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The Brat’s Forbidden Submission

My sister, Laney, is four years old than me. That means that when our parents died and I was 14, she was 18 and was able to take custody of me. I know that this seems pretty lucky. I also know that it makes her seem like a saint. You’d think she put off her dreams and ambitions to help raise her baby sister.

You’d be wrong.

Laney never had any dreams and ambitions, except for getting married. Which she did, to Sam. But more about him later.

And Laney was a really crappy parental figure. Instead of actually raising me to be a normal teenager, with a normal curfew and friends and all that, she just forced me to stay home all the time and study. I wasn’t allowed to go to parties, and never got invited to parties, anyway, because I didn’t have any friends. No one wanted to be friends with the weird orphan girl who had to be home right after school every day.

Laney liked to sit around and watch TV. She supported us with our parent’s savings, so she didn’t have to work. She married Sam so that he could support her, too. Sam worked as a mechanic and was five years older than Laney. He was way too good looking to put up with her shit, but she was always really sweet to him while being a bitch to me.

Sam had muscles for days, blue eyes and blonde hair. He didn’t talk much. In fact, when he wasn’t working or screwing Laney’s head off, he just sat around and watched TV, too.

Oh, yeah. I knew Sam and Laney had a rockin’ sex life. I could hear it through the walls. Sam was…wow. He was really dominant. I would hear him spanking my sister, calling her names, and making her come three times in a row! I have to admit, all through those lonely teenage years of mine, I spent my share of nights fantasizing about Sam being in my bed and treating me the way he treated Laney. Besides just thinking that it would be really hot to get spanked by my brother-in-law, I also thought it would be hot to get one over on Laney. She’d be crushed if she knew her husband was fucking her little sister!

Especially because I’m the one that got the looks, with my C-cup breasts and trim waist. Not that anyone got to experience how great my body was, since no guy at school would touch me with a ten-foot pole.

Which meant that I was resigned to lying in bed and furiously rubbing my clit while listening to my sister’s cries of ecstasy. I even bought a dildo online and used it on myself, thinking the whole time about Sam’s big cock laying into my virgin pussy.

Of course, everything changed when I turned 18. Laney couldn’t stop me from doing anything once I was 18. So my life got really, really interesting.
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I was taking a year off between high school and college, working at a retail store to save up for tuition. I made my first ever group of friends, my co-workers. And I started going out. A lot. I never slept with anyone, like my friends did, but I made out with a lot of guys and I drank and I even smoked cigarettes sometimes!

By summer, Laney was threatening to kick me out every other week, but I knew she never would. Besides, now that I was 18, the house was in both our names. She couldn’t kick me out. My behavior was bad news for the whole household. With Laney freaking out, she took a lot of it out on poor Sam.

That whole summer was shit for me. Laney went extra crazy, because I was 18 and “needed to grow up instead of growing into a brat”. And I, in reaction, went a little too wild. It got to the point where I was staying out late for no reason other than to piss her off. I would just hang out really late at Dunk’n Donuts, until I knew she’d be blowing her top at home.

Like I said, the more I acted out, the more Laney bitched at Sam. He never signed up to be the father figure for a teenager, but Laney obviously wanted him to fill that role. I sure as hell didn’t. Maybe Sam was a dynamo in the sack. He wasn’t my father. He wasn’t in charge of me. Hell, he never even bothered to keep his wife in line. Why should I take any bullshit from him?

When Father’s Day came around, Laney asked me to do the unthinkable. She wanted to use the day to thank Sam, for being so supportive of both of us. I threw a fit, but she stood her ground. It was ridiculous! Sam wasn’t my Dad! He certainly wasn’t her Dad! I saw no reason why I should act grateful to him when all he did was fuck my sister and sit on the couch.

Laney, as usual, was trying to make everything perfect. She told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was forbidden to go out that night. We would have a meal together “as a family” and then go to bed early.

As if.

I was just getting ready to sneak out when I overheard the conversation. They weren’t trying very hard to keep it quiet; tempers were way too high for that.

“You need to stand up to her!” Laney’s voice shrilled.

“Why? Why, Laney? I don’t care,” Sam said. It was the first time I’d ever heard him raise his voice.

“Because you live in our house, and she’s out there being crazy, and I can’t handle it on my own!”

“That’s not my problem.”

“It is your problem! You’re my husband!”

“And you’re my fucking whore, Laney. I put up with all your bitching and moaning because we both know who’s really in charge. You’re lucky I don’t bend you over right now and bust my load in your fucking ass. Because you’re being a real pain in mine!”

My pussy tingled at his tone and his dirty words. The next thing Laney said, she said quietly.

“You’re damn fucking right,” Sam’s voice came loud and clear. “Get off my fucking back, or you won’t be able to sit down for a month. You got it, bitch?”

Oh, fuck yeah. Hearing him yell at my sister like that was so satisfying.  

Laney murmured something else, and I heard a slap, followed by a low, feminine moan. And then more moans. And then the screaming started. The good kind of screaming.

Perfect timing to cover my escape.

I snuck out of the house that night, but I couldn’t get Sam out of my mind. I went to a club that I frequented, wearing a tiny skirt and a low-cut shirt. I met up with my girl friends and we started going hard. Well, they did. I had work the next day and couldn’t drink with them. But I also couldn’t get myself to think of anything but Sam. He was so handsome…and now I knew, he was also just my kind of freaky.

And if I could ever get into his pants, the satisfaction I’d feel from fucking Laney’s husband would be sweet as hell.

There were plenty of hot, lonely men at the club that night, and one by one my friends started to peel away to go to more private places. But none of the men who approached me were the least bit interesting. I had to admit the truth: I wanted to fuck Sam, and I wanted to fuck him that night.

He was going to be my Father’s Day gift to myself.

But the later it got, the more I risked him going to bed early. I was already way past curfew, so Laney would probably be waiting up for me, but Sam always went to bed whenever he wanted. I grabbed the first cab I saw and rushed home. I had the brilliant idea to peel off my panties and undo my bra in the back of the cab; the less clothes we had to take off, the less chances there were for him to second-guess anything.

I smirked to myself as we neared our house. I was going to fuck the shit out of my brother-in-law. Who was in charge now, Laney?
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Usually, I tried to sneak back into my house whenever I snuck out and broke curfew. But that night, I wanted to wake up anyone who might be sleeping. Specifically, Sam. So I went through the front door, slamming it behind me.

“Jesus Christ, Tara!”

His voice surprised me, and I almost jumped out of my heels.

“Why the hell are you slamming doors at…” Sam looked at his watch. “…midnight?”

“Why are you sitting on the couch, all alone?” I asked. He was wearing a wife-beater and jeans. He looked downright delicious.

“Waiting for your ass,” he snapped. I raised an eyebrow. Since when did he give a shit about my curfew? “Do you know how much shit Laney has been giving me? I’ve about had it with you and all the trouble you cause…”

Interesting. I thought he was in charge. I guess all my sister’s nagging really was getting to him.

“Aw, poor Sammy,” I teased, moving closer. I wanted to get a rise out of him. And I thought I knew the perfect way to do it. “Tired of being pussy-whipped by your wifey?”

Yes. His hands fisted, and the vein above his eye throbbed.

“Shut your fucking trap, Tara. And what the hell is this….outfit?” He scowled as he gestured to my skimpy clothes. The skirt had ridden up, nearly showing the bottom of my ass. And the shirt hung loose, showing my hard nipples.

“I wear whatever I want to,” I said, sticking my tongue out and moving just a little bit closer. “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Oh yeah? Who says I can’t do anything about it? I’m the man of the house, I make the rules, and if your sister doesn’t want you running around town like a little slut, I have every right to make sure you don’t.”

“Geeze,” I scoffed, moving closer still. “You really are Laney’s little bitch, aren’t you?”

Oh, yeah. He hated that. I kept pushing.

“When she says jump, do you ask how high?”

“Laney doesn’t tell me to do shit,” he growled. “If I do shit for her, it’s because I love her and want her to be happy.”

“Oh, you loooove her,” I teased, swaying closer until I was right in front of him. “Do you loooove being her manservant?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, little girl,” he said, a cold smiling crossing his face. He was looking at my body now, and licked his lips subconsciously. “In this house, I’m the alpha. The sooner you learn to obey me, the happier we can all be. Now get your skanky ass to bed.”

“You’re, like, five years older than me,” I spat. “You’re not my dad. You’re not even my brother. You’re my sister’s husband, and that’s it.”

He was getting pissed, I could tell. Well, good. I wanted him to be pissed. I wanted him to be so pissed that all he could do was grab me and shove his dick in my mouth. I was standing right in front of him, right between his knees, my skirt riding up and my shirt disheveled, showing off my cleavage. I was his wife’s little sister. I’d always be younger, tighter, and hotter than her.

How could he resist?

“Go. To. Bed,” he breathed. I put my hands on my hips, staying right where I was.

“Make me,” I said, looking down for a split second. Those jeans weren’t hiding a goddamn thing. Sam’s dick was hard. He noticed me looking and leaned forward, like he could hide it. It was too late, and I smirked. “You can’t, can you? You know you can’t. Because I’m not some little girl who’s afraid of pissing off Daddy. I do what I want, when I want.”

“Jesus Christ, Tara! Why are you such a fucking brat?”

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I licked my lips.

“I don’t know,” I sneered. “Maybe no one’s ever disciplined me.”

He growled, low in his chest. I saw his eyes flick over to the bedroom door, where my sister slept alone in their bed.

“Do you need to be disciplined, Tara?” His voice was low now, husky, and my pussy tingled.

“What do you think?” I said, rolling my eyes. That was it. That’s what did it.

Sam was on his feet, his hands circling my waist, lifting me into the air as I squealed; he slung me over his shoulder like a bag full of kittens. I slapped at his back, hissing for him to put me down, but it made no difference. He was headed for my bedroom.

As I clawed and struggled, I felt his hand smack my ass, which was bare now that my skirt had slid all the way up my thighs. The spank jolted through me, and I went still for a second, enjoying the sensation. Sam opened my bedroom door, went to my twin-size bed, and threw me down onto my belly.

“You fucking creep!” I cried, turning to look at him over my shoulder, getting onto my hands and knees. I started crawling away, but he grabbed me around the waist again, this time using just one arm to yank me back. My feet hit the floor, my breasts pushed into the mattress. I struggled and kicked, but I was loving every second of it. I glared at him over my shoulder, and watched with growing excitement as he pulled the big, black belt from his pants, folding it with his free hand.

“You want to be a fucking brat?” Sam hissed, moving his free hand to my lower back and pressing down. I started, cried out, as he slapped my ass with the leather belt. “You want to act like a slut? Dress like a slut?”

“Creep! I’m gonna tell my sister!”

“You’re gonna get treated like a slut,” he kept going, punctuating each word with another slap of leather against my exposed cheeks. My ass was burning, the sensation sharp and delicious. My pussy was wet by then, and each spank got me even wetter.

“Ooh, Sam,” I moaned, still struggling but less and less. “You think this is a punishment? I don’t care…”

“Your punishment hasn’t even begun,” he growled, spanking me harder than ever, making the whole bed shift forward with the force of it. My ass was on fire, each spank sending pain and relief at the same time to my nerves, my body twisting under his strong grip. “Fuckin’ tease. Always prancing around half naked. You think I don’t know what you’re doing? I know exactly what you’re doing.”

The next slap was aimed between my legs, and I screamed into the comforter as the leather hit my pussy.

“You want to get fucked? Is that what you want, Tara? I fuckin’ know it is…”

Suddenly, I felt his hand move, diving between my legs, two fingers sliding into my slit and thrusting. My hips bucked, my ass still craving the perverted relief of leather against raw flesh. He pulled his fingers out, and grabbed a handful of my hair, yanking my head back. He was pressed against me, and I could feel how hard his cock was. He forced his fingers into my mouth, making me taste my own arousal.

“Skanky little brats like you are always dripping wet and ready to fuck, aren’t you?” he growled. I moaned around his fingers, lost now, unable to fight back anymore. The more he took his anger out on my body, the more I slipped down into ecstasy. “Aren’t you?”

He yanked my hair again, demanding an answer, and I locked eyes with him as I nodded, still sucking on his fingers. He ripped them free, wiping them on my shirt.

“Get your fucking mouth over here,” he growled, releasing me. “And suck this cock you want so bad. If you suck it good enough, I might fuck that bratty little pussy of yours. Come here and serve Daddy, bitch.”

I was drooling, all too eager to obey. I flipped around, pulling my shirt off before crawling to him on my hands and knees, letting my tits out for him to admire. His pants dropped down to his ankles, revealing the monster between his legs. He was huge. No wonder my sister was always screaming at night.

Sam wasn’t a patient man, it seemed, because no sooner was I positioned in front of him than he grabbed my hair and shoved my head forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips.

“Open up and suck it, Tara,” he growled. Well, he didn’t need to tell me again. I parted my lips and felt his hips thrust, sliding the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hands pulling at my hair, holding my head in place as he began to fuck my mouth, slowly pumping himself in and out, going deeper each time.

By the time half his shaft was in my mouth, he was already hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, staring up at him, his mouth open in a snarl, his eyes insulting me even as he raped my mouth. He must have felt how much my throat was resisting him, but he didn’t care, just kept pushing. Soon, almost his whole shaft was buried in my throat, his hips moving quickly, my tongue desperately trying to keep up as it lapped the bottom of his shaft.

“Touch your tits,” he growled. “I know you want to, bitch.”

I groaned. He was right. My nipples were tight and hard, and relief poured through me as I finally lifted one hand to my chest, swaying as his thrusting caught me off-balance. I pinched and teased each nipple in turn, feeling my slit dripping down my thighs, my clit swelling and throbbing as I swallowed my brother-in-law’s cock.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, suddenly ripping my head away from his cock, pumping himself hard as my back arched, showing off my tits, my hand still rubbing and pinching my nipples. He took a step closer, I could feel the head of his cock slide in-between my breasts, and then he slid his shaft between them, fucking them, a warm burst of cum blasting from the head of his cock and landing on my chest.

Rope after rope of his seed poured onto my tits, painting them white, dripping down them and rolling over my hard nipples. It was so fucking hot, watching my sister’s husband come on my perky young breasts. But I was also a little disappointed…

“Eat it, Tara,” Sam growled, not letting go of my hair, his eyes still blazing. “Eat every fucking drop.”

God. If I wasn’t dripping before…I used my finger to collect the cum from my breasts and bring it to my lips, letting him watch me swallow everything he’d left on my tits. His cock was going limp, but it didn’t seem to go really limp…Maybe I didn’t need to be disappointed, after all.

“Lay down,” he said at last, satisfied that I’d filled my stomach with his cum. “I want to taste that teenage pussy. But don’t you dare think it’s for you. You’re still a slutty, annoying, useless brat. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my clit throbbing with need, and lay back on the bed, spreading my legs. Sam towered above me in his Santa coat and hat, his hands coming to my breasts now, kneading them hard before shoving a knee between my thighs. I cried out, bucking at the contact, thrusting myself against his knee.

“Fucking slut,” he hissed, dropping his hands to my thighs, massaging them roughly, spreading them even wider. “If only your family could see you now, your stomach full of my cum, your pussy wet for your brother-in-law. What would your sister say?”

“Well, you’re the one who’s fucking me, Sam,” I protested, unable to stop myself from talking back. “What would she have to say about that?”

His eyes flashed with rage, and a second later I was screaming as he pushed two fingers into my slit, thrusting them upwards, almost like he was trying to hurt me from the inside – he only succeeded in doing the opposite.

“If you want to come, you better shut your fucking mouth,” he growled. “Do you understand?”

I bit my lip, closed my eyes and shook my head. He thrust again, coming close but not quite reaching my g-spot.

“Look at me and nod your head, or I’ll leave you here, and I’ll go take it all out on your sister, so you can listen and think about what you’ve done,” he growled. I opened my eyes, but I didn’t nod my head yet. Not until he thrust again, and I thought I would die from need. His teasing was so cruel it hurt.

“Nod your fucking head,” he growled. “I’m in charge. I’m in charge of this house, and I’m in charge of you. You do what I say, when I say it. That’s what cum sluts like you are for.”

He thrust one more time, and I cried out again, nodding my head as hard as I could. A second later and I was in paradise, his mouth closing over my swollen clit, his fingers pumping against my g-spot.

He was right; if he kept fucking me like this, I’d do anything he wanted me to. His tongue lashed my clit and I came, flooding into his palm, my thighs snapping closed around his head, my hands finding his hair and pulling his face against me, riding his tongue as my climax peaked. His free hand snaked up, found my chest, and tweaked my nipple, driving me even deeper into wild bliss.

By the time I was done bucking and coming, he was sliding up my body, dragging his hard dick between my legs and spreading my slit with the head. I moaned, desperate for him to fill me up. He used his legs to spread my thighs again, pulsing slightly so that I could feel how thick he was.

“Are you gonna be a good girl from now on?” he growled. I bit my lip. “Are you gonna be nice and obedient? Are you gonna do what I say?”

He thrust one inch inside me and I squealed, back arching, desperate for more. He was splitting me in two with just the tip of his cock.

“Whenever I tell you to get on your knees, you’re gonna get on your knees,” he said. “When I tell you to suck my cock, you’re gonna suck my cock. When I tell you to bend over, you’re gonna bend over. Every hole on your body is mine.”

His threats felt more like promises, and he slid another inch inside me.

“You’re gonna meet curfew every night. You’re gonna stop drinking. You’re gonna be nice to your sister. You’re gonna make us dinner, and clean the bathroom, and be our little domestic slave.”

“No,” I moaned, wanting to see what he’d do if I protested. He pulled away quickly, making me gasp, my pussy aching from emptiness. He grabbed my chin and squeezed my cheeks until my lips were pouting.

“What did you say?”

“No,” I managed to moan through my lips.

“That word is not in your vocabulary anymore,” he growled. “You will never say no to me again. If you do, I’ll skip your pussy and fuck you straight in the ass. I won’t use lube. I won’t be gentle. And I won’t let you come.”

Oh, god. Why did even that sound sexy as hell?

“You’re going to serve me in every single way,” he said. “Do. You. Understand.”

I gulped hard, then nodded.

“Yes, Sam,” I said.

“Yes sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, my hips thrusting wildly, desperate for his cock. He released my chin, grabbed a chunk of my hair, and thrust into me, sliding all nine inches of his cock into my pussy at once.

I gasped, my breath leaving me in a rush as he split me open and filled me to the brim. He barely waited for me to get used to his cock before he started fucking me, slowly at first, savoring my tight, wet, teenage pussy. But as my hips rolled and bucked to meet his thrusts, he went faster and harder, using me like the little slut I was. I wrapped my legs around his waist, wanting to feel him as deep as possible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, slamming his cock into me so hard that his balls made an audible smacking noise against my ass. “Nice, tight little cunt…”

I moaned as he grabbed my tits, twisting my nipples while he fucked me, squeezing and kneading my tits like he owned them. I could feel my climax building, fire in my cheeks and a clenching in my pussy as he slammed himself into me, deeper and deeper.

“Gonna come, you little brat? You wanna come on your brother-in-law’s cock? You better thank me when you do, bitch,” he groaned, pushing my tits together before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. That was it.

I shuddered, crying out as I came, my body wrenching and squirming as he pistoned himself inside me, his teeth clamping down on my nipple. I bucked and dug my nails into the velvet of his coat, feeling his hands move to my thighs. Before I was even done coming, I was airborne.

He lifted me by the thighs, rolling over at the same time, until I was straddling him. He didn’t give me a second to orient myself before he slammed his hips upward, driving himself against my cervix. I trembled, falling forward, my tits falling into his hands. He used them to push me back up, grinding underneath me.

“Ride me, bitch,” he demanded, and I felt my ass bouncing against his thighs as his hips jerked. His hands were on my hips, and he began to lift and lower my body, fucking me from below. Panting, I tried to match his rhythm, my breasts bouncing wildly from the raging bull beneath me. Sam’s mouth sneered as his hand moved across my waist, finding my clit between my lips and rubbing it with his thumb.

“You ready?” he growled. “You ready to take all this cum? Think your tight little pussy can handle it?”

“Yes!” I cried, another orgasm building at the thought of his cum spilling into me. My sister’s husband was going to unload his balls right into my young pussy.

“Fuckin’ take it, Tara!” he roared, and with a final spasm he bucked underneath me. My pussy clenched at   the first spurt of his cum, my climax sweeping me from head to toe, my pussy milking every drop of cum from his dick. His seed filled my pussy until it leaked out, my hips grinding against him, begging for even more. Finally, though, I felt his cock pulse one last time, then begin to soften inside me.

“Shit,” Sam groaned, tossing me to the side like a discarded toy. “Fuck…”

“Mmm.” All I could do was moan, my brother-in-law’s seed dripping down my thighs. Sam looked down at me, standing up now.

“If you tell Laney before I’m ready…”

“I won’t,” I said. “I don’t have a death wish…”

“Good,” Sam grunted, kicking himself into his pants. “And I meant every word. You will obey me. You will do whatever I say, when I say it.”

He towered over me, bending at the waist, putting his hands on either side of me, locking me in his green eyes.

“Right?”

I nodded, biting my lip.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my cheek a little harder than he needed to, then dropping his fingers to grasp my chin. “I’ll make you just as good a little cum slut as your sister. Wait until I get you both together…”

I opened my lips to protest. I was not going to be doing anything sexual with my sister. But he put his fingers to my lip, silencing me.

“You’ll see,” he grinned. “By the time I’m through with you, you won’t even know what the word no means anymore. You’ll be my mindless little sex toy. Just like you always wanted to be.”

I was struck speechless as he rose and walked to the door. Before he went into the hallway, he paused and looked over his shoulder at me.

“Be a good girl for me, and I might let you have my kid,” he said, smiling sadistically and then leaving me alone, turning the light off as he left. I lay in bed for a long time, in the dark, thinking about how the night had been turned on its head. I always thought Sam was the controlling type, but I hadn’t expected him to be that controlling…and I certainly didn’t think my attempt to seduce him would end with me agreeing to be his sex slave.

Well, it wasn’t anything you’d find in a storybook, but I guess it was some kind of happy ending!


Bonus Story: The Stranger and the Slut

“Brenda, where'd you get that nice dress? The carpet store?”

“Hey, why don't you skip home, Brenda, and give everyone a nice show?”

“When you go to the bra store, do they use a tape measure, or a scale?”

“Hey, Brenda, tell your brother thanks for the offer, but I don't fuck animals!”

I tried to tune them out. I tried to just keep walking. But they blocked me however I turned, wherever I tried to go. Them. The cool kids. The impossibly thin cheerleaders and their football star boyfriends. Always so ready to pick on poor, buxom, slutty Brenda.

Well, it's not like I didn't know why they picked on me. The girls picked on me because they were jealous – I started developing in eighth grade, and didn't stop until turning 18 last month. My chest has its own gravitational orbit. And the boys picked on me because I wouldn't sleep with them. Oh, I was a slut, don't get me wrong. I was a slut, and I loved it.

But I wouldn't touch those jock freaks even if they had dicks the size of China. No, give me a nerdy comic club boy, or one of those handymen who took woodshop. The kinds of guys who never expected to get laid, and worked all the harder for me when I chose them to be my flavor of the week. I doubted any of the jock boys knew what a tongue was for, besides shoving it down their anorexic girlfriends' throats.

I held my head high, no matter what they said. But I did wish they would leave me alone. Just for once, I wished I could walk home without being assailed by their dull insults and would-be witticisms. Hell, I'd settle for an insult that was actually clever, something for me to respect. As it was, I was doomed to endless afternoons trying to push through the pack without rolling my eyes straight out of my head.

That day, though, they had something else in store for me. Just as I was almost out of their clutches, Simone Gold slapped my books out of my hand. And while I was busy trying to process what had happened, Timmy Farb pushed me into a tree. This was new; they'd never gotten physical before, and suddenly I felt afraid for my physical well-being. They flocked around me in a taunting circle, and I bit my lip and begged the skies for help.

“Shit!”

I only noticed the sleek BMW because they did. It swerved to a quick and messy stop at the curb, nearly taking Johnny Timmons out at the knees. The passenger side door flew open. A man, a handsome man, leaned out, made eye contact with me, and waved.

“Hey! These assholes bothering you?”

I guess he'd seen the way they circled me, their jeering faces. Maybe he'd even heard their stupid laughter, or seen Simone slap my books away, or Timmy push me into tree. At any rate, he was as good a savior as any, and I beamed as I nodded.

“Get in,” he said. “I'll give you a lift home. You don't need to deal with that shit. Scram!”

The cool kids stared with their mouths hanging open, looking dumb as hell. I couldn't help but smirk as I gathered my books and slid onto the cool, leather seats. The man shot one last dirty look at the crowd, I gave them a haughty wave, and we were speeding away from them in a squeal of rubber on pavement.

“Thanks,” I said, turning to look at him. He was probably in his early thirties, with jet black hair and dark eyes, some stubble across his chin. He wore a suit that looked tailor made, his figure underneath it slim but powerful. My pussy was already responding to him. Or maybe it was the smooth rumble of the car's powerful engine. At any rate, he was looking at me with genuine concern in his eyes.

“What was going on back there?” He asked, his voice a rich velvet.

“Oh,” I mused. “Just the usual. Assholes being assholes.”

“They looked like they were hurting you,” he said as we paused at  a red light.

“Yeah...” I said. “They usually just tease me...”

“Kids,” he grunted, shaking his head. “Fuck 'em. They used to tease me, too.”

“You?” I scoffed, taking in his good looks and expensive car. “Who the hell would tease you?”

He smirked, and my legs went to jelly.

“I didn't always used to be rich and handsome,” he said with a wink. “You're looking at the sole member of the Richmond High AV Club, clocking in at 300 pounds.”

“No shit,” I said. Then, I sighed. “I love AV kids...”

He laughed out loud.

“Girls like you certainly didn't like boys like me when I was 16.”

“I'm 18,” I corrected him smoothly. His eyebrows rose slightly, and as the light changed from red to green, I caught him eying me. I knew he'd like what he saw. Most men did. I'm blonde, blue-eyed, with a D-cup chest and an ass that bounces like a tennis ball. “And you're driving nowhere.”

He smiled again, chuckling lightly.

“You're right,” he said. “Where do you live?”

“Across town,” I lied. I wanted to take advantage of this luxurious ride with this handsome man. And if that meant taking him in circles for awhile, I could live with that. “Take a left here, I think.”

He did as I said.

“My name is Brenda,” I said, letting my books settle on the floor in front of me. “And you're...um...Lancelot?”

“Derek,” he said. “Derek Kidder.”

“Derek Kidder,” I said, arching my back as though I was cracking it, but only wanting to give him an ample view of my chest. He took the bait. “Do you make a habit of saving poor little teenage girls from their bullies?”

He seemed to get a little red in the cheeks, and his knuckles seemed to get a little whiter.

“Only when I have the chance to,” he said without a hint of a stammer.

“And how do these teenage girls usually reward you?” I asked, sliding a little closer to him. He was definitely blushing now.

“Uh...with a thank you?”

“Hmmm,” I hummed, letting my fingers wander. Wouldn't you know it, my fingers found themselves tracing along his knee! The fancy BMW swerved slightly on the small suburban road as Derek's body jerked. “What kind of thank you?”

“Uh...the...verbal...kind?” Derek gulped.

“Oh,” I said. “You mean, with their mouths?”

Now, he didn't even try to keep his eyes on the road. He turned his head to me, eyes wide, jaw slack. My fingers slid up his tailored suit pants and landed on his crotch, where I could feel something slowly coming to life.

“You know why those kids tease me?” I asked, batting my eyelashes. He shook his head, desperately glancing back and forth from me to the road. “Because of what a little slut I am.”

I smiled as he seemed to shudder all over, nearly losing control of the car again. He was sweating now, a trickle running down the side of his cheek, down to his bushy beard.

“They know how much I love to suck and fuck...”

The car started to slow down. Perfect.

“...and how much I love having my pussy filled with cum...”

He was moving the car towards the side of the road.

“...how much I loooooove giving a man everything he could possibly want from my hot, tight, young body...”

He parked the car and leaned back. He was hard as a rock underneath my fingers. He turned to face me, and I saw the full effect of my teasing on him. He'd gone from surprised to ready-as-hell.

“You're saying you're a slut?” he said, his voice a low growl. I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and nodded. “Do you realize what you're saying to me?”

I rubbed him harder, and nodded again.

“Because if you don't want me to treat you like I slut,” he growled. “You need to tell me right now. Or else I'm going to shove this cock so far down your little whore throat, you'll be tasting me for weeks.”

Oh, hell, yes. The game was on. I let my blue eyes go wide and pouted, bringing one hand to my chest.

“Are you teasing me, Mr. Kidder? Because it's not nice to tease...”

“Fuck,” he grunted, and lunged across the seat. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. I moaned, hot as could be, as his tongue slipped between my lips and began to explore my mouth, tasting the bubblegum I always chewed, thrusting his tongue down my throat like a preview of what his cock would soon be doing. His hands tore at my dress, pulling it down; if anyone walked by, they'd get an eyeful of my healthy young tits. They'd watch me serve this older man with my teenage body. I was 18, legal, and ready to take everything he wanted to give me.

He ripped his lips from mine as his hands tore my bra down, letting it settle around my trim waist, not even bothering to unclasp it. Pushing me back so that I hit the door, he grabbed and squeezed my breasts, my nipples hardening as he teased them with his thumbs.

“God, these are beautiful,” he groaned, lowering his mouth to suck my nipple between his lips, flicking it with his tongue until I moaned and squirmed in my seat, my slit damp. I never wore panties. I'd get his fancy leather seats all wet with my juices. Good; he'd have something to remember me by. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. I managed to squirm my arm down between us and found his cock again, still straining under his pants, now seeming to throb as I rubbed it. God, I wanted that cock in my mouth!

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “Let me taste this cock!”

He nipped my breasts one more time before pulling away and unzipping himself, unleashing his nine-inch cock; I was salivating. Gripping the base with my hand, I leaned forward, letting my tits rub up and down the shaft before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it.

His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat. A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and sweet. I moaned, shifted so that I was kneeling, my ass pressing against the window, showing off my pussy to the whole neighborhood. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning again as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my cunt, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He adjusted the seat, leaning back slightly to watch my teenage mouth worship cock.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut.”

I made eye contact as I licked up and down his shaft, trying to show him just how right I was. I lived for cock, it was my God, my own personal religion.

“Do you want to fuck me, my little slut?” he asked, making my pussy gush at the very idea. I popped up, breathing hard.

“Yes, please, sir,” I begged. “Please, let me fuck you, I want this cock in me...”

“Then hurry up.” Mr. Kidder growled, spanking my ass once. “Before I change my mind and release this load into your tight little throat.”

I scurried across the seat, settling onto his lap and dropping down, impaling myself on his cock. He groaned and grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up.

“Oh, yes, sir, thank you sir, thank you for letting me fuck you, oh, fuck,” I cried out, slamming myself against him and grinding down, my clit buzzing as I came. My pussy gushed around him, dripping down his balls, and he bit down on my nipple, adding to the sensation. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck, and thrust up into me one more time. I felt him explode, hot and thick and hard, against my womb, filling my cunt with his seed, using me for my intended purpose: a cum receptacle.

“Thank you,” I moaned, clenching my pussy to milk him of every last drop. He released my hair, leaned back in his seat, and groaned in satisfaction. Giggling and grinding agaisnt him one last time, I slid onto the passenger seat again, reaching between my legs to collect some of his dripping cum so I could taste it. “Mmmmm.”

“Holy shit,” he moaned. “You're...something else.

“That's what they tell me,” I said.

He ran a hand through his hair, groaned again as he put his cock away.

“So I guess...I should...bring you home now?” He asked, looking at me questioningly. I shrugged.

“Sure,” I said. “Unless you want more from me.”

“More?” He asked, not seeming to know what I meant.

“Well,” I said, smiling widely and waggling my eyebrows. “You’ve only seen two rooms. Don’t you want the whole tour?”

He smiled at me and started the car.
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