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The Brat Brings a Friend
 

Two weeks after I fucked my boss’ daughter in his office, I got promoted.

Of course, he had no idea that I’d bent his daughter over his desk and taken her ass for a ride. If he had, I would’ve been fired. But since he didn’t know, I got the promotion that I deserved. I was the hardest worker in the office, and I’d done enough favors for Mr. Collingsworth that I earned the office and company car.

I was only a Junior Executive, but it was one more step in the right direction – and a big pay increase, to boot.

To celebrate my new position in the company, our office held a barbeque – hosted by none other than Mr. Collingsworth. His rolling, multi-acreage estate was perfect for a big gathering, and he enjoyed showing off his McMansion to the lowly employees he treated as slaves.

Incidentally, his daughter still lived in that McMansion. Lindy Collingsworth was a notorious brat, famous for giving her father an ulcer that put him out of commission for a few months. As you may imagine, I was a little anxious about attending a party at his house. Especially a party in my honor. The girl was a little bit obsessed with me. What if she made a scene, or otherwise revealed the nature of our relationship in front of the whole office? That would make quick work of my promotion.

But what could I do? I couldn’t very well refuse to attend a party in my honor. And, to be fair, Lindy had dialed down the obsessive-teenage-love-story she’d had going on beforehand. She only sent me about three dirty pictures and messages a week, as opposed to daily. And since she loved my dick so much, I had a feeling she wouldn’t want to jeopardize it by screwing things up for me.

The day of the barbeque rolled around. Of course it was a Saturday, which meant everyone had to give up one of their days off instead of getting a break from the workweek. But hey, it was free food and beer. I showed up more or less on time, not wanting to make anyone mutter about me being ungrateful. Mr. Collingsworth was wearing a ridiculous pair of shorts printed with hot dogs, his bowling ball-esque belly barely contained in a white t-shirt. My coworkers (now my underlings, I supposed) filtered in by the ones and twos, availing themselves to the free booze immediately.

Mr. Collingsworth’s backyard was enormous, but the barbeque was concentrated in the grassy area near the in-ground swimming pool. A badminton net was set up, the grill was being manned by a professional chef, and various lawn games were strewn about the area. No one from the office was in the pool, despite the heat of the day. The reason for that was very obvious.

The pool was already in use.

By two very young – but not too young – ladies. One of whom, you may correctly assume, was Lindy herself. Her enormous rack was bursting from her bikini top, her tiny hourglass-shaped waist on display, her ass beckoning from swim bottoms that were more thong than bikini. She lounged in the pool, sunglasses on her face, her blonde hair up in a bun to keep it from getting wet.

The other girl was a friend of hers. She had raven-dark hair, and a slight body. She wore a similar bikini, though it hid more of her flesh. She was also paler than Lindy, and seemed shyer. She hid in the deeper water, giggling from time to time.

They both did very poor jobs of hiding the fact that they were watching me. If anyone else noticed, they had the courtesy not to point it out. In fact, everyone pretty much ignored them. The men wouldn’t want to risk Mr. Collingsworth’s ire by pointing out how slutty his daughter looked, and the women were likely jealous.

Mr. Collingsworth didn’t seem to notice either – but then again, he was well on his way to being three sheets to the wind. He’d clearly begun drinking before anyone else showed up, and was busy trying to organize a game of badminton that no one wanted to play. I took the opportunity to slip across the lawn and check in on my little nymphette, make sure she wasn’t planning anything sinister.

The two girls bunched together as I approached, they faces showing unmistakable awe. I had opted to wear swim trunks that day, thinking that I might use the pool. My tight muscle tank clung to my body. I wondered what Lindy had told her little friend about me.

“Hey,” I said, casting quick glances back at the office party to make sure no one was watching. “What’re you two doing here?”

“Daddy told me this is a party for you,” Lindy cooed. I stood above them, their elbows on the pavement while their legs kicked in the water. “Do you really think I’d miss that?”

“I think you probably should have,” I answered, crossing my arms. “I don’t want you fucking this up for me, Lindy.”

“Oh, you don’t?” Lindy asked. “Well, gee. And you know, I even brought my friend Jennifer here to help you celebrate!”

I glanced at the friend, who was shyly admiring me from below.

“Jennifer and I have been talking about you ever since that first day we met,” Lindy said. “I told her all about you. And she’s just dying to get a taste of your cock, Mike.”

“Don’t talk like that out here,” I grunted, even though my mind was already racing with the possibility of having a threesome with the two girls. “And I only fuck legal girls. She can’t be more than 16.”

“I’m 18,” Jennifer squeaked. “I can prove it!”

“Whatever,” I dismissed them with a wave. “I’m not risking my career just to get my rocks off.”

“What if I told you it would be risking your career not to?” Lindy said. She hoisted herself out of the pool with a splash. “What if I were to go over to Daddy right now and tell him…”

“Shut up,” I threatened, stepping closer. “You wouldn’t fucking dare.”

“You’ve got a lot more to lose than I do,” Lindy challenged. “If you want me to keep quiet, you’ll meet me in my room in ten minutes. Come on, Jennifer.”

Well, fuck me! I knew Lindy was a brat, but I had no idea how desperate she was. She was actually blackmailing me into a threesome – at the office barbeque! I watched the two girls disappear into the house, hand in hand. Jennifer cast one shy look over her shoulder before closing the door.

I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. I couldn’t very well deny Lindy now, or I’d lose everything. I could only hope there’d be enough going on at the barbeque that no one would notice my absence. I waited ten minutes, making small talk, before excusing myself to go to the bathroom. Once inside the house, I snuck up the stairs to Lindy’s room. I could hear the girls giggling before I even opened the door.

The giggling stopped once I stepped inside. Lindy’s room looked like a room decorated for a little girl. Everything was pink. The bed had a canopy. Two windows on the wall beside the bed offered a view of the backyard – where I could make out the shapes of my co-workers and Mr. Collingsworth mingling. I felt a little perk of energy at the thought of violating these two 18-year-old girls while the office partied in my honor right outside.

“Hi, Mike,” Lindy said. The two girls sat on the bed, holding hands. I quirked an eyebrow at that.

“Well, I’m here,” I said, crossing my arms. “What do you want, you little brat?”

Lindy pouted, while Jennifer just looked shyly down at her lap.

“Well…like I said…I told Jennifer all about you at our last sleepover,” Lindy said. “It made us so horny, we started fooling around…”

The thought of the two girls “fooling around” made my mouth dry out a little.

“…but of course, it was nothing compared to the real thing,” Lindy said. “So I promised Jennifer that I would set this up.”

“And you think I’m just going to go along with it?” I asked. Lindy batted her lashes.

“I don’t see what choice you have,” she cooed. “Daddy’s right outside and…”

“Alright, alright,” I grunted, holding up my hand. “God, you’re so desperate.”

Lindy smiled and shifted over, patting the bed beside her. I crossed the room and sat between the two girls. But as soon as I hit the mattress, Jennifer shot up to her feet.

“What’s with you?” I asked. “You’re the one blackmailing me, remember?”

“I just…I just got excited,” Jennifer said. “And…I’m not very experienced. I’m not a virgin or anything but…”

But she might as well have been, I could tell. Lindy’s little friend was slight in comparison, her chest a manageable B-cup and her ass a little flatter – but still nice. I could definitely make it work with her, especially if Lindy was in the mix. I was getting excited about the potential before me when Lindy slipped her hand into mine.

“So? Did I do good?” Lindy blinked innocently, smiling like she was shy. Of course, I knew she was anything but shy – the effect still worked for me. I thought about violating my boss’ daughter and her friend while he and the rest of the office were just outside.

“We’ll see,” I said, looking at the virginal young thing that stood before me. “What’s your name again? Jennifer? Why don’t you go ahead and strip for me. That’ll be a good place to start.”

She blushed, looking down at her pigeon-toed feet.

“Come on, Jennifer,” Lindy urged. “Trust me! It’s so worth it! Mike is the best!”

“Well…okay,” Jennifer whimpered. She reached up, undoing her bikini top. It fell away, revealing two precious little mounds, topped with pink nipples. Her breasts were even paler than the rest of her body, and as she shimmied out of her bikini bottoms I saw the same could be said for her ass and pussy. She, like most girls these days, was shaved bare.

“Now what?” Jennifer asked, still looking down.

“Come here,” I said, waving her forward. “Lindy, get up and give me something to look at.”

“Yes, sir,” Lindy chirped, bouncing off the bed and standing in front of me. She had no shame stripping down. Meanwhile, Jennifer stood awkwardly in front of me. Her lean stomach rippled as she tensed up.

“Calm down,” I said, tugging at her wrist. She let me turn her around, so that we were both facing Lindy and her striptease. I reached around Jennifer’s lithe young body and found her tits, squeezing them gently. She gasped, arching her back in response. I could already feel her nipples tightening under my palms. Her flesh was soft, plush as I groped her.

Lindy had discarded her bikini top, showing off those impossibly huge breasts I loved so much. They defied gravity. She moved slowly, putting on a show. Leaning in, I pressed my lips to Jennifer’s neck. She tasted like chlorine and vanilla, and cooed a little as I kissed her. She was coming to life in my hands, heating up, and I loved it. While my little slut shed her bottoms and showed off her already-wet slit, I toyed with her friend.

I was hard, and I wanted Jennifer to know it. I pulled her against me.

“Oh!” Jennifer cried, feeling my hard cock against her ass. “That’s…that’s…”

“That’s my cock,” I laughed into her ear. “And it needs some service. Get on your knees and start earning your keep.”

With that, I released her. She turned around, wide-eyed but red-cheeked.

“Wha…what?” Jennifer stammered.

“It’s fun, I’ll show you,” Lindy announced, joining her friend between my knees. She tugged Jennifer down until they were both kneeling in front of me. Lindy was practically salivating as she tugged my shorts down and released my oversized member.

“It’s so big!” Jennifer exclaimed.

“I know, right?” Lindy grabbed me, pulling my cock to her lips and licking it slowly, savoring every inch. I leaned back on my elbows, enjoying the view as Lindy covered me with her tongue. She closed her eyes, moaning in delight as I began to drip pre-cum into her waiting mouth.

“Share,” I ordered, wanting to watch Jennifer’s lips wrap around me. She started, surprised by my rough command. Lindy popped off my cock and looked at her friend.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Taste it.”

Slowly, her eyes on me, Jennifer inched towards my cock. Finally, just before I was about to grab her and force her onto me, she licked my tip. Lindy ducked her head down and began to work my balls with her tongue as Jennifer explored my cock, kissing and licking it from base to tip. It wasn’t long before she was going faster, clearly enjoying herself. And Lindy was doing a marvelous job worshipping my balls. When Jennifer finally opened her lips and took me between them, I groaned in satisfaction and reach for her head.

With one hand spread on her scalp, fingers twining in her black hair, I thrust my hips up. Holding her in place, I pierced her tight little throat and watched her body writhe in reaction. Her eyes widened  in shock as I slowly thrust into her sweet little mouth.

“So hot,” Lindy murmured, sucking my balls into her mouth while I fucked her friend’s throat. Jennifer’s wide eyes suddenly glazed over, and I looked down to see that Lindy was touching her friend’s pussy. With her mouth still kissing and bathing my balls, she ground her palm against Jennifer’s clit. The raven-haired girl went slack, making it even easier to violate her throat. I almost came right there and then, but I had a better idea.

“Wait,” I grunted, yanking Jennifer’s head of my cock. She gasped for air, crying out as Lindy thrust two fingers inside her. “I want to watch you two play. Jennifer, get on your back on the bed. I’m going to fuck your throat while Lindy eats your pussy.”

“Yessss,” Lindy squealed, pulling her friend to her feet. Dazed, Jennifer followed, and soon she was lying on the bed with her head hanging off the side. Her long hair pooled on the floor beneath her. I knelt in front of her, my balls dangling in front of her nose. Lindy knelt between her knees, her hands wrapping around her thighs. Lindy looked at me, devilish, before diving in to eat her friend’s pussy.

Jennifer’s cry of pleasure was cut short as I jammed my cock past her lips again. Holding her cheeks, I watched her tiny tits bouncing as my thrusts racked her body. She had her own hands in Lindy’s hair, hips bucking under her friend’s mouth. Her muffled moans vibrated around my cock, buried again and again into her sweet willing throat.

I grabbed Jennifer’s tits, squeezing them and fucking her throat. The slightest edge of her teeth against the base of my cock told me I was as far as I was going to go. I stayed there, choking her with my dick, watching her body reach a fever pitch of pleasure under Lindy’s licking tongue. Lindy’s tight, plump ass wiggled in the air, her eyes on me while she sucked Jennifer’s clit.

“Are you gonna give her all your cum, sir?” Lindy asked, using her fingers instead of her tongue. “I want some!”

“Then get over here, quick,” I grunted. Lindy crawled eagerly up her friend’s shaking body. I pulled out quickly. Both girls waited with their mouths open, their bodies wiggling together on the bed. A few strokes and I was shooting ropes of thick white jizz across their faces. Lindy lapped it up, her long tongue collecting every drop that landed on her cheeks or chin. Everything she didn’t get dripped down onto Jennifer’s face, smearing it with white. It pooled on her tongue, and she wrapped her legs around Lindy before leaning up to kiss her. The girls shared my cum with a deep tongue kiss, moaning and writhing in pleasure.

Momentarily out of commission, I stepped back to watch them. But chatter from the window caught my attention. I peeked through the curtain, grinning when I looked down at my boss and the rest of my coworkers playing badminton. None of them knew that I was violating Mr. Collingsworth’s teenage daughter – and her friend – just two stories above them. With one eye on the assholes outside and another on the girls inside, I slowly stroked myself back to life.

Jennifer and Lindy were licking each other clean of my cum, their pussies spread and rubbing together. Lindy was on top, her hand squeezing Jennifer’s breast while her other hand worked her pussy.

“That’s right girls,” I said. “I’m not done with you yet. Jennifer, don’t you want to return the favor? Poor Lindy worked so hard on your little cunt…”

“Whatever you say,” Jennifer murmured as Lindy withdrew her fingers and lay on her back. While I continued to stroke myself, Jennifer kissed her way up Lindy’s inner thigh and began to lap at her pussy. Clearly, they’d done this before, because Jennifer knew just how to make Lindy scream. Outside, the sound of badminton did nothing to hide the cries of pleasure the boss’ bratty daughter was making in her room.

Lindy grabbed her tits, pinching her own nipples. Her hips jerked, and she began to mutter. Thighs wrapped around Jennifer’s head, she was close to coming.

“Please, please, don’t stop,” Lindy moaned. I walked around to admire Jennifer’s slit on display. She was bent over, so I could see everything – from her puckered rosebud to her bright pink lips. She was shimmering, wet.

“Yes! Oh, fuck,” Lindy squealed. I stepped forward, kneeling on the bed. Jennifer’s hips wiggled provocatively in front of me. I grabbed her hips.

“Oh!” Jennifer exclaimed, her mouth pulled away from Lindy’s needy cunt. I yanked until my cock was pressing against her slit, then pushed her head down.

“Keep working, slut,” I told her. “I’m going to fuck you while you eat her pussy, you got it?”

“Yehs, shir,” her response was muffled by Lindy’s wet cunt. I groaned in ecstasy, sinking myself into Jennifer’s tight slit. She may not have been a virgin, but she sure as hell felt like it. She whimpered, wiggling.

“Ugh! Don’t stop!” Lindy called out, frustrated. I leaned forward again, putting more pressure on Jennifer’s head, pushing her down into Lindy’s pussy. I started to fuck her slowly, savoring the feeling of her tight little ass against my hips and her wet pussy stretching to fit me.

“Oh, oh god! Yes, yes, I’m gonna…I’m…I’m gonna…oh, yesss!” Lindy squealed, thrusting her hips like crazy as she came. I watched her tits bounce and jiggle while she shuddered in pleasure. Taking a fistful of Jennifer’s hair, I yanked her head up until she was on all fours with her back arched.

“Good girl,” I praised her, slowly sinking deeper and deeper into her warm cunt. “Now, who’s gonna suck my balls while I fuck this little whore-in-training?”

“Me, sir!” Lindy mumbled, barely recovered from my orgasm but already crawling towards me. I felt her warm tongue on me again, and focused on enjoying the sensation. Jennifer was beginning to moan, her hips actually working with me, pushing back against me with each thrust. I could go faster and harder, and she didn’t protest. In fact…

“Oh, my god, sir,” she gasped. “It feels…it feels so good!”

“I know it does,” I growled. “You’re one lucky little fucktoy.”

I groaned as Lindy’s mouth covered my sac. Her tongue began to trail upwards, and a pleasant shiver rippled through me. If her Daddy looked up at that moment, would he see what was happening? Would he see his little babygirl licking my ass while I fucked her friend? I grinned, slapping Jennifer’s ass to watch it jiggle while Lindy’s tongue circled my asshole and made my balls churn.

“B-but…I’m gonna…you’re gonna make me come! Oh, god, sir!” Jennifer cried out as I slapped her again. “Spank me! Spank me, sir! Give it to me, yes, Daddy!”

Wow. She was a kinky little brat. I happily obliged, laying into her ass until it was raw and red and she was bucking underneath me.

“Th-thank youuuu,” she mumbled, her pussy gushing with her climax, clenching around my hammering shaft. Lindy’s tongue lapped at my ass. I heard her Daddy talking outside, like the stupid, loudmouth asshole he was. I pulled on Jennifer’s ponytail, yanking her against me – at the same time, I reached back and pushed Lindy’s face into my ass. Blood boiling, I spewed my jizz into Jennifer’s tight slit. She milked me dry, until my balls were empty. I filled every bit of her unprotected pussy, fucking her bareback until I was finally out of cum.

My cock slid out of her now-gaping slit, landing heavily against my thigh. Lindy and Jennifer crawled onto the bed together, looking up at me with stupid looks of awe on their faces.

“Alright? Happy now? Am I off the hook?” I asked, glancing out the window again. It was about time I returned to the barbeque, before anyone got suspicious.

“Yes, sir,” Lindy sighed. “Thank you.”

“Whatever,” I shrugged. “I’m going back out there. You two…better stay inside.”

“Fine,” Lindy said with a flip of her hair. “Whatever you say.”

“Damn right,” I agreed, walking across the room to the door. With one hand on the knob, I turned to look at the two girls behind me. Poor little Lindy looked so sad that I was leaving. And Jennifer was…well, it seemed like I’d fucked her senseless.

“When can I see you again?” Lindy asked. “I already miss your cock so much…”

“Lindy, you know I’m an adult, I have better things to do than cater to some teenager’s whims,” I explained. Her face fell, disappointment written on every inch. I sighed. Dammit, I kind of liked her – at least, it wouldn’t be so bad to have a slut like her on speed dial. “But you know…I’ve got my own office now.”

A smile slowly spread across her face, and her eyes lit up.

“I’ll see you around,” I said, closing the door behind me. I stopped in the bathroom to wash the smell of teenage pussy off me. Then I walked outside, where the game of badminton was winding down.

Mr. Collingsworth came straight up to me, wobbling slightly with each step. My heart contracted. Was he suspicious? Did he know?

“My boy, I always believed in you,” he said, slinging one fat arm around my shoulder. I laughed in relief. “You’re one of the good ones. You’re going straight to the top!”

He leaned in closer, eyes darting around to make sure no one was in hearing distance.

“And trust me, there’s more perks to this job than salary and benefits. You tell a chick where you work and how much you make, she’ll be licking every inch of skin between your ribs and knees.”

“I’ll bet,” I said, patting him on the back. If only he knew that his daughter already had that covered – and then some!


Bonus Story: Dorm Room Delight

As I waited for my new roommate to arrive, I kept my expectations low. Signing up for the new coed dorms was like entering the lottery. What I wanted was an ultra-hot, live-in fuckbuddy. But I knew the odds were not in my favor. I forced myself to expect the exact opposite: some kind of prudish tattletale with bad hygiene. But I could have gotten a prudish tattletale with bad hygiene if I lived in the all-boy’s dorm. At least in the coed dorm, I might have a chance of seeing some tits once in a while.

It was a lottery, and I would have been doing myself a great disservice not to enter.

It was bullshit that I had to live in a dorm, anyway. I was 21, way too old to be sharing a shoebox with a teenager. But since I’d taken three years off after high school, I was only a freshman. I had to live with the rest of the freshman. School rules. While my fellow of-agers would be sharing apartments off-campus, I’d be toddling around with my shower caddy and making frozen pizza in a communal kitchen.

But I wouldn’t have traded those three years of freedom for anything. I had backpacked through Europe, gone to Mardi Gras, partied at music festivals, and generally had the time of my life. And I’d gotten laid more times than I could count. While the freshman in my dorm were all excited about the newness of college life, I saw it as a way to cool down a little after some hard partying. I wanted to cruise through some classes, hit the bars or frats on the weekend, and find some sweet little thing to call me Sir.

That was kind of my thing, something I’d learned about myself during that three-year hiatus. I wasn’t too hardcore into BDSM, but I liked the idea of being in control of some innocent, devoted chick. And I figured that with my good looks and my age advantage, it couldn’t be too hard to find a lost lamb on campus. Someone a little overwhelmed, who needed a steady guy like me to take care of them, tell them what to do.

I just hoped that my potential pet had cool roommates, or a place of her own, since my prudish tattletale of a roommate probably wouldn’t want to walk in on any hanky-panky. Like I said, I was keeping my expectations very low.

But you know…someone’s gotta win the lottery.

And I knew, from the moment my new roommate walked through the door, that I was holding the lucky ticket.

Sasha crept into the room like she was afraid a tiger might be waiting for her inside. Unlike the other 18-year-old freshman, she was alone. No hovering parents helping her move, or scrutinizing the coed living situation. The coed dorm was all in the name of breaking down gender barriers, or some other liberal shit. I didn’t care why they were doing it, honestly. I was just excited about it.

“Hey,” I said coolly, lying on my bed. The dorm room was your usual college space – tiny, barely furnished, with white walls. There were two beds on opposite sides of the room, two desks and two chairs. That was about it. I’d already moved all my stuff in, and I didn’t have much. A tiny bedside table, a lava lamp, my clothes. Some posters from my travels. Also, a drawer full of fun toys like handcuffs and vibrators. But I was keeping those well-hidden – for now.

“Hi,” Sasha squeaked. She was holding a rolled-up rug under one arm, and a suitcase in the other. She was 5’2, slender, with huge tits and the kind of ass you could bounce a quarter off. Long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and the cutest little mouth I’d ever seen. A spattering of freckles coated her nose and cheeks, and they brightened as she blushed. She didn’t seem to want to make eye contact.

“Welcome,” I said. “I’m Adam. Your new roommate. I hope you don’t mind, I called dibs on this bed.”

“Oh, no! Of course not! Whatever…you…whatever you want!” Sasha said, rushing across the room. She turned her back to me, putting her suitcase down on the opposite bed. I took the time to admire her ass, which seemed unnaturally huge in proportion to her body. But not too big – there probably wasn’t an inch of cellulite on her. I could have had a boner right then and there, but I took control of myself.

“So, what’s your name?” I said as she busied herself opening her suitcase. “Want me to unroll that rug for you?”

“Oh, uh,” Sasha blinked at me over her shoulder, biting her lip. “It’s Sasha.”

Of course, I’d already known that – just as she must have known my name. We got each others’ information when we got our dorm assignments. I’d tried to look her up on social media, but she didn’t seem to have any internet presence at all.

“Cool,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah…uh…same,” she fairly whispered. I got up, walking to her bed. She had leaned the rolled-up rug against the frame and I took it. Our skin brushed, and Sasha turned to me with wide, clear eyes. She looked like I was holding a damn gun to her head, instead of my arm barely making contact with hers.

“I’ll put this between our beds,” I said, unrolling the bright green, shag rug. It barely fit, but it did make the room seem a little more homey.

“Th-thanks,” Sasha tittered. I noticed her eyes on my body as I leaned down to adjust the rug, and I smiled to myself. “I’m…uh…I’m kind of nervous!”

“I can tell,” I said, returning to my bed. Putting some distance between us seemed to put her at ease. “But you don’t need to be. I’m a good guy, I promise. And I’m 21. So, you know, I’ve been around the block a few times. I’m happy to give you advice or help you out, any way you need it.”

I wondered if she had any idea what I meant by that. Sure, I meant it at face value…but also, I totally meant something else. She didn’t seem to pick up on it…anyway, her blush neither decreased or increased.

“Thanks,” she muttered, then gave a shaky sigh. “I’m just…wow. I wish my parents were here.”

“Why aren’t they?” I asked.

“Well…they don’t really approve of me going to college,” she admitted. “And they definitely don’t approve of me living in the coed dorms. Daddy’s a preacher.”

Oh, shit, Preacher’s daughter. I wondered if that meant…

But I was getting ahead of myself. Time to pump the brakes.

“That must be tough,” I said. “What made you decide to live in the coed dorms?”

Sasha shrugged, finally turning to face me. She sat down on the edge of her bed, her hands underneath her thighs.

“I just thought it was a cool idea,” she said. “And I guess…well, I kind of wanted to piss Daddy off. A little. But now I really regret it. He’s tried to shelter me for so long, I just…I needed to rebel. But now I just want him to be here and hold my hand!”

“Aw, come on now,” I said as her shoulders began to shake. “Don’t cry. Honestly, I totally get how you could be overwhelmed. But it’s gonna be okay. Everyone feels scared the first time they do something new. When I got to my first hostel in Europe, I was pretty nervous. I didn’t know if I’d even be able to communicate with anyone. But it turned into the best experience of my life!”

“You…you went to Europe?” Sasha asked with awe in her voice. Her eyes brightened, and her shoulders stopped shaking. “Wow!”

“Yeah, for a year,” I said. “Backpacked from England to Poland.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so cool! I’ve never been anywhere!”

“Well, you’re here now,” I said with a smile. “It may not be Europe, but it’s a new adventure for you. That counts.”

She smiled, a sweet little smile.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s…that’s a really nice thing to say!”

“It’s true,” I shrugged, happy to have brought her some relief. “It’s really brave of you to come here all by yourself. Especially since you said you’ve been sheltered. I think you’re doing great.”

“So nice,” she said, her smile widening. “I didn’t expect you to be so nice!”

Uh-oh. Was I in nice guy territory? I didn’t exactly want to be there. But then again, with a girl like this…maybe it was the right place to start.

“Like I said, Sasha, anything you need,” I said. “Just come to me. I’ve got you covered. That’s what roommates are for. And I really hope we can be more than just roommates.”

“Like friends?” Sasha said, sounding so damn hopeful it broke my heart. Poor kid really was sheltered. “I’d really like that!”

“I’d love to be your friend, Sasha,” I grinned. “Now, can I help you unpack or anything?”

“Oh…I don’t have that much,” she said. “But…can you tell me about Europe while I unpack? I really want to hear everything!”

“Well, everything might take a while,” I laughed. “But I can start with England.”

I started to talk about London, all my crazy adventures there. Of course, I left out the craziest of my adventures, but I hinted at the parties and concerts and crazy nights I’d had. She listened intently, hanging on my every word. I started to tell her about Dublin next, then Edinburgh. By the time I got to Paris, it was dinnertime. We walked to the dining hall together. Sasha nibbled at some gross-looking pizza while I munched down on mashed potatoes and fried chicken, telling her tale after tale. She was totally engrossed. But once dinner was over, I was pretty much talked-out.

“Where’d you go next?” Sasha asked as we arrived back to the dorm.

“You know, if I tell you everything tonight, there won’t be anything left to say tomorrow,” I joked. “How about we watch a movie or something?”

“Okay!” Sasha said. “Gee, I’m so glad you’re my roommate! Adam, you’re so cool. And I feel so relaxed. I thought I’d never feel better, but I already feel like college is going to be awesome!”

“I’m glad,” I said, taking a risk and laying a hand on her shoulder. I squeezed gently, expecting her to run away like a frightened rabbit. But even though she blushed like crazy and looked down at her feet, her hair falling over her face, she didn’t move away. That was a really good sign.

She wasn’t the only one who felt like college was going to be awesome.
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I spent the next week as a good college student should: going to classes, eating at the dining hall, not sneaking liquor into my dorm room. I got the books, and I even hit them sometimes. Mostly, though, I tried to win over my sweet, bunny-eyed roommate.

Sasha was as innocent as they come. Preacher’s daughter to the max. She’d never drank, did drugs, and – I had to guess, since she didn’t tell me – never had sex. She’d never done a lot of things: seen an R-rated movie, driven over the speed limit, shoplifted, or been on an airplane. She’d never, honestly, done…anything.

Which made it really easy to impress her.

And impress her I did. She seemed to hang on every word that came out of my mouth. I’d get home after class and she’d be waiting like a puppy to ask me questions about how she was supposed to make friends, or what it felt like to dance at a club, or if I knew what a “gravity bong” was. I was more than happy to answer each and every question, since each and every question made her trust me more and more.

I could have been annoyed by her clinginess, but it was hard to be annoyed when she was clearly so in need of guidance. And, shit, it was hard to be annoyed when she wore those cute little pajama shorts and low-cut tank tops to bed. It was like she had no idea what effect her body had on me, or on men in general.

I was just waiting for my chance to show her. And by the end of the first week, I admit to getting a little impatient. On the first Friday of the semester, I wound up going out with some guys from my Econ class. I advised Sasha to go to the “pizza party” being hosted in the dorm’s lounge, by the RA’s, She asked me to go with her and looked petulant when I said I had other plans, but she did as I said.

When I got back, I was frustratingly sober. Turns out the Econ guys weren’t into partying the way I was. Their idea of a night out was going to the local old man bar and – get this – playing pool. Not a single one of them ordered a beer, and I wasn’t going to be the only fool getting drunk. Even though it was a Friday night, the bar seemed to be reserved for old dudes who lived in town, not the usual college crowd.

It was a little before midnight when I got back to the dorm and found Sasha on her bed, in her pajamas. Crying.

“Sasha!” I exclaimed, surprised and a little scared of what might have happened to her. “What’s wrong?!”

“Oh, Adam,” she sniffled, wiping her cheeks. She was in her tiny, thin, plaid pajama shorts and a tight v-neck t-shirt. “I w-went…to the pizza…party…”

She was speaking haltingly between sobs. I sat across from her, on my bed.

“Calm down,” I suggested. “Take deep breaths.”

She did as I said, and within a few moments her tears had subsided.

“Okay,” I said. “Now, tell me what happened. Did someone hurt you?”

If someone did, I was going to kill him.

“No,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that. It’s just that I…I…I had no idea…”

She took a deep, labored breath.

“Like, no one is a virgin!” Sasha blurted it out, as though she was ripping off a virgin. “After the pizza party, we went to this girl’s room to play games. And they wanted to play Never Have I Ever, and I was…it was so embarrassing! I thought…I mean, I was winning, because I never did any of the things they said! But then when it was my turn, all I could think of was…”

I knew the game she was talking about. Everyone held up five or ten fingers, depending on the game, and went around in a circle. You’d say something you’d never done. If anyone in the circle had done it, they put a finger down. Whoever put all their fingers down first was the winner – or loser depending on how you looked at it.

“You said ‘never have I ever had sex’?” I said, making a not-that-wild guess. Sasha nodded slowly, staring down at her lap.

“I’m so stupid,” she whimpered. “They all looked at me like I was a freak!”

“Oh,” I said. Sasha’s ample breasts heaved with her shuddering breaths. Even with her eyes rimmed red from crying, she was unbelievably sexy. I knew she was feeling sad and maybe a little vulnerable, but this was my shot. I could just tell, this was the time to do it. What kind of man would I be if I didn’t take the opportunity to try and get in my hot roommate’s pants? Or, more accurately, her pajama shorts. “I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“I just…I feel like such a loser!” Sasha mumbled. She wiped her cheeks, then blinked up at me. “Are you…a…?”

“No,” I said quickly.  “I’m not. I would be embarrassed, too, if I was a virgin in college.”

Sasha blushed, looking away. Her shoulders slumped.

“Maybe I should just go home,” she sniffled. “Maybe I’m not ready…”

“That’s dumb,” I interrupted, trying to sound confident but not overeager. “Why not just, you know, have sex? Then you wouldn’t have to worry about being the only virgin on campus.”

“Have sex?” Sasha asked like the idea was so novel – well, how else did she expect to lose her v-card? I stopped myself from rolling her eyes at her innocence. “But…how?”

I laughed, unable to help myself. Sasha pouted and crossed her arms against her chest, which only made her boobs look fuller as they pressed together. I wanted to bury my face between them, lick my way all the way down to her pussy, and show her just what I meant. But she wasn’t going to let me do that…yet.

“It’s easier than you think it is,” I said with a shrug. “Don’t get all bent out of shape. It’s just that a hot girl asking how to lose her virginity is, like, so stupid.”

Sasha blushed again, her pout disappearing.

“You…think I’m hot?” Sasha squeaked.

“Sure,” I said, flipping my hand to show that her being hot wasn’t a big deal to me. “You’re hot enough.”

“So…you think someone would actually…like…want to have sex with me?” Sasha’s big blue eyes widened, no more tears welling in them. She bit her lip.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “I would.”

She gasped, drawing back slightly, her cheeks so red they could have been fire hydrants. Shit, had I freaked her out? Gone too far? She dropped her gaze to the floor.

“You…you would?” She looked back up at me, batting her lashes. There was an undeniable look of hope on her face that made me want to jump up and shout in victory.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, still acting nonchalant. “If it helped you out. I’m a good guy, I don’t want to see you upset like this. If all you need is someone to show you the ropes, I’m here for you.”

Sasha studied me. Her blushing cheeks dimpled as a sweet smile crossed her face. Sweet, but definitely nervous, too.

“Are you…are you totally sure?” Sasha asked, nearly breathless. “That would be…oh, it would be so great, Adam! I’d, like, totally owe you one!”

She’d owe me one? Damn. Luck really was on my side. I grinned, trying not to look insane. I didn’t want to scare her off now, when she was practically riding my dick already.

“We can go slow,” I said, getting off my bed and sitting beside her on the opposite side of the room. She turned to follow me with her eyes. I could almost sense the anxiety radiating from her full, curvy body. One of us had to make the first move, and clearly she expected it to be me.

Reaching across her body, I took both her shoulders in my hands and began to rub. Her muscles were so tense, it was like rubbing stone. She got even stiffer at first, and I worried that she would change her mind. I leaned in, making my voice extra deep and breathy as I whispered into her ear. “Relax, Sasha. I’ll take care of everything. Trust me.”

She sighed, and I finally felt some give in her tense muscles. She obeyed my hushed command, and began to relax. After a minute, her shoulders slumped. I studied the curve of her neck, her messy bun giving me plenty of access to her flesh. She even began to move with me, rolling her shoulders as I rubbed them. A muffled moan passed through her lips. My dick twitched to life at the thought of making her moan again – much louder.

“Keep still,” I suggested, whispering into her ear again. She shuddered in response. I licked my lips, watching her face slowly go blank as she let my hands lull her into a relaxed state. I leaned in close, picking a spot right under her ear, and pressed my lips to her flesh. She tasted sweet, and smelled like baby powder.

Hungry for more, and boldened by the way she leaned in to me, I kissed my way down her neck towards her collarbone. I moved until I was sitting behind her, my mouth slowly tracing its way from one shoulder to the other, my tongue gathering her sweetness like a drug. My cock was more than a little hard by the time I’d covered her neck and upper back in kisses. And Sasha was fully relaxed, even squirming slightly and pressing back against me.

It was time to turn things up a notch. I released her shoulders, which were like jelly by then, and slowly inched my hands down her chest. She stiffened ever-so-slightly as my fingertips grazed the top of her shirt, but she didn’t stop me. I nibbled her left ear, slowly diving under her low-cut shirt and finding her full, soft breasts. I was so thankful she wasn’t wearing a bra – I didn’t want to have to deal with a clasp. Sasha’s breath quickened when I rubbed my palms over her nipples, making them tighten and harden. Her breasts were way more than a handful, and I squeezed gently with my fingers spread.

“Take off your shirt,” I commanded, whispering into her ear. She obeyed immediately, not even showing a hint of the hesitation I expected. Her tits jostled slightly as she pulled her shirt over her head, and I cupped them in my hands, tweaking her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. I could feel her skin heating up, her breath coming faster and faster, her pulse fluttering under my tongue as I kissed behind her ear.

“Don’t move,” I told her again, getting up from where I sat behind her. I got off the bed and knelt on the floor. She had her legs held tightly together. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes lidded, lips dewy. I held eye contact, grasping her knees and gently forcing her thighs open so I could kneel between them.

She let me manipulate her body, a perfect little doll, trusting my every movement. I was close enough to do what I really wanted – cupping her tits from below, I leaned in and sucked her nipple into my mouth. Sasha groaned, arching her back slightly, her body betraying how much she wanted what I was doing to her.

Her sweet flesh was addictive, and I sucked and nibbled her breasts, switching between them, her tight little nipples rolling under my hungry tongue. My cock was throbbing, impatient, but I could have stayed there, kissing her perfect jugs forever. She squirmed more with each passing minute, making small mewling sounds as I worked her tits with my hands and mouth.

Now, I noticed, her legs were spreading wider without me needing to push. Sasha was squirming in her seat, and I could almost smell how excited she was. Her tiny pajama shorts were so thin that I could feel her heat against my chest as I leaned in. I felt confident that she was ready – even eager – for the next step.

I put my hands on her knees. She must have applied lotion not long before, because her legs were smooth and silky as I slowly drew my hands up her toned thighs. She shifted on the bed, her hips angling up as I approached. That was a good sign. Finally, my fingertips brushed the bottoms of her shorts, which put my hands right under her pert ass. Growling slightly in anticipation, I began to kiss downwards, leaving her sweet breasts and trailing my tongue down her stomach.

I took my time, my hands busy exploring her thighs. And then, finally, between them. Sasha gasped when I pressed my thumb against the seam of her pajama shorts, pushing the thin fabric against her flesh until I could see the outline of her pussy. I expected her thighs to snap shut, but instead they drifted even wider, as though inviting me in. Her hips shifted up, she leaned back, and I hooked a finger around her pajama shorts and yanked them to the side.

To my surprise, Sasha was shaved bare. I figured a virgin wouldn’t know to do that, but I guessed she knew more than I thought – maybe she’d read a Cosmo or two in her life. Her pussy was dewy, slick with arousal. I glanced up at her, my tongue at her bellybutton.

She was in a total trance, breathing slow and heavy, head tilted upward, body humming with need. I started to kiss faster, downward, towards her bare pussy. I wanted to taste that sweet little cunt. I brushed my fingers up and down her slit, making her coo and thrust her hips forward, asking for more. I could certainly smell her by then, as my mouth finally approached her entrance. Tugging at her shorts, I had them off in a second, and then I was face-to-face with her tight, shaved, wet slit.

Sasha moaned as I exhaled against her flesh. She smelled so sweet and fresh, my mouth watered at the thought of being the first to make her cum.

“Lay back,” I instructed, and she quickly obeyed, clearly desperate to do whatever I said. I hoisted her legs up over my shoulders, licked my lips, and dove in.

She immediately cried out as I sucked her hard clit between my lips. Licking it, I used slow, patient strokes to get it even harder and more swollen. Juices dribbled from her cunt down my chin as she panted, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue. I massaged and kneaded her thighs as I ate her sweet, virgin pussy. She was so responsive, moaning my name as she desperately thrust against my face. Digging her fingers into my hair, she pulled me against her.

As she breathed faster and faster, I lashed at her clit with my tongue, suckling it between my lips. I knew she was going to cum quickly, since she’d never done this before. I reached up, grabbing her tits and squeezing them hard. Sasha cried out louder than ever, her thighs clenching around my head, her pussy finally releasing in a flood. Her sweet cunt pulsed against my tongue, her clit buzzing, juice dripping into my mouth. I lapped it up, savoring the taste of her very first orgasm.

Sasha slowly stilled, her body totally pliable now that she’d had her first climax. I gave her a few last kisses, each of which made her jump slightly, before rising to my feet. I was rock hard, my cock clearly outlined behind my loose gym shorts. Sasha blinked up at me, staring at my cock.

“What now?” Sasha asked quietly, as though she didn’t already know the answer.

“Well, I thought that would help prepare you,” I said, reaching down to adjust my shorts. “And now…well…if you still want me to help you out…”

“Yes!” Sasha exclaimed, a little too quickly. She bounced up, sitting straight once more, eyes bright as she looked up at me. She had full confidence in me, I could tell, and would obey whatever I said like a little puppy. The thought made me even hornier. “Please!”

“Alright,” I said, reaching for my cock and pulling it free. “I think…I’d like you to turn around. Get on all fours.”

Sasha’s eyes clouded over slightly. Was I asking too much? Did she expect some sort of slow, candlelit, romance novel scene for her first time?

“It’ll be easier for me to…you know…get inside you, quickly, without it hurting too much,” I said. I figured it wasn’t that big of a lie. It would be easier for me to ram myself into her tight, virgin pussy. Easier for me, that is.

“If you say so, Adam,” Sasha said, nodding gravely. She slowly got to her feet, then turned around. She climbed onto the bed, on all fours, her bubbly teenage ass on display. I sighed in appreciation, slowly pumping my cock as I admired her wet, juicy pussy and tight little rosebud. I wondered what it would be like to be the first man in her ass, but I knew I should count my blessings. She was offering me her virgin pussy, and I was going to be grateful for it.

I reached for her ass, grabbing her cheeks in my hands and squeezing.

“Get on your elbows,” I instructed. Sasha obeyed, her ass lifting as she bent forward. Her tits pressed against the bed, her hair wild in its messy bun. I stepped forward and slid my cock between her lips. She was so wet from her orgasm that I could coat my shaft in her juices just by sliding it back and forth between her legs. She groaned as I stimulated her clit, rubbing myself across every inch of her. Teasing her was fun, but I was getting impatient. I positioned myself at her entrance. She felt it, and went stiff underneath me.

“Calm down,” I whispered encouragingly. “It might hurt for a second, but then…”

I inched forward as I spoke, stretching her tight slit wide. She groaned again, this time with a hint of pain in her voice. She wiggled, messing up my angle of entrance, so I reached for her upper back and pinned her down.

“Stay still,” I instructed. “Or it’ll be much worse.”

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha said, her voice muffled by the sheets that were pressed to her lips.

“Good girl,” I said, relishing how tight she was. Every inch, I expected to hit resistance, but it took a while before I finally found myself stuck up against something. I shifted, pumping slowly into her, gaining speed with each thrust. She cried out in time with my thrusts, and it as hard to say whether it was pleasure or pain. It didn’t really matter – she wasn’t telling me to stop, so…

“I’m going to pop your cherry now,” I warned. “Hold on tight.”

Her hands gripped the sheets. I slid out, then thrust forward, hard. She screamed in pain as I tore through her hymen, taking her innocence once and for all. Her hot, wet cunt was like a second skin on my dick, so tight I almost couldn’t move. Sasha gasped again and again, getting used to the feel of a cock inside her. I wanted to be patient with her, but I needed friction. My balls were churning.

I started to slide in and out of her, slowly, savoring her tightness. She’d never be this tight again, and I decided to make the most of it. Gripping her ass, I squeezed tight and began to thrust faster. Sasha moaned, drooling into the sheets, but she also started to move with me. Her hips pushed back when mine pushed forward. Excited, I slowed my thrusts – she didn’t.

“You like it?” I asked, surprised at how quickly she’d gotten used to having a cock inside her.

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha whimpered. “So good…your cock in me…so good….”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, watching her impale herself on my dick over and over. Soon, I was standing perfectly still as she fucked herself on my rod. She groaned, her tits rubbing against the bed, as she slid her body against mine. Her breathing was hard and heavy again, her movements fast and hard.

I could hardly believe she was going to cum again, but when I slid my hand around her hips and stroked her clit, she screamed my name and slammed her hips backwards against me. Grinding back, I felt her sweet virgin pussy clench on my cock. She came again, her pussy milking my cock with its spasms, her toes curling.

It was so fucking hot.

I didn’t wait for her orgasm to subside before I took over again. I watched my thick, throbbing cock disappear inside her again and again, my shaft slick with her juices. She took my sudden pounding thrusts like a champ, letting me use her like a doll. Burying every inch in her cunt, I felt my balls churning, a lightness spreading at the base of my spine.

“Thank you, Adam,” Sasha moaned, and it sent me over the edge. I shoved myself against her womb, cumming inside her, spraying my jizz until it filled her up. I emptied my balls into her slit, watching her pant and buck in pleasure at the feel of my hot cum splashing inside her.

I squeezed the last of my jizz into her dripping pussy and pulled out. Sasha stayed where she was, moaning into the bed. When she finally rose and turned over onto her back, she looked rosy-cheeked and sleepy.

“Wow,” she said. “That was so amazing.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said, surprised at how much she got into it. For her first time, Sasha seemed to get the hang of it real quickly. “And I’m glad I could help you out.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded dreamily. “Thank you, Adam. Sooo much. Um…can I ask you something?”

I was sitting beside her, leaning back, enjoying the afterglow and the sight of her nude body, my cum still dripping from her tight little snatch.

“Anything,” I said.

“Um…well..will it always be like that?” Sasha blinked up at me, her blue eyes so wide and trusting.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Everyone is different…”

“But, I mean, you were so good at telling me what to do,” she explained. “I really liked that. It made me so comfortable, and I enjoyed it so much more than if I had to figure out for myself.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, depends, I guess. You could ask a guy to do that for you, but probably you’ll find some guys want you to take the lead.”

Her face clouded over, and she frowned. I wondered what I’d said to upset her.

“I don’t want other guys,” she finally murmured, looking down and blushing again. “And I don’t want to ever have to take the lead. I only want it…like that. With you, telling me what to do.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was too good to be true. I hadn’t just won the lottery, I’d won the mega-jackpot.

“Hmm,” I said, pretending not to be excited by the prospects opening up in front of me. “Well…I do care about you. But what you’re asking for seems to be a Master-Slave kind of thing. That can take up a lot of time and energy.”

“Oh,” Sasha said, processing this. She looked dejected. “I understand…”

“But…I think I’d be willing to do it. For you. But you’d have to be very good, and do what I tell you.”

“Really?! Oh, Adam, I swear! I will do everything you say!” Sasha squealed in delight, cuddling up to me, her breasts pressed to my chest. I felt myself getting hard again, but it was late, and Sasha had already had quite a full night. I’d be a good boy and keep myself in check for the time being.

“I trust you will,” I assured her. “But you have a lot left to learn. I think we should get started first thing in the morning. I’ll teach you how to pleasure me with your mouth, the same way I did to you. Sound good?”

The thought of little Sasha taking care of my morning wood was almost too much to bear. I couldn’t wait to see her perfect lips spread wide around my cock. She nodded eagerly.

“One thing you can get started on tonight, though, is calling me Master. From now on, when the two of us are alone together, you should only call me Master. Not Adam. Out in public, you can call me Adam, but in here…”

“Okay,” Sasha agreed, nodding. “Okay…Master.”

She said the word like she was trying it on for size. When it left her mouth, she started beaming.

“I like the way that sounds,” she cooed. “It makes me feel so safe.”

“Good,” I said. “Now, let’s both get some sleep. We’ll have a long day of training ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Yes…Master,” Sasha said before yawning. She curled up with her head on the pillow, watching me out of the corner of her eye. “Are you going to…”

I drew myself up beside her, pressing my still-hard cock against her sweet, tight ass. Soon enough, she’d be used to the feel of my cock in all three of her holes. I couldn’t wait to feel her mouth, but I was even more excited about getting inside her ass. All in good time, though. For now, I was content to feel her press back against my hard-on as we drifted off to sleep.


Bonus Story: Punished by the Precinct

Greed is a mortal sin. Mortal sins get you punished. I learned that lesson the hard way, in the summer I turned 18.

I’d just graduated high school and was getting ready for college. I was going to the local university, and would be living in the dorms because I wanted to have the full college experience. That meant I was going to have to pay a lot of money – more than if I lived at home.

I got a job at an electronics store. It was an okay job, but it didn’t pay very well. I had enough money for tuition and housing – but nothing left over to buy other essentials, like a laptop. I really needed a laptop. Everyone else would have one, and I didn’t want to have to do all my work at the library. Plus, I just really wanted one. A nice one, that would play movies so I could make friends in my dorm.

And, you know, I did work in an electronics store. So I knew a thing or two about nice laptops. I was surrounded by them.

Surely they wouldn’t miss one laptop, right?

Wrong.

I guess I should have known, from working there, how tightly they ran security. But I was just greedy and stupid, and I thought I could get away with it. One morning, I snuck into the warehouse, tracked down our stock of laptops, and snuck one into my backpack. I threw my backpack into my locker, changed into my work clothes, and went on to my shift like nothing happened. I was sure that I would get away with it.

Halfway through my shift, I was called into the back office. The second I heard my name over the speakers, my stomach dropped. But I told myself it was just a coincidence. Maybe I was even getting a raise or something! I stuck an innocent smile on my face and went into the office.

There were two cops in there with my manager, and I knew for sure I was screwed. My smile disappeared and my whole body went cold.

“Jennifer, we know you stole a laptop,” my manager said, looking very disappointed. “And we take employee theft very seriously.”

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to turn around and put your hands behind your back,” one of the cops, a large black man whose badge read Officer Wolf, said.

“What?” I protested. “What are you talking about? I didn’t steal any laptop!”

“Don’t embarrass yourself,” my manager said. “We have video footage of you.”

“Ma’am, turn around, now,” the other cop said. His badge read Officer Jackson. “Or we’ll have to use force.”

“Please,” I whimpered, feeling tears springing to my eyes. “I’m only 18! I just needed a computer for school! My parents will be so disappointed!”

“You did the crime,” Officer Wolf growled. “Now, turn around.”

What choice did I have? Sniffling, on the verge of sobbing, I turned around. The cold click of handcuffs made me wail. And it only got worse from there, as they led me through the crowded store in handcuffs, past all my coworkers and neighbors!

Officer Jackson pushed my head down as they put me in the back of the police car. They slammed the door and came around to the front, getting in and driving off, leaving the store – and life as I knew it – behind.

“That was very dumb of you,” Officer Wolf observed. “You had your whole life ahead of you. Now? You’re looking at jail time.”

“No!” I gasped. “I can’t go to jail! I’m supposed to go to college!”

“Should have thought of that before you stole,” Officer Jackson chided.

“Sure is a shame,” Officer Wolf said. “Young girl like you. Bet you’ve got a boyfriend who’ll be missing you when you spend all summer behind bars.”

I sniffled.

“No,” I said softly. “But my friends…”

“No boyfriend? Really?” Officer Jackson said, turning around. “Girl like you? Surprising.”

His eyes were strange. Lecherous. They rolled over my body. My work uniform wasn’t very flattering, but with my double D-cup breasts and wide hips, everything I wore was kind of flattering. Not that I ever let anyone touch those breasts or hips. I was a virgin, through and through.

I shrugged, not liking the way Officer Jackson looked at me.

“You know,” Officer Wolf said. “You might get off with community service.”

“Really?” I asked, finally seeing a light at the end of the tunnel.

“Sure,” Officer Wolf said. “But this will still be on your record. You’ll be a convicted criminal for the rest of your life.”

I slumped back in my seat, feeling hopeless.

“Unless…”

Officer Jackson and Officer Wolf exchanged an odd look.

“Maybe you could perform that community service today,” Officer Jackson smirked back at me. “With us. At the station. We could skip the whole jail cell, hearing with a judge thing. How does that sound?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “Yes, please! Oh, please, sir, whatever you want, whatever you need!”

“Whatever we want, huh?” Officer Wolf cackled. “Sure, honey. Sounds good to me.”

They pulled the car into the police station. There wasn’t much going on as they led me through the doors and into the station. In fact, there was just the dispatch person and a few cops milling around. But Officer Wolf and Officer Jackson led me straight through the station, into a back room. There was nothing in it but a long table.

“Wait here,” they said before slamming the door. I sighed, wondering what they would have me do. Maybe filing papers? Or something like that? I hummed a little, feeling very lucky and relieved to have been arrested by such nice cops!

The door opened again and I turned with a bright, grateful smile. It faded a little as I watched the cops file in – a whole lot of them. Ten, maybe. They each gave me a good, long look as they entered, and some smirked or grinned.

I felt kind of dirty, with the way they were looking at me.

Officer Wolf and Officer Jackson came in last. They wore big grins as they walked through the crowd to stand beside me.

“Jennifer here has pledged to perform some community service today, in exchange for us turning a blind eye to anm indiscretion at her workplace. Right, Jennifer?”

I nodded, wondering what was going on.

“Anything we want, right?”

I nodded again.

“Let’s start with these clothes, then,” Officer Jackson said. “Take them off.”

Maybe they needed me to wear a special outfit for my community service? But why would I be undressing in front of all these men? Surely they weren’t going to watch?!

“Hurry up,” Officer Wolf said, grabbing at my shirt. “This offer can be revoked at any time.”

Panicking, I didn’t move as he pulled my shirt off. And I even helped him undress me from the waist down, leaving me half naked in front of the room. It was cold, and I started to cover myself, but Officer Jackson stopped me.

“Jennifer, your community service will require complete nudity,” he said, unclasping my bra. I gasped as my bouncy breasts fell free, my nipples hard from the cold room and the hungry stares of the men. To my shock and horror, Officer Wolf moved to stand behind me, and suddenly grabbed my tits! He began to knead and squeeze them, pinching my nipples. I moaned, blushing red as strange sensations rushed through me.

“It will also require complete obedience,” Officer Jackson said, ripping my panties away so that I was fully bared to the room full of men. “We’re going to use this nice little body of yours however we want. And if you’re a good girl and let us do what we want, you can leave here, free and clear. That’s what you want, right?”

I nodded, squirming as Officer Wolf began to kiss my neck as he played with my tits, the whole room watching.

“Good,” Officer Jackson said. I felt something tingling between my legs as Officer Wolf squeezed and massaged my breasts. He nipped at my neck, making me shudder. Why was my body responding like this? This was clearly dirty and wrong! I needed to get out of there, needed to run away!

But then they’d add resisting arrest to my charges! I couldn’t go to jail! If all I had to do was let these men touch me, and it would all go away…

I closed my eyes, shoulders shaking as I accepted my fate. I felt my body moved, and just went with it. Even when I felt myself bent down, my hands on the table, my ass in the air, I just let it happen. Maybe I could pretend to be somewhere else while these men violated my virgin teenage body…

Officer Wolf began to caress my ass, igniting a strange feeling in the deepest pit of my stomach. I swallowed hard, blushing bright red as I became more and more aware of the repercussions of my actions. I gasped in shock as I felt his fingers slipping into my slit, my lips parting for him.

To my surprise, I felt something wet drip inside me as he stroked my tender, virgin flesh. A moan caught in my throat, my breasts feeling heavy, nipples hardening even more. The men sitting around watched with bored amusement. Bent over the way I was, on full display, I couldn’t hide the strange reaction my body was having to Officer Wolf’s abuse.

“Nice,” I heard him say from behind me, grabbing my ass and squeezing with one hand while his other hand played between my legs, running up to the hard button of my clit and rubbing it gently. I moaned, pushing backwards automatically in response. Closing my eyes, I tried to make sense of the heat flushing through me.

I heard a light chuckle, and opened my eyes once more. I was shocked again, as I found myself almost eye-level with a dick! I glanced up; it was the other cop, Officer Jackson. He held his cock in his head, its meaty tip dripping pre-cum. I had never seen a dick in real life before, and found myself fascinated by it. I didn’t know what he expected me to do, since Officer Wolf was still behind me, slowly exploring my folds with his fingers.

“The fuck are you waiting for?” Officer Jackson snapped. “Get to work, whore.”

Get to work? How? I looked up at him, my eyes begging for understanding and mercy. He gave me a look of disgust, stroking himself, covering his shaft with the shiny, wet pre-cum.

“Suck it,” Officer Jackson demanded. And before I could understand what that meant, I felt him grab my head and pull me forward, my lips opening in surprise. A second later, I felt his cock thrust between my lips and into my mouth! I squealed in surprise as his taste filled my throat, all manly and musky. He grunted, still holding my head in his hands, slowly moving his hips so that his cock slid in and out of my wet lips.

I blinked, tears springing to my eyes. I realized what he meant, now. He wanted me to give him a blowjob! But I’d never done that before. It was so dirty and gross to me, having a man’s prick in my mouth. And yet here I was, naked and bent over a table in front of a whole audience of police officers, having my mouth raped by one man while another fucked me with his fingers.

My attention completely devoted to the increasingly violent movements of Officer Jackson’s hips as they drove his cock against my tongue, I barely noticed when another man approached. I felt someone grab my wrist, and then a cock filling my palm. I tried to look over, but Officer Jackson held my head tight. I whimpered, feeling trapped by the three men using my body. The man who grabbed my hand started to use my hand just like Officer Jackson was using my mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I heard Officer Wolf behind me. “I think she’s a virgin.”

“No shit,” a voice laughed. “Let me see.”

There was some general hubbub then, and I could feel the heat of a few men behind me as Officer Wolf spread my pussy lips wide. I blinked, tears falling as shame filled me from head to toe. At the same time, Officer Jackson was fucking me harder, pushing his cock against my throat, making me gag. I squirmed, struggling, but he held me tight, and his scowl told me that he didn’t appreciate me moving around so much.

“Fuck yeah,” I heard someone exclaim behind me. Suddenly, I felt something long and thin slamming into my slit, and I screamed, muffled around Officer Jackson’s pulsing dick. Someone had shoved his finger right into my virgin pussy, all the way to my hymen! Sobbing, I felt my body’s mixed response of pain and pleasure, my thighs shaking.

Spit dripped down my chin, Officer Jackson seeming to enjoy my tears and screaming, fucking my throat raw, grunting each time. Someone was still using my hand to jerk his cock, and I could feel the men behind me taking their turns fingering me, each checking my barrier to make sure that Officer Wolf was right. I felt my pussy dripping more and more with each new finger that spread me wide and pressed my limits.

“Fuck yeah, little girl,” I heard Officer Jackson groan.  “Swallow this shit.”

My eyes went wide as he rammed forward, shoving his cock all the way down my throat, his prick pulsing once and then throbbing as cum burst into my throat and down into my stomach. The taste was musky and salty, his seed hot and thick. I swallowed as best I could, but there was too much, and I felt it fill my cheeks and drip from my lips. My stomach ached as he filled it with cum, the rest of it dripping down onto my bared tits. He finally released my head, pulling himself out and smacking my cheek with his slowly softening cock.

“Just beginning, sweetheart,” he promised with a chuckle, and I felt a hand in my hair again, yanking my head to the side. The cock that was in my hand pushed against my closed lips. I barely got my breath back before I found my mouth spread wide around a huge, throbbing, black cock. It was hairy at the base and even bigger than Officer Jackson, and when I looked up I read Officer Lewis on the cop’s uniform. He used me roughly from the very beginning, my eyes spilling over with tears as he immediately started to gag me with his prick.

“Man, this is gonna be sweet,” I heard Officer Wolf say behind me. At last, the hands that grabbed my ass and the fingers pushing into my pussy pulled away. But in their place, I felt something huge and warm pressing against my slit. I closed my eyes, realizing what was about to happen. I was about to lose my virginity to a stranger, a cop, while I sucked off another one! Officer Wolf grunted behind me, shoving my legs wide open and sliding his cock up and down between my lips, getting it all wet with my juices.

I sobbed around the big, black cock that was buried in my throat, feeling my slit spreading wide as Officer Wolf slowly pressed forward. He grabbed my waist to hold me still, pushing further and further. Each inch felt like it was splitting me in half, tearing me open. And then he hit my hymen, blocking his way to the rest of my virgin pussy. I heard another chuckle, then a cheer rising up around me.

“Fuck her, Wolfie! Rip this bitch open!”

“Stupid slut’s begging for it, right?”

“Get her nice and ready for the rest of us!”

I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, I was about to be gangraped by a whole troop of police officers. All over a stupid laptop! But I really had asked for it, and now there was no going back. At least, with my hands free, I could grip the desk hard as I prepared for the pain. Officer Lewis kept thrusting into my throat, and he reached for my swaying tits, squeezing one hard in his massive brown hand.

It distracted me for a second, until Officer Wolf pulled out of my tight pussy. I felt a weird emptiness mingling with the pain; an emptiness that was immediately filled as he thrust forward with all his force, breaking right through my virginity and taking my innocence in one stroke. Officer Lewis yanked my head back so they could all hear me scream. Their cheers and laughter sickened me, but all I could really feel was the awful pain as Officer Wolf started fucking my virgin pussy. Hard, and fast.

He didn’t seem to care that it was my first time. Officer Lewis only gave me a second before he thrust himself back into my throat, snarling as he raped my throat. I was pinned between the two men, letting them use both holes as violently as they wanted. I’d never felt so dirty, the pain from my broken hymen racing up my spine.

Something else seemed to be happening just below that pain, though. Something I didn’t understand at all. My hips seemed to want to move, in time with Officer Wolf’s thrusts. I wanted him to go slower, and deeper. Like there was some deep itch inside me, and only his cock could ease the need. Moaning and drooling around Officer Lewis’ cock, I felt my body take on a life of its own.

“Bitch loves it,” Officer Wolf grinned, still drilling away at my teenage slit. I felt someone grab my wrist, and another cock slid against my palm. This time, I knew what was expected of me, and I started to stroke the foreign shaft. Officer Lewis was abusing my throat faster and harder than ever, his balls slapping up against my chin with each thrust. Finally, he grabbed a huge fistful of my hair. I gazed up at him, tears spilling from my eyes as my body awoke to this new sensation that filled me.

He grinned, then spit down onto my face as he thrust forward and came, adding his cum to the seed that already filled my belly. Breathing hard through my nose, I trembled all over, swallowing all that I could. Something was definitely happening in my pussy as Officer Wolf fucked me. A pressure filled my womb, and I jerked my hips against his.

“That’s right, little girl,” Officer Wolf growled, slapping my ass. “You want me to fill you up, don’t you?”

But I wasn’t even on birth control! As Officer Lewis pulled out, I tried to tell them; but before I could speak, another cock pressed between my lips and into my throat. Officer Wolf groaned, pressing his whole shaft deep inside me, all the way to my womb.

That pressure was growing unbearable, my whole body flushed. I could feel Officer Wolf’s cock swell up and throb inside me, then the warm burst of his seed filling my tight pussy. It triggered something in my, and my whole body shook as the pressure exploded, pleasure running up my spine. I was cumming, hard, while this awful cop filled my little slit with his cum! Wailing around the prick in my throat, I bucked and shook in awful, unwanted pleasure.

My tits bounced, my jaw going slack, spit flowing down my chin and coating the stranger’s balls as he kept raping my throat. Thankfully, whoever it was didn’t have much stamina, and soon he was flooding my mouth with his seed, forcing me to swallow it down or choke on it, even as my body came down from its awful peak. Officer Wolf slid out of me, slapping my ass again.

“That was fucking sweet,” I heard him say. “Can’t wait to turn this bitch into a full-on cumslut.”

“Hell yeah,” another voice said, and I immediately felt someone pressing against my sore, aching slit again. I had no time to protest before my pussy was pumped full once more; this time, hands grabbed my waist and pulled up, so I was forced onto my tiptoes, my body falling forward. My tits pressed into the tabletop, my head hanging off the edge while someone fucked me from behind and another cock came to fill my throat. This man, whoever he was, demanded more from me than just a hole to fuck. He grabbed my hair, forcing my head up.

“Stick your tongue out,” he instructed. His badge said Officer Williams. I did as he said, my tongue hanging out. He slapped his cock against it a few times before sliding his shaft up and down slowly, taking his time. I could taste his pre-cum dripping down my throat as he grinned down at my distress. Behind me, the man was fucking me hard, holding my hips so hard that I was sure I’d wind up bruised.

“Jesus, this slut is alright,” said the voice behind me, accompanied by another slap and a grunt as he shoved his cock deep inside me and erupted, filling me with another thick load of cum. Officer Williams finally started to fuck my throat, hard and fast, still holding my hair so that my head was cocked back against my neck.

“Sweet little throat on her,” he said through gritted teeth. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt the man behind me begin to wilt, his two fingers rolling over my clit, spreading his cum all up and down my lips. I could feel myself dripping from my pussy down my thighs, and as he rubbed and circled my clit I could feel that same pressure building inside me. I didn’t want to cum again. It felt so dirty, being used by all these men just to get out of trouble. Even though I’d asked for it, I felt like I was being abused by them.

Suddenly, Officer Williams pulled out, and stroked his cock hard, right in my face.

“Tell us what kind of girl you are,” he demanded. “You’re a dirty little slut, right?”

I knew what he wanted me to say. But that’s where I drew the line.

“No,” I protested, whining. “I’m a good girl, really!”

“Oh yeah?” He grinned down at me. “You think good girls wind up coated in jizz?”

He punctuated the question by releasing a torrent of hot cum across my face. At the same exact moment, I felt a new cock enter me, and squealed in desperate pleasure. Whoever was fucking me picked up where the other man left off, rubbing my clit as he hammered against my newly-deflowered womb. The more debased and awful my treatment, the more the pressure in me grew. Officer Williams released what felt like a tide of seed on my face, coating my lips and cheeks.

“What kind of girl did you say you were?” He asked, still holding my hair in one hand and his cock in the other. I whimpered, clutching the table tight, the pressure still building. I couldn’t hold back. It felt too good, my body tensing up.

“I’m…I’m…oh, fuck…I’m cuuummming!” I screamed, body shaking and hips bucking as I climaxed. “P-please…”

“Please what?” Officer Williams asked, before I even finished shuddering.

“More,” I heard myself gasp. “Want more…”

“Thatta girl,” he said, releasing me at last. “Tell us what kind of girl you are, and you’ll have all the cock you can take.”

“I’m a slut,” I moaned, licking my lips as my mind and body broke, turning a corner I hadn’t even seen coming. Suddenly, I didn’t give a shit about anything but cumming again. I didn’t care how many dicks I had to suck and fuck, I just wanted to keep on being their dirty little fuck toy. “Please, fuck me harder!”

The man behind me laughed as he gave me what I wanted, lifting my hips until my feet actually left the floor. He pushed and pulled me into position, until my legs were spread wide and his cock could piston upward into me, so hard that my ass shook with each stroke. He rubbed my clit again, furiously this time, and I was already so sensitive that I was cumming again before he even burst inside me, filling me with another load of hot cum.

“Yesss,” I hissed as Officer Williams backed off and two men walked forward, each undressed from the waist down, their thick cocks on display. I grabbed them, one in each hand, and immediately started licking at the heads. My body clenched and milked the cum from the man fucking me, my unprotected womb filling with their cum. He pulled out and spit down; I could hear him do it, and feel it drop down onto my ass.

My feet landed back on the floor. I was worshipping both cocks, mindlessly sucking them in turn, savoring the different tastes and textures. I felt another man step between my legs, and yelped in surprise when I felt my ass cheeks spread wide. Fingers traced from my pussy up, smearing my wetness and the cops’ cum around my rosebud. I had no idea what was happening, and I didn’t care, I just wanted a prick inside of me again. I moaned in pleasure as I took one of the men deep into my throat, jacking the other one off steadily.

Then I felt something huge pressing against my ass. Gasping, I pulled back, realizing that I wasn’t going to be fucked again – at least, not in my cunt.

“Wait!” I cried out. “What are you…?”

“Hold still,” said the voice behind me.

“And get the fuck back to work,” said one of the men in front of me, Officer Cash. He grabbed my head and shoved his cock past my lips with a grunt. The man behind me just pressed forward. My body protested with every nerve, pain ripping through me like lightning as my virgin rosebud was split wide.

I screamed around Officer Cash’s prick, feeling my asshole filled, inch by inch. The other cop grabbed my head and pulled me onto his cock, barely giving me time to breath in between. Hands squeezed and rubbed my ass, spreading my cheeks wider even as the anonymous dick spread my body. I could feel my muscles protesting, locking up. My nostrils flared desperately, trying to get enough air, throat blocked by a pulsing cock.

Slowly, the man behind me gained speed, pumping harder and harder into my asshole. He grabbed my hips, yanked them back in time with his thrusts, forcing himself all the way into my poor, abused ass. I murmured, whimpering around the flesh in my mouth.

“It’s gonna be nice having a sweet little slut like you around the station,” Officer Cash said. “Maybe we’ll keep you handcuffed in the bathroom, our own personal cum toilet.”

The men around me laughed.

“Put her on a leash, keep her with the dogs,” Officer Wolf laughed. I closed my eyes, letting the men use me, my front and bottom both stuffed full while another man used my hand to jack himself off. I heard a groan and felt something hot and sticky fall onto my face, messing with my hair, dripping down my cheek. Nerves I never knew existed started firing as my ass was violated. The man fucking me reached for my clit and started stroking it in time with his thrusts, and my eyes popped open in shock at the sensation. I didn’t hate it. Not at all.

It felt good. It felt amazing.

“That’s right,” a voice said. “Take it like the little whore you are.”

Officer Cash grabbed my cheeks, lifted one leg, angled his foot against the table, and battered his way deep into my throat before cumming. His jizz slid down my gullet, my belly aching, so full of their hot seed that I could feel it sloshing around in me.

“Cum for me baby,” the man fucking my ass implored. “I wanna feel you clamp down…”

He stroked my clit harder as he pushed his way into my virgin ass. I groaned, Officer Cash slipping out from between my lips. I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t help it. I did just what the cop said, cumming violently, my ass clenching and squeezing his shaft as he sprayed cum deep inside me. It made something inside me ache even as my body went wild with pleasure. I waited for another cock to appear before me, ready to be serviced. I waited for another cock to push inside me, my pussy or my ass.

Instead, I found myself empty for the first time in what felt like forever. Cum dripped from every hole, covering my face, making a mess of my hair. I groaned, barely able to support myself, leaning all my weight on the table, pressing my sticky face to the cool surface.

“Well,” I heard Officer Jackson say. “You boys think she’s worked off her debt to society?”

There was some laughter, light chuckling. I could hear zippers zipping and feet shuffling around. Someone grabbed my hair and yanked me to my feet, showing off my nude teenage body one last time, now ruined and cum-covered.

“Little girl, you’re ours now,” Officer Wolf said. “Isn’t that nice? You got yourself a full-time gig as our new cum dumpster.”

I groaned, cum still lingering in my throat. Closing my eyes, I let myself be led to a seat. Was he being serious? Is this what I wanted? To be a professional fuck toy?

The more I thought about it, the more I realized I wouldn’t need that laptop, after all.
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