanton pleasure as Mr. Washington pulled himself out of me, tantalizing me with one last shudder of pleasure up my spine. 

“Thank you, Mr. Washington,” I sighed, looking up at him as he towered above me. 

“You're welcome, Lydia,” he said. “That was very good for a first time. You'll make a fine slut for my son, and anyone else we choose for you to serve.” 

“Anyone...else?” I questioned, rising onto my elbows. 

“Of course,” Mr. Washington said. “It would be selfish of us to keep a perfectly good fuck toy to ourselves. I have lots of friends who'd love a chance to fill your nice, white, teenage pussy with their seed. You are on birth control, aren't you?” 

I bit my lip. I wasn't. I hadn't even thought of that! Mr. Washington rolled his eyes and I cringed, fearing I'd disappointed him once more. 

“Well, we'll get you the morning after pill later,” he said. “And, of course, you'll need to go on the pill, or some other form of birth control. I'll want to breed you eventually, but a baby now would just ruin your tight cunt. But that's something to look forward to, isn't it, princess? Someday, you'll make an excellent breeding slut. We'll have a beautiful family, mixing your white skin with my dark skin...” 

“But what about Leon?” I pouted. I wanted to have Leon's babies someday. Mr. Washington shrugged. 

“Once I'm done with you, he can breed you as much as he wants,” he said. “You have a long, full life ahead of you, princess. There's plenty of time for you to worship all kinds of dicks, and there's no reason you can't bear children for both of us.” 

I brightened up. 

“You don't have to worry about going to school, or getting a job, or anything like that,” Mr. Washington said, noting my smile. “As long as you give me full control of your body, you'll be well taken care of. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To be a full-time fuck toy?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Washington!” I said, throwing my arms around him as he chuckled. “Thank you for teaching me!” 

“Your lessons have just begun, princess,” he whispered into my ear. “Once my son gets home, I'll teach you how to serve two men at once. Doesn't that sound like fun?” 

It did. I couldn't wait to show Leon everything his dad has taught me, and show him was a good little slut I could be. Now, I was excited to suck his dick and swallow his cum. It was my purpose all along. I just needed a real man to show me the way.  


Bonus Story: Abusing the Muse

To be an artist’s muse is an honor.  A great honor. It’s almost as important as being an artist, really. Where would the artists of the world be without their muses?

I should know. I’m Ralfio’s muse. If you haven’t heard of Ralfio, you’re really out of the loop. He’s amazing. He mostly does performance art, and it’s been showcased all over the world. And, as his muse, I get to be a part of every single show.

I remember my very first show. I was so nervous. I was only 18 at the time. I met Ralfio randomly at a coffee shop. He picked me out of the crowd and told me I was the sexiest, most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. You can imagine that I was flattered, but you can’t imagine how flattered. Ralfio is a catch. He’s not only a genius, he’s also very handsome. He might be my father’s age, but that doesn’t matter to me. He’s still handsome.

So when he asked me to come by his studio, of course I said yes. And his studio was amazing. It was a huge loft, right in the middle of the city! He had art everywhere. A lot of it was really abstract, and I didn’t get it, but Ralfio said that didn’t matter. I was art.

I mean, I’d always gotten a lot of attention because of my large breasts and athletic body, but something about the way Ralfio looked at me was so different than all the other men. He looked at me the way I imagine DaVinci must have looked at Mona Lisa. He looked at me like I was naked even though I had all my clothes on.

Ralfio asked me to return the next day to pose for him, and I did. And I returned the day after that, too. I went back to Ralfio’s studio every day for a month, and all he ever did was paint me. Over and over again. He never even touched me…and I really wanted him to! And he wanted to, too. But he didn’t want to ruin me, he said.

Well, I told him that there was no way he could ruin me. And he said not to be so sure of myself. We almost had a fight over it.

Instead, he pushed me to the ground and forced his cock into my mouth. I’d never done that before, and it was all very shocking. Especially when he put on porn for himself to watch while I sucked him off! But it was also so hot, being used that way. I never really thought much about sex or what I wanted in a lover, but as soon as Ralfio got me on my knees, I knew that he was just what I wanted. A man who would tell me what to do, and force me if I hesitated. He would never make me do anything I didn’t want to do, but there wasn’t anything he wanted that I didn’t.

He took my virginity from behind, my hands tied behind my back, with a gag in my mouth. It was so sexy, I came three times!

After that, he fucked me almost as much as he painted me. I moved in with him so that I could be available anytime he wanted me. He suggested that I limit my food intake, so that I would constantly crave his cum. Sometimes he would tie me spread-eagled to the bed and leave me there all day as he went about his business, stopping whenever he felt like fucking me. I was his muse – and his sex slave. They were really one in the same. After all, you can’t expect an artist to be at his best if his needs aren’t constantly being met.

A few months after I moved in to be his live-in muse, Ralfio asked me to be a part of his new show. I could have cried from joy. It was such an honor, I felt so blessed. When he told me what the show was about, I admit I was a little scared. I wanted to be everything he needed in a muse, but what he had planned was pretty…intense.

But then he told me that if I didn’t do it, he would have to find someone else. And the thought of someone else being Ralfio’s muse made me want to throw up. Plus, if I agreed, I would be famous as his muse. So I told him that I was all in.

I just asked him to help me prepare, which he did. We watched tons of porn together, and he taught me how to keep myself constantly aroused. We used toys to prepare my body – sometimes I would wear a butt plug for days at a time! And for days before the show, I didn’t eat anything. I wanted to have an empty belly when it came time to perform.

On the day of the show, Ralfio brought me to the gallery that would be showing his work. The walls were decorated with still-shots from porn – some of the movies we’d watched together were up there! I stripped in front of the gallery owner, who looked at my body with steady, lustful eyes.

It was my first time being seen naked by a man other than Ralfio, and I was nervous as hell. But having Ralfio there made it so much better. For him, I could do anything. I knew this was what he wanted, so it was what I wanted, too. Ralfio had me kneel down in the very middle of the room, which was practically empty except for the art on the walls. There wouldn’t even be wine or cheese like a normal reception would have. I was going to be the refreshments.

Ralfio tied me up in the way we’d practiced. He tied my wrists together and then tied them both to my ankles – this made my back arch, my bare breasts on full display. It was a difficult position to maintain, but I’d prepared and I knew I could hold it for hours at a time, if necessary.

“She is of legal age, right?” The gallery owner, Gerald, asked Ralfio.

“She’s 18,” Ralfio nodded. “It’s all in the paperwork I gave you.”

The paperwork included my ID to verify my age as well as the contract I had signed that said I consented entirely to the performance. No matter what happened. I did have a safe word that would stop the whole thing, but I didn’t plan on using it.

Ralfio and Gerald walked off together to discuss things that I was too dumb to understand. Even though I spent so much time with Ralfio, there was so much about the art world that just went over my head. But I was used to that, so it didn’t bother me. I waited patiently for the show to begin.

The patrons began to trickle in right on time. Of course, they were all drawn straight towards me. I blushed as they circled me, their eyes appraising me the way they would judge any artwork. It was all men, about twenty of them altogether. I maintained composure as they discussed my body openly, many of them coming almost close enough to touch me – but not quite. Little did they know…

Finally, the lights dimmed slightly and I knew it was time for the show to begin. Ralfio stood over me, his hands clasped together, staring at the audience.

“Thank you all for coming,” he said. “I’m very proud to present my latest work, called Toy. It explores the depths of human depravity – and uses you, the viewer, to do so.”

I saw some eyebrows rising and swelled with pride at Ralfio’s command over his audience.

“The girl you see before you is of legal age to consent, and she has consented to be used for sexual purposes tonight. Your sexual purposes. Now, many of you have wives. Or daughters her age. Some of you may simply be uninterested in a girl of her…stature. Though I hardly doubt many of you share that opinion.”

A healthy chuckle rumbled from the crowd, which practically drooled en masse as they realized exactly what kind of performance art Ralfio was presenting.

“I have trained her to be a perfect submissive,” Ralfio went on. “It was no easy task. I labored for weeks – months, to turn her into the object you see before you. And an object is exactly what she is. Now, the question posed to you: will you take advantage of the opportunity to slake your basest thirsts? Will you, art critics and buyers of high repute, men of class and wealth, scholars and patrons of the arts – will you give in to your inner barbarian?”

Well, I could have answered that question just by looking at them. While some of the men looked reticent, and a few maybe even seemed disgusted, most were already fidgeting as though they couldn’t wait to get started. My heartrate sped up. This was really happening.

“She will not refuse you, no matter what you desire. There are no cameras, no witnesses – except each other, of course. Nothing you do here will follow you out that door. And with that, I leave you to it. Treat my plaything well…”

Ralfio turned to me at last, a smirk on his face. His eyes were dark, unreadable, and sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I was wet, as I was meant to be, and I could feel it dampening my thighs.

“…or don’t. The choice is yours.”

And with that, my master and my lover stepped away from me. I sat there in the circle of men, waiting to see what would happen next. Maybe they would think Ralfio was joking, and leave me alone. Or maybe they would descend upon me like wolves. To be honest, I wasn’t sure which I preferred. My wet, aching slit wanted one thing – my terrified mind, another.

“I certainly wasn’t expecting this,” one man with red hair said. He stepped forward, clearly the boldest of the group. “Is it true? My dear, are you here to satisfy all of us?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “You may do anything you like to me. I am here to please you.”

“So…we can touch you?” He came closer, licking his lips. The whole crowd inched closer, too, all at once. My breath hitched in my throat.

“Yes,” I rasped out, mouth suddenly dry. “Anywhere.”

“Like…” the man lunged forward, his hands landing on my exposed, perky breasts. My hard nipples immediately reacted to his touch, sending jolts of wet pleasure between my legs. “Here?”

“Yes!” I gasped, my mouth no longer dry but wet as the sea. Ralfio had trained me well. Even as this stranger fondled and groped me, I could feel my body raging for more. Arousal ran in a stream down my thighs. The red-head looked down at me, his hands steadily playing with my flesh, a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

“Open up,” he said, as though daring me. I opened my mouth, head tilted up. He spit down into my mouth, the way I’d seen in so many dirty movies. The act was humiliating, but it only made me hornier. He stepped back, taking his hands from my breasts, which made me moan in need.

“Well, I for one plan on being part of this experience,” another man, older with gray hair, said. He stepped forward, too, and the crowd seemed to follow him, inching ever closer. The gray-haired man stepped behind me then dropped to his knees, grabbing my ass and squeezing it. The redhead was unzipping himself, and a second later I found myself face-to-face with his cock. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip as he stroked it inches from my mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my ponytail, shoving my head onto his cock.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue, just as Ralfio had trained me. Ralfio had trained me to take whatever abuse might come my way, and the redhead was impatient. He quickly began to fuck my throat, not satisfied with my tongue lathering his shaft. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat.

Behind me, I felt the old man’s hands roam upward to cup my breasts from behind. He pinched my tender nipples, rubbing his cock against my ass. I looked up and the redhead spat down onto my face again, this time aiming for my eye. The crowd was livelier as the action began, cheering him on. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat.

“You’ve been trained to be a good little cocksucker,” he growled, jerking his hips as he buried himself in my young, raw throat. My empty stomach growled for his cum. The old man was dry-humping me hard, making my body shake and my pussy drip.

“Fuck, yeah, swallow it all,” redhead moaned, shooting a thick rope of cum into my tight throat. Starving for seed, I sucked him dry, savoring the flood of cum filling my tummy. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back.

“Next,” I gasped, as Ralfio had instructed me to do, to help inspire the audience.

“Dibs,” a man called out, pushing himself forward. “My wife never gives me head anymore. Gotta take what I can get.”

He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me. Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

My nipples were starting to ache with the old man’s persistent pinching, and my thighs hurt from clenching as he teased me with his swiveling hips. I felt a wave of relief as the sound of him unzipping himself reached my ears, and I could feel the tip of his cock against my lower back.

The cock in my mouth began to throb. The old man reached one hand down between my legs, finding my swollen clit. My eyes rolled back in pleasure as cum filled my mouth and a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“You’re enjoying this,” the old man whispered in my ear. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you suck down another cock.”

Ralfio said I could cum when anyone told me to that night, so I let myself shudder in pleasure as the old man’s fingers brought me to climax. Already, another cock was pushing between my lips, and I could only accept it. My juices flooded down my thighs, over the old man’s cock. He slid it back and forth, between my lips, before settling at my tight teenage slit. His thick cock was hard, ready to fuck me and fill me with cum. He shoved himself forward, my slit so wet that his whole cock entered me in one swift movement. I groaned around the cock raping my throat, now fucked at both ends and loving it.

The crowd had really gotten into it, and now men came close enough to touch me. They grabbed my breasts, pinched my hips, spit onto my face as I choked on cock. The sensations edged between pleasure and pain, a fine line that made me tremble and spark with orgasmic energy. The men surrounding me stroked themselves as they touched me, some even cumming on my flesh before getting their chance to abuse my tight teenage body.

“Dirty slut,” someone said, taking great pleasure in using the dirty words – and I found pleasure in hearing them. I was just like the girls in the pornos! The old man fucking me gave a wheezing gasp as he came, emptying his balls into my fresh cunt. The spasms of his cock inside me made my muscles clench in need. As soon as he pulled out, another man took his place.

The cock rammed down my throat pulled out, and cum shot onto my face and tits, thick ropes of it painting my flesh white as I gasped for air. My make-up was running from the tears that escaped my eyes as I gagged on cock after cock, my tight little pussy pummeled over and over again as I was used by the faceless, unknown men. They were bolder now, and yelled out at me, calling me names that I’d never been called before – except by Ralfio.

“Stupid fucking cunt,” one voice called directly into my ear as another load of cum splashed into my pussy.

“Brainless slut likes this, gets off on being raped by strangers,” someone else said as they pinched my tender nipples.

“Bet she wants to cum again, huh? Cum for us, whore,” someone whispered into my ear. My cry was muffled by the cock unloading in my throat, but the violent thrashing of my body in its ties was enough evidence that I was cumming. I was a disgusting mess, my hair tangled in cum, my pussy dripping with more loads than I could keep track of, my tits red and caked in jizz. My shoulders ached from the position I was in, my back pained from arching for so long.

“Fuck!” The cock in my throat pulled out just before exploding, covering my face in cum. “Take it! Take it, bitch!”

“Next,” I whimpered, licking seed from my lips. I was losing my voice from all the throat-pummeling, but I still wanted to make Ralfio proud.

“Wait,” someone called out. “We should fuck her ass!”

The men really had fully embraced the art. There was nothing holding them back now. Except, perhaps, for the same things that were holding me back: the ties on my wrists and ankles. A sudden wave of immense relief hit me as someone cut through the rope. I tumbled forward, all of me aching. But I didn’t have much of a respite, as I was soon propped up on all fours, my ass cheeks spread wide.

A hand smeared cum from my dripping slit to my asshole, and multiple men spat down on me. Finally, I felt the head of a cock positioned at my rosebud, stretching it open. Ralfio had prepared me for this too, and I relaxed my muscles, focusing on the man who was currently raping my throat, his balls slapping against my chin with each hammering stroke.

My ass was still very tight, but I remained calm as it was stretched wide by the cock inching deeper and deeper inside me. Tears streamed down my cheeks as yet another pint of cum shot down my gullet and into my stomach. A guttural groan escaped my throat when I felt my ass fully stuffed – and just as quickly, I was being fucked hard from behind, someone using my ass like a cunt, ramming me hard and fast. My tits bounced wildly with the violence of his movements, my body struggling to support my own weight and the weight of the man fucking my ass.

“It’s so tight,” he said, spitting the words onto my lower back.

“Not for long,” someone laughed, grabbing my hair to jerk my head up and spit into my mouth. A fresh load of cum from someone jerking off splattered across my back. Someone kicked my side, either accidentally or on purpose, it didn’t matter. My whole body was used at once, abused in every way imaginable. Shock settled in as cum shot into my asshole for the first time that evening, rope after rope of it filling me up.

It only made it easier for the next man to shove his entire cock inside me at once, grabbing my hips and jerking them quickly, using me like a fuckdoll. Someone straddled my back and jerked off into my hair while someone else took their turn at my mouth, pushing my nose into his pubes and holding me there. Drool pooled underneath me, cum dripping from every hole, as each man took multiple turns using my tight teenage body.

The night wore on and on, until at some point, the men were exhausted. So was I, almost unconscious. Without their hands on me, supporting me, I collapsed forward, onto my face, my ass high in the air. I had taken ten more loads in my ass, innumerable loads in my throat and pussy. Someone had pissed on my back, and they’d spit in my hair. I was a disgusting excuse for a slut, and now the men could see what they had done to me.

“Thank you all for attending, and participating,” Ralfio’s voice made my heart soar. I’d done all of this for him – and I could only hope that I’d done well. Was he proud of me? Had I performed up to his standards? Was I still his muse? “Your patronage is appreciated.”

I stayed where I was as the reception came to an end, people discussing the event in hushed towns as they meandered -very slowly -towards the door. Back to their wives and girlfriends and families. Leaving me alone with their cum and piss and spit painting my body.

A shadow crossed over me, and I gathered enough strength to look up. Ralfio was looking down at me. For a moment, we just looked at each other – my heart hammered in my chest.

“That was just fine,” he finally said, offering a hand to help me up. “You’ll do nicely.”

And that was that. My fate was sealed. Ralfio and I have performed together in twelve cities, on two continents. And we have many more to go. From gallery to gallery, Ralfio uses me to prove that art has no limits. I am always so proud to serve him, to be his muse.

I know that I won’t always inspire him the way I can now, with my tight youthful body. I’m already showing signs of the constant use and abuse. But I trust Ralfio to see beyond the physical. After all, an artist just can’t abandon his muse, right? I know that I would never abandon him. Where would I be without Ralfio? Just a sad little virgin in college, preparing for some sad little future. Instead, I’m living a life of glamour and art and ecstasy. Sure, it requires me to be a mindless sex slave a few nights a week, but so what? It’s totally worth it. Besides…

…being a mindless sex slave is pretty fun!
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