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Put It In, Coach!

The summer I turned 18, after graduating high school, my boyfriend of three years cheated on me with Sandy Samuels.

It was crazy. Sandy was nowhere near as hot as me. I was 18, with C-cup breasts, long blonde hair, and a body built from four years of cheerleading! I was every guy’s wet dream! I mean, sure, I never let Bobby do anything more than kiss me, and sometimes feel my boobs over my shirt, but still. He was the high school quarterback, and I was the head cheerleader. We belonged together. We even planned on attending the same university.

I got in on a cheerleading scholarship; I wouldn’t have gotten in based on my grades, that’s for sure. But Bobby got in on a football scholarship, so we could continue our picture-perfect lives in college.

And then he went and ruined it with Sandy Samuels!

Trust me, I spent a lot of time crying to my girlfriends. But once I was done crying, I was just plain angry. So angry that I got myself into a lot of trouble.

It was all my friend Jamie’s idea. We were listening to a lot of Carrie Underwood, and we were drinking a little. She had the idea to go to Bobby’s house and key his car. I thought it was a great idea! He loved that stupid car, just like I loved him. He broke my heart, so I’d break his car!

It felt great, too. I carved CHEATER on the side, and slashed the tires. We even broke off one of the mirrors. Then the alarm started going off, and we had to book it. We made it home before getting caught by the cops, but it was a close call.

Even closer than I thought.

The next day, I didn’t feel as good as I thought I would. I felt a little guilty. I’d always been a good girl. Never broke a single rule. I was pretty sure what I’d done was against the law. My parents would be so disappointed in me if they found out. And my teachers. And Coach Jefferson, who was like a father to me.

I just hoped Bobby would see things my way, and call it equal.

My hopes proved fruitless.

Luckily, he didn’t call the cops on me. He didn’t even tell my parents. But he did tell Coach Jefferson. I knew as soon as I got the call that I was in big, big trouble. Coach asked me to come in to his office to speak. He was coaching the summer football training, and would be in every afternoon. I was to come see him as soon as possible.

I guess I could have ignored the call, but I felt like I owed it to Coach to go. He helped me become the cheerleader I was, helped me get into college, and really was a mentor to me. His letter of recommendation was what really got me the scholarship. He was a big deal, and his word had a lot of weight.

I thought that if I showed up in my cheer uniform, he might remember what a good girl I’d always been and be a little easier on me. So on Monday afternoon, I stood outside his office and knocked on the door.

Coach Jefferson was a really big man. Like, 6’5 and over 200 pounds.  He had black hair cut short, and a mustache from the 70’s. He was wearing his usual outfit, a sports shirt and gym shorts. He even had his whistle around his neck.

I knew from the second he looked at me that my cheerleader uniform wouldn’t sway his mind. He looked so angry and disappointed that my stomach sank at once. He stepped aside, letting me into his office. He had a couch set up, where he used to sit with students when he was mentoring us. That’s where he led me now, sitting down in a chair in front of me.

“I guess you know why I called you in, Sally,” he said. I nodded, eyes down. “Do you want to explain?”

No, I didn’t! But I couldn’t deny him. Not when I looked into his eyes and saw the man I trusted so much.

“He cheated on me!” I sobbed. “Bobby cheated on me! He hurt me so much, I just wanted to hurt him back!”

“You realize you committed a crime,” Coach growled, not sympathetic to my cause.

“Yes, Coach,” I said. “But I’ve always been a good girl. You’re like a father to me. You know what a good girl I am!”

“Good girls don’t run around ruining people’s cars,” Coach Jefferson said. “It was extremely irresponsible of you. You made me a liar. Now, I’m going to have to call the university and tell them that I made a huge mistake writing you that letter of recommendation.”

“No!” I gasped. “Please! You can’t do that!”

“I can do anything I want, Sally,” Coach Jefferson said. “You said it yourself, I’m like a father to you. So I’m going to discipline you, the way a father should discipline his daughter.”

“But do you have to really call them?” I asked, tears springing to my eyes. “Isn’t there some other way you can punish me?”
 

Coach Jefferson studied me for a while. Then, he sighed. He got up from behind the desk and walked around to the coach. Sitting down beside me, he shook his head.

“I’m afraid there’s only one way I can think of,” he said. “But you’ll have to agree to do whatever I say.”

“Yes! Yes!” I exclaimed, eager to do anything that would get me out of trouble. “Anything, Coach Jefferson!”
 

“First of all, stop calling me Coach Jefferson. I’m not your coach anymore. You’ll call me Coach.”

“Yes, Coach,” I said, correcting myself.

“Good,” he said. “That’s a good girl.”

As he spoke, he laid a hand on my thigh. For a second, I went stiff all over and felt very cold. Having his hand there felt wrong. It was like being touched by my father. At the same time, it felt kind of good. I’d never been touched by a man before, and I didn’t mind how warm and rough his hand was on my soft flesh.

“Coach…?”
 

“Listen, don’t speak,” he said, rubbing my thigh a little bit. “I’ve been watching you closely, Sally. I’ve noticed something concerning. I know for a fact that you never allowed Daniel to do anything more than kiss you. And that’s very inappropriate.”

“It is?!”

His hand squeezed my thigh, hard enough to hurt. His eyes looked angry, and I shrank back, ashamed of myself.

“I told you not to speak,” he said. “Do it again, and you’ll be punished even worse than I already plan to punish you. Now, as I said, it’s inappropriate for a girl like you to string a guy along for so long. A girl like you needs to understand her place in society. You, my dear, are a bimbo. You’re not very smart. I’ve seen your grades.”

I looked down, blushing. He was right about that.

“You’re not suited for most work. You’re best asset is your body. And what do you think your body is meant for?”

I didn’t think he expected me to answer, so I kept my mouth shut.

“It’s meant to please men,” Coach Jefferson said. “That’s all. You are made to relieve men of their needs, whenever the situation may arise.”

Relieve men of their needs? He didn’t really mean…

He must have seen the look on my face, because he chuckled a little.

“Yes, Sally,” he said. “I’m talking about fucking. Fucking and sucking cock.”

I was shocked to hear Coach Jefferson talk that way. He had known me for so long, and now he was talking to me like I was some kind of slut!

“Now, I’m willing to overlook your immature and illegal actions, and allow you to attend university so you can continue cheering, but only if you agree, right here and right now, to let me train you. For the rest of the summer, I will teach you all you need to know about fulfilling your life’s purpose of serving men.”

I couldn’t believe it! He must be wrong. Surely there were other things in store for me than being a bimbo? But he looked so serious…and I did trust him. He’d always known what was best for me before…

I gulped hard.

“Say yes, Sally,” he said. “It’s really in your best interest.”

I felt tears welling up behind my eyes. I had to trust him on this. He was older and wiser than me. He knew what he was talking about. Maybe I really was destined to serve men all my life.

“Yes, Coach,” I muttered, feeling my cheeks burn bright red as I spoke.

“Good girl,” he said, smiling. I had to admit, I felt a lot better once he smiled. His hand was still on my thigh, and he squeezed me again, in a nice way this time. I was getting to really like having his hand there. It was oddly comforting.

“Now, we do have to punish you for your actions, before we do anything else,” Coach Jefferson said. “So flip your skirt up and bend over my knee.”

Why would he want me to do that? The last time I was in that kind of position, I was really little and my Daddy was spanking me. He saw my puzzled hesitation and sighed.

“When I tell you to do something, you do it quickly and happily,” he said. “Bend over, Sally.”

I could tell it would only be worse for me if I resisted, so I did as he said. My panties were the only thing between me and Coach Jefferson, my cheerleader’s skirt flipped up over my waist. I squirmed, not sure what to expect. I yelped as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh.

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass! I squeezed my legs together in the shock of it. To my surprise, there was something tingling between my thighs. My sex felt really warm. It hurt when he hit me, but it also felt a little good to have his big hand on me again.

“Don't make a fucking sound, Sally,” Coach growled, clutching a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacking me again. “You deserve this.”

I knew he was right; I did deserve it. I had been so immature and stupid to do what I did. I squeaked, but only just, and it seemed to satisfy his demand. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain. The more he spanked my ass, the more I needed it.

The pain turned to unbearable heat, and the only relief was his open palm, smacking my flesh once more. I wiggled and writhed and thrust my ass backward, wanting more, needing it harder and harder each time. And each time, he rubbed the raw flesh, drawing out my anticipation.

“Now tell me, my little slut,” Master said. “Are you going to be a good girl for Coach? Are you going to stop embarrassing me and do what I say?”

“Yes, Coach,” I panted, even though I actually wanted more spanking. “I promise, Coach.”

“And you understand that if you continue to embarrass me, or disobey me, you'll need to be punished?”

“Yes, Coach,” I moaned, wiggling my hips again. It felt so weird! Why did I want him to keep spanking me? Why did I like the way the pain felt, and the way it made my sex tingly and warm?

“Good girl,” Coach said, helping me get up. He sat me on his lap, one hand on my lower back, the other on my thigh.

“Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”
 

“No, Coach,” I said, feeling very flushed and strange all over. I was so tingly between my legs that I squirmed on his knee. Coach Jefferson chuckled, putting his hand on my thigh again. My skirt was still riding up, high enough for my panties to show. I could feel that they were wet, and was very embarrassed by that.

“Now we can begin training you for real,” he said. “The first thing you need to know is basic anatomy. Have you ever touched yourself, Sally?”

“Touched myself?” I asked, not sure what he meant.

“Your pussy. Your cunt. Your slit, or your clit.”

Oh my god! Those words were so dirty!

“No!” I exclaimed, shaking my head. “Of course not, Coach!”

“Well, you should have,” Coach Jefferson chided, clearly disappointed. “Now I’ll have to teach you.”

He slid his hand up my thigh. Oh no! He was going to feel how wet I was, and be grossed out!

He slid his hand all the way up to my panties, then I felt a shock of strange pleasure as he pressed his fingers against them.

“Oh,” he said. “Good girl, you’re already nice and wet for me.”

He liked that? I was so surprised that I barely realized what he was doing as he moved his fingers up and down against my panties, rubbing all up and down between the lips of my pussy. My breath came shorter and shorter as a sensation built inside me. He kept his eyes on my face, watching my reaction.

“C-Coach…” I moaned.

“Yes, Sally?”
 

“That feels…it feels good, Coach,” I admitted. “Is that okay?”

“It’s very good,” Coach Jefferson said, and I was very relieved. “Now, I’m going to kiss you, Sally. I want you to kiss me back. Even if you don’t like it, you must act like you enjoy it. A man wants to know he’s desired.”

“Y-yes, Coach,” I panted. Coach Jefferson leaned in, and I felt his lips land on mine. He tasted like coffee and salt as he pushed my lips open with his tongue. I moaned, his fingers finding the hard button at the top of my pussy. He rubbed it hard through my panties, and I squirmed. My pussy was full-on dripping now.

Coach Jefferson used his tongue against mine, kissing me hard and dirty while he rubbed my pussy. The feeling was getting to be too much, and I threw my hands around his neck to support myself. Coach Jefferson grabbed at my panties, pushed them to the side, and I felt his bare fingers roll over my clit.

I exploded. That's what it felt like. Like my whole body was shrinking and then growing over and over. It was the best thing I'd ever felt in my whole life.

“That is a good girl,” Coach Jefferson said, pulling away.

“Coach,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “Was that...?”

“That was an orgasm, Sally,” he said. “Did you like it?”

“Yes, Coach!” I said. I sure did like it. If this was what training me was going to feel like, I was excited to continue!

“Good girl. Now, lie back. It’s time for you to make Coach feel good, too.”

I did as he said, lying down on the couch. He looked down at me, scratching his chin a little. My eyes drifted down and I realized I could see his cock through his gym shorts. Wow! It was really hard! Coach caught me looking and chuckled.

“Here,” he said. “Take a good look, Sally. This is your new favorite toy. You worship cock from now on, understand?”

Coach Jefferson pulled his shorts down, unleashing his cock. It was eight inches long and thick as my arm! It was veiny, too, and something shiny dripped from the very tip. It wasn’t really something I thought I wanted to play with, to be honest. Coach stepped forward.

“Touch it, Sally,” he said. “Run your hands over it.”

I looked up at Coach, pleading with my eyes. That was gross! His balls were big and hairy, hanging low under his cock. Coach’s gaze darkened.

“Do what I say, Sally,” he growled. I could tell he meant business. Closing my eyes, I reached for his dick and took it in my hand. It was hot and hard, thick and throbbing. The wet stuff dribbling from the tip got on my palm as I slid my fist down the heavy shaft.

“Good girl,” Coach groaned. “Take your top off.”

“What?!” I asked, shocked. I let go of his dick. He didn’t really mean…?

I squealed as he slapped me across the face. He did mean it!

“You always call me Coach,” he said. “And you do what I say.”

Sniffling, I raised my cheer tank over my head. My C-cup breasts spilled over the demi-cups of my bra. Laying back, I watched Coach devour my body with his eyes.

“The bra too,” he instructed, and I slowly unhooked my bra. My breasts spilled free. My pink nipples were hard and pointy, and my breasts felt very heavy and tender. Coach took his cock in his hand, staring at my young, perky, teenage tits.

“Very good,” he said, and came to the couch. I watched intently, not sure what he was doing. To my surprise, he knelt on the couch, his legs spread over my stomach. Sinking down, his shaft hit my flesh and I shuddered. Coach grabbed my breasts in both hands, and I let out a gasp. It felt so good! His big hands kneaded and massaged my tender flesh, rubbing my tits in small circles while rubbing my hard nipples. I squirmed, whimpering at the sensation.

Closing my eyes, I just let the sensations roll through me as Coach took control of my virgin body. I heard a spitting sound, then something wet hit my chest. Opening one eye, I glanced down. To my surprise, Coach was nestling the head of his cock between my tits. He pushed my breasts together and slid his shaft forward, groaning.

“Your tits are beautiful, Sally,” he said. “You’ll make a lovely little cum slut.”

Coach rubbed his cock between my breasts, back and forth. The whole time, he squeezed my tits together, pinching my nipples until I was dripping wet between my legs. I whimpered, watching him get red-faced as he fucked my tits.

“I’m about to cum,” he grunted. “And I want you to ask for it. Ask me to cum on your tits, Sally.”

Why would I want that? I wondered. But I knew better, now, than to disobey him.

“Please, Coach,” I moaned. “Please, cum on my titties!”
 

Coach groaned, squeezing my tits so hard that it hurt. Then he pulled all the way back, grabbing his big cock and pumping it. Hot, white jizz exploded from the tip of his cock, spilling all over my tits. It was thick and sticky, and it dripped down my round breasts, coating my nipples. Coach kept spurting, over and over, until I was sure he would cover my whole chest in his seed. Finally, though, he stopped. He was breathing heavy.

“Now,” he said between pants. “Lick yourself clean. Suck all my cum down your throat, Sally.”

Ew! Why on earth would I do that? It was so gross!

His eyes darkened as I hesitated. Not wanting to be punished again, I started licking where I could, lifting my tits up as far as I could and pressing my face all the way down to reach the upper flesh of my chest. I rubbed my fingers across my flesh, collecting his cum that way and sucking it down. He tasted really salty and briny and musky, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought. Finally, I was clean, and Coach nodded.

“Very good,” he said. “I’m pleased with you so far, Sally. Come back tomorrow. Same time. Don’t disappoint me.”

“I won’t, Coach,” I promised, eagerly putting my top back on and running for the door. I felt really weird about everything, and really needed to be by myself and think about things. “I promise!”

I waved goodbye and let the door slam behind me.

I’d just done dirty, gross, naughty things with my high school cheerleading coach! He called me a slut, and wanted to train me in pleasing men! And I kind of liked it!

This was the last thing I expected from my last summer before college.

But I had no choice but to return the next day, if I wanted to go to college at all. I was resolved to make the best of all this, and do exactly as Coach Jefferson said. Anything to keep him happy. Anything.
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The next day when I came to school, I found something odd in the office with Coach Jefferson. It was a camera, the red light blinking.

“What’s that doing here?” I asked, stomach in knots. It was trained right at the couch. That couch already reminded me of things that made my pussy drip and my nipples harden, but I was distracted by the camera. I didn’t want all the naughty things we did here to be recorded!

“I’ll explain,” Coach said. “Get undressed.”

“But…”

“Get undressed!” Coach barked, then blew his whistle at me. I reacted on instinct, pulling my shirt over my head and slipping out of my cheerleader’s skirt. That whistle really got me going, just like at practice! Soon, I stood before him, completely naked, my young tits bouncing, nipples hard.

“Sit down, Sally,” Coach Jefferson ordered. I did, flopping down on the couch. The camera blinked at me. “I set this up, just like at practice. So that we can watch it in the future and discuss your technique.”

“Oh,” I said. Suddenly it made perfect sense. “Okay, Coach.”

“Fuck right it’s okay,” he growled. “Anything I say is okay, understand?”
 

“Yes, Coach,” I said, ashamed of myself for screwing up again. He sighed, shaking his head.

“Now, we’re going to start today with the next step in pleasing a man. Oral sex. A blowjob, as you’ve probably heard it called.”

I squirmed a little and nodded. Of course I’d heard of that before. Boys were always talking about blowjobs, and Daniel was always begging me for one. But I’d certainly never given in, because I thought it was way too dirty.

Coach Jefferson stood right in front of me, his track shorts loose enough that I could see his cock – it was hard already, before I’d even touched him or anything.

“I’m going to pull my cock out, Sally,” he said. “And you’re going to suck it. You’re going to worship it. You’re going to lick it like an ice cream cone and swallow it as far down your throat as you can make it go. You’ll do all that, and you’ll do it gratefully. Understand?”

I wasn’t looking forward to this at all! But I knew it was an important part of my training, so I nodded. Coach Jefferson pulled his shorts down, revealing his long, veiny cock. I wasn’t sure how I was possibly going to fit it all into my mouth. He wanted me to lick it, though, and I could certainly do that. Leaning forward, I stuck my tongue out and lapped at the tip. To my surprise, it tasted okay.

Something salty and musky dripped down my throat as I licked him again, longer this time. Coach Jefferson moaned, and I liked how it felt to make him feel good, so I licked him again. I started to lick up and down the shaft, feeling the veins throb under my tongue. I was going slowly, gingerly, not sure how to please him. But he was a good coach, and saw that I needed more guidance. He grabbed my ponytail, yanking my head back a little bit.

“Open up wide,” he growled. I did as he said, spreading my lips for him. A second later, I found my mouth stuffed with his cock! As soon as he was inside, he pulled out again, and started thrusting in and out of my mouth. Holding me tightly in place by my ponytail, he stroked himself between my lips, pushing further and further down my throat with each pulse. The taste was overwhelming now, and my gag reflex was kicking in. Drool flowed over my chin and onto my naked breasts as I struggled to get enough air.

“Good girl,” he encouraged. “Just let me fuck your pretty little throat. That’s what you’re here for, Sally.”

I moaned in satisfaction at his praise. To my surprise, my body was responding to the taste and feel of him in my throat. My pussy was wet, and my nipples were hard. Coach started thrusting harder, grunting. He pushed so far into my throat that his balls hit my chin, and even then he pushed further, like he wanted to reach all the way down to my stomach.

“I’m gonna cum in your mouth now,” he growled. “Swallow every drop, like a good little whore.”

I moaned, trying to tell him I understood. Tears fell down my cheeks, my body feeling like it was suffocating as he stuffed my throat full of cock. Pulsing inside me, my nose buried in his thick pubes, I felt him swell against my tongue. He groaned as he released inside me, the first burst of cum taking me by surprise.

I squealed, still muffled, eyes wide as my mouth filled with his hot, salty cum. I gulped, trying hard to swallow it all, but some of it filled my cheeks and spilled from my mouth down my chin. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt his seed pump down my throat, filling my stomach.

Coach panted as he pulled back, his cock limp and trailing cum from my lips. I quickly licked them clean, eager to please him. I could tell he liked it when I swallowed his cum, so I even licked it from my tits as he watched.

“Very good,” Coach said. “You need a lot of work, but it’s a start. Now, I’m going to show you what can happen to a slut when she’s a very good girl.”

Was he going to touch me again? I squirmed, excited at the thought. My pussy was wet, and I wanted to feel that orgasm feeling again. Coach dropped to his knees in front of me and spread my thighs, wrenching them up over his shoulders. Confused, a question came to my lips – but it turned into a moan as his hot breath hit my pussy, sweetly caressing my throbbing clit.

I squirmed, feeling something entirely new between my legs. Then, he leaned forward and wrapped his tongue around my clit. I shouted in pleasure, sitting straight up, feeling like lightning was rushing up my spine. It was a thousand times better than his fingers, better than anything I’d ever felt.

Coach licked my pussy in long, slow laps, flicking my clit with the tip of his tongue each time. I shrank back down, letting the delicious feelings roll through me. When I felt him press a finger against my virgin slit, I didn’t even worry about what would come next. I just wanted him to keep lapping and suckling my clit the way he was.

His fingers entered me, moving up my tight, wet pussy until they couldn’t go any further. It felt kind of weird, but it also felt nice. Like I was full. And with his tongue still licking my clit, I could feel the pressure in my womb rising. Everything started to tingle, and my muscles felt like they were stretched thin. I groaned, squirming and wiggling, wanting more. I grabbed his head, pulling him against me.

A wave in my stomach seemed to build; he reached his free hand up, grabbed my breast, and closed over one nipple, pinching it hard. I screamed as I came, my pussy flooding with juices, my body sparkling like a firework. I bucked and shook against his face, his tongue never leaving my clit, his hand firm on my breast.

When I finally came down, panting and moaning, Coach pulled away. He wiped my juices from his lips, and pushed his wet fingers to my mouth.

“Taste yourself,” he ordered, and I parted my lips, sucking my pleasure from his fingers. He kept his eyes on mine the whole time, until he stood up, towering over me.

“That’s enough for today, Sally,” he said. “Tomorrow, we’ll move on to the next lesson. Your skills are very much lacking, but there will be plenty of time to improve. You’ll have to learn to suck cock with enthusiasm, and to deep throat as far as a man wants to go. I would like you to practice on your gag reflex when you go home. Here, I have something for you to practice on.”

I watched with interest as he went to his desk and opened a drawer. He pulled out a huge, long, stiff black penis! It was a dildo, twice the size of Coach’s real penis. He brought it over to me and I took it from him, blushing even as I touched it. It felt really dirty, for Coach to give me something like this.

“Choke on that all night,” he demanded. “I want you to record yourself doing it and send me the videos, understand?”
 

“Yes, Coach,” I said, adjusting myself, getting dressed and getting up. “Thank you, Coach.”

He slapped my ass as I walked past him out the door, hiding the dildo under my shirt as best I could.

That night, I did as Coach said. I sat in front of my webcam and shoved the dildo down my throat. I did it for an hour, thinking of it as practice. Like I used to practice for cheerleading. I wanted to be good for Coach, so I needed to practice hard. By the time I was done, my throat was raw and aching, but I could swallow half the dildo into my little mouth! I felt very proud as I hit send, happy that Coach would know how hard I was working.
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The next day, when I came to the office, the camera was still there. I really didn’t like having the camera there, but I knew it wasn’t my place to complain.

“You did a good job last night,” Coach said as I entered. I blushed and smiled, gleeful at his compliment.

“Thank you, Coach,” I said. “Should I get undressed?”
 

“Not today, actually,” Coach said. “I don’t have much time today, unfortunately. I have a lot of personal business to take care over. Today’s lesson will be very quick.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. What is today’s lesson?”
 

“There are three holes on a slut,” Coach said, leading me away from the couch and towards his desk. “I’ve already shown you how to use your mouth. Your pussy, obviously, is another. But you may not realize that your ass makes a lovely hole for a man to use as a cum receptacle.”

“My…my butt?” I asked, grimacing. “But…that’s where…”

“I know, Sally,” Coach said, impatient. “Don’t act as though you know more than me. Your ass is a perfectly good hole. An especially good one, in fact. It’s much tighter. Now, bend over. Press your face into the desk.”

I was very apprehensive about all this, but I did as he said. I felt Coach flip my skirt up.

“Tomorrow, you should come to me without any panties under your skirt,” he said as he slid my panties down, exposing my ripe young flesh to the brisk air.

“Yes, Coach,” I said. I felt his hands knead my ass cheeks, and he even slapped one gently. I cooed, closing my eyes. I could remember how oddly nice it felt when he spanked me, and my pussy got a little wet as I thought about it. I could hear Coach moving around behind me.

“Pull your shirt up, so I can touch your tits while I fuck your ass,” he instructed. I obeyed, yanking my shirt up around my shoulders. As soon as it was there, Coach put his hand on my upper back, pushing me back down, hard. His hands returned to my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I heard Coach spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Hold still, Sally,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours for a long time. You always liked showing it off, wearing those short shorts and little skirts…”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Coach shoving his eight inch cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“Focus on how much pleasure you’re giving me,” Coach said. “You’ll start to enjoy it soon.”

As he began to shift his hips against me, he reached a hand between my legs, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me.

“Oh,” I moaned as he fucked me faster. The sensation was…strange. I found my hips beginning to respond to his strokes. Coach grunted his approval, and rewarded me by slipping one hand around my waist and finding my clit with his fingers. Immediately, the pain became intense pleasure.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Yes, please! Thank you, Coach! Fuck my ass, please, harder!”

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I was overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily. His free hand came to my chest, squeezing my breast from below.

“Cum,” he barked. “Cum for me, Sally.”

“Y-yes, Coach,” I whimpered, my muscles going taut. He slammed his cock against me, his balls slapping my wet pussy. I cried out, howling like an animal as I came. He pushed himself into me farther than ever, almost kneeling over me to penetrate deeper, and burst. His throbbing cock pulsed as it released another generous helping of seed into my needy body. My spasms milked his balls dry, every ounce of cum drained into my ass.

“Very good,” Coach said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. You’ll learn how to beg for this, soon enough. Now, I really must be going. Clean yourself up and go home. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs. I panted as I rose and looked over my shoulder. The camera’s little red light blinked. I wondered what I would learn when Coach sat me down to rewatch everything? I bet I’d be a wonderful little slut by the time he was done with me. The best!
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My fourth day, I arrived in my uniform as usual. Coach Jefferson let me in and led me to his office. By now, the camera was something I was used to, and I even waved at it as I went to sit down on the couch.

“So,” I said. “What am I learning today, Coach?”
 

“Your final lesson, and the most important,” Coach Jefferson said. “After this, you’ll be a real slut, and we’ll be able to work on fine-tuning your skills. You’re pretty sloppy right now. You need a lot of practice.”

“Oh,” I said, blushing. I hated that I wasn’t perfect for him; he always praised my cheerleading, so to have him criticize me now was hard. “I’m sorry, Coach.”

“It’s alright,” he said. “I’m up to the task. You should appreciate that you have a man like me willing to devote so much time to training you.”

“I do,” I said. “Thank you, Coach.”

“Very good,” Coach Jefferson came and sat beside me. “Now, your final lesson will be to lose you virginity.”

“Oh!” I said. I knew I wasn’t supposed to be surprised, but I really didn’t think it would happen that quickly. I squirmed. “Um…won’t that hurt?”
 

“Yes,” Coach Jefferson said. “But you’re a whore. It doesn’t matter if it hurts, Sally. You know that. It’s the man’s pleasure that matters. Now, are you ready to begin?”

“Of course, Coach,” I nodded, eyes cast down. I was very nervous about this. I could see his dick was already hard. My pussy was wet, as it always was when I was around Coach, but I was mostly just afraid. Finally, I looked back at him, straight in the eye, and nodded.

He smiled, very wide.

“Very good,” he said. “Then let's begin.”

He leaned in and covered my mouth with his, kissing me. I moaned against his mouth while his hand came to my chest, pushing down the straps of my tank top and unleashing my breasts. My nipples, tight and hard from the cold air, responded immediately to his touch, his hands twisting and teasing them while my back arched.

“Oh, yes, Coach,” I moaned when he pulled away and began to kiss down my neck. He teased and kneaded my tits with one hand, the other hand moving between my legs. As always, I wore no panties under my skirt, so his fingers slipped right in between my lips.

“You’re nice and wet, Sally,” he growled. “Ready for my cock. That’s very good.”

“Thank you, Coach,” I moaned, thrilled by his approval. He grabbed my hips and moved my body, planting my knees on either side of his lap. Then he quickly undid his belt and pulled his cock out, stroking it between us. He slid it between my pussy lips, letting it rub against my clit, while his lips found my nipples and sucked them each in turn. I moaned and writhed and squealed in pleasure, until he was satisfied with my breasts and ready to fuck me. He lifted my hips, positioned me over his cock, and pushed upward.

“This is going to hurt, Sally,” he warned, but a twinkle stayed in his eyes. “Hold on.”

I grabbed his shoulders and bit my lip.

He did it fast, pulling my hips down while thrusting his cock up in one swift movement, piercing my hymen as I screamed in pain. My nails dug into his shoulders as I tried to ride the wave of pain and come out the other side; his cock felt too big to fit inside me, but at the same time I could feel it all the way up, stretching my tight virgin slit. Coach Jefferson held me tight, letting me get used to the sensation. Then, slowly, he began to shift his hips. Each time he did, my clit brushed the base of his cock. And each time, it felt a little better than the last.

“Oh,” I moaned, eyes popping open. This was amazing...better than anything that had come before! My hips started to rock on their own, my cheeks flaming as pleasure swept through me. My pussy gushed, and I began to experiment, lifting my hips up and down so that I was riding his cock, letting it slide in and out of me. That felt good, too, especially when I ground down on the base and felt it rub my clit.

“That's a good girl,” he growled. “Cum for Coach. Show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into.”

“Yes,” I moaned, knowing I would. I could already feel it growing inside me, the climax I so yearned for. Tendrils of pleasure reached out to all my nerves and sparked. I felt like I was on fire. I rode him faster and faster, letting his hands on my hips help guide me, my breasts bouncing madly between us.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, oh goooddddd,” I cried as he slammed his cock deep inside me, triggering my climax. My pussy clenched around his cock at the exact same moment I felt him spilling inside me, his cum splashing against my womb as I shuddered and bucked on his lap. He buried his face in my chest, biting and kissing as we came together, both overwhelmed by ecstasy.

“Oh, my, Coach,” I moaned when I finally came down, his cock going limp inside me. “That felt very good…”

“I know it did,” Coach Jefferson growled. “You’re a slut. You were born to love cock. And take cum.”

“Wait,” I said, slowly realizing that he had just cum in me, unprotected. I wasn’t on birth control! My eyes went wide. “I need Plan B! Can you take me to the store, Coach?”
 

“Now, why would I do that?” Coach Jefferson said.

“Because I could get pregnant!”

“Exactly,” he shrugged. “That’s the point, Sally. You’re a woman. You’re supposed to be bred. You’re supposed to carry a man’s seed and bear his children.”

“But what about cheerleading?” I asked. It was the whole reason I was going to school in the first place, the whole reason I let Coach Jefferson train me like this.

“What about it?” Coach Jefferson said. “That’s your dream. Your dreams aren’t important. You must always yield to a man’s desires before your own. And I want to see your tight little body full with my children. I’ve been training you this whole time to be a perfect slut for me to use as a broodmare. You belong to me, Sally. If you’re not pregnant now, we won’t stop until you are. Maybe, someday, when I’m through with you, you can go back to cheerleading.”

“But…but…”

“Come on,” he rolled his eyes. “How long do you honestly think a cheerleading career could last? I’m offering you a lifetime of support. As the bearer of my children, and my own personal cum slut, you’ll be taken care of. Anything you need, I’ll provide. You won’t have to worry about getting a job or anything like that. Doesn’t that sound good?”

Well, it did sound good. And Coach Jefferson was like a father to me, so I trusted him to take care of me like he said he would. And I thought maybe it would be kind of cool to be a mom…

Coach Jefferson smiled and patted my stomach.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’ll make an excellent little pet. Now, get on your knees and start sucking. I want to fuck you again, to make sure my seed takes in your womb.”

“Yes, Coach” I said, crawling off his lap and between his legs, taking his flaccid dick between my lips. This was my life now, and I have to say I really didn’t mind it. I looked up at Coach Jefferson and realized I loved him as more than a father now.

Now, I loved him as Coach.

And that was even better.


Trained to Obey

I was a 21-year-old virgin college dropout.

I lived with my parents.

I hadn’t been on a date in over a year.

I barely managed to get my real estate license, and I was the worst agent in my office.

My life was not very good.

I guess no one ever expected my life to be very good. Certainly, back in high school, my guidance counselors tried to nudge me towards something like hairdressing, or maybe secretarial work. I decided to go to college anyway, but it kicked my ass. I wasted a lot of money before I realized I would never be cut out for academics and returned to my hometown to live in my childhood bedroom.

As for the whole virgin thing, that was harder to explain. Because I had the equipment. C-cup tits, a big ass. Long curly brown hair and big green eyes. But guys…well, they didn’t like me. Even the guys who clearly just wanted to get in my pants, they ran away after one conversation. I guess that was my fault, because I was pretty defensive.

Okay, I was basically in the NFL of dating. A guy couldn’t ask my name without getting a suspicious look and a subtle rejection. My friends said I was just a frigid prude, and that it would take a miracle worker to get through to me. That seemed right. I mean, sex terrified me. Except for some blowjobs in high school, I never had the desire to let anyone get that close. It would hurt, it would be scary, I wouldn’t be any good. I wouldn’t know what to do.

I think I was mostly afraid of finding out that there was one more thing I wasn’t very good at.

How embarrassing would it be if a guy was in my bed and I had no idea how to touch him? But the longer I went without trying, the more anxious I was. Sometimes I wished a guy would just come along and force me into bed with him. Not like, violently. But just be so persuasive and hot and controlling that I couldn’t help but let him do what he wanted to me.

Until then, I would just live my little life. Get up, go to work, show houses, go home, go to sleep, repeat.

That all changed when Mr. Darkwell walked into my office. A prospective client, he had an appointment with a senior agent. But when he saw me…

Well, I guess my looks were good for something after all.

I was in my cubicle. I didn’t even see him approaching me. It wasn’t until his shadow fell over my keyboard that I turned around.

And was struck totally dumb.

He wore a dark, form-fitting suit. His hair was the color of nutmeg. But his eyes…

they were black as coal.

He was clean-shaven, with a jaw that could cut diamonds.

“Hi,” I squeaked.

“Hello,” he said, voice all gravel and heat. I sat there, looking at him, for far too long. People in the office were starting to notice.

“Do you need help? I can get one of our agents…”

“Aren’t you an agent?”

Duh. Yeah, I was. I nodded.

“Then you can help me.”

“Oh! Okay,” I said, popping out of my seat like a jack-in-the-box. “Um…okay!”

This had never happened before, so I had a bit of a struggle figuring out what to do. I knew I needed to get him into the client room…

“Okay, follow me,” I said, taking the first steps through the office. Eyes followed us like hawks. It only made me more nervous. I led the tall, dark stranger into the well-furnished client meeting room and plopped down behind the computer, typing in my login information quickly.

“Okay, um, okay,” I said. “So you’re looking for, like, a house?”

One eyebrow rose, and his lips quirked slightly.

“Yes,” he said. ‘That is what I’m looking for.”

“Oookay,” I said. “Well, Mr…uh….”

“Darkwell,” he said.

“Mr. Darkwell. I have some lovely options. I just need to know your budget and, you know, um, like, what you’re…looking for?”

He stared at me until I got the impression that he wasn’t looking for a house at all. He was looking for me. And now that he’d found me…

Well, now what?

“Three million,” he finally said. “That’s my budget.”

My jaw dropped. Three million? Woah – that was one hell of a commission! That would bump me up to second-worst-agent, for sure. I gulped, nodded, and looked at my computer. The program was all set up to be easy to use, and I put in the maximum price – boy, that was a lot of zeros.

“Okay,” I said. “And you’re looking for…like…what kind of house?”

“A house with a nice basement,” he said. The way he said it sent a chill down my spine. But not a bad chill. A chill that ended in heat between my legs. I dragged my eyes from the screen to his face. Those dark eyes of his….I leaned back in my chair. They were mesmerizing. Hypnotizing.

“Ms. Smith,” he said, snapping me out of my reverie. “The houses?”

“Oh,” I said. “Right. Well, um…wait, how did you know my name?”

He gestured to his own chest, and I looked down. Oh, right. My nametag. I blushed and giggled.

“Fair enough,” I said. “Well, okay. Let me narrow this down to houses with at least two floors and we can get started, okay?”

“Okay,” he said, crossing his legs as he leaned back, relaxing into the plush leather chair. My heart pounded, my blood thrummed in my ears. For some reason, I could imagine him sitting there with a glass of whiskey, and some beautiful woman kneeling at his feet.

What?

That didn’t make a lick of sense. I shook my head to banish the vision and set to work. I needed this commission. If I got it, it might mean I was worth something after all. I could move out of my parents house. I could finally be somebody. I was determined to work harder than I’d ever worked in my life.

If only Mr. Darkwell’s black, black eyes would stop distracting me…
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Another day, another house. Mr. Darkwell was so picky! And so strange. Every house I showed him, he walked quickly through the upper floors, almost like a zombie, not looking around at all. But he would linger in the basement. Take his time studying the floors, the ceilings, the walls. Tapping on them. He even shouted sometimes, like he was testing acoustics. I wondered if that was what he was doing.

This house, in particular, was the second I showed him in a day. He refused the first one. Now, we were in the basement of the second house. The floors were cement, dirty. The walls were cement, too. The ceiling was – you guessed it – cement.

“This…” he said, walking around it slowly, hand on the wall. “Is nice.”

“Really?” I perked up. He was turned away from me, and I couldn’t help but study the outline of his body. Lithe but muscular. My body felt hot just looking at his back. He did such strange things to me…

My curiosity was finally getting the best of me. And with his back turned, Mr. Darkwell was a little less imposing.

“Listen,” I sighed. “I hate to ask, because it’ll seem very intrusive. But I just really want to know…what, exactly, are you looking for in all these basements?”

For a while, Mr. Darkwell just stood still, his back turned to me, those sharp arches of his shoulder blades pointed at me like missiles. When he turned, I felt my heart speed up, and kind of wished he wouldn’t turn all the way around. The look on his face was pure sex. He gave me a crooked grin, black eyes flashing as he strode casually across the room.

“I suppose it’s been long enough for me to trust you,” he said. Instinctively, I began to step backward, his advance menacing. And unbelievably sexy. Not for the first time, I thought about what it would be like to let him force me down and tear into me like a wild animal.

“I’m in need of a quiet, secluded place,” he said, continuing his advance. I let out a small gasp as I felt my back hit solid brick. He’d back me all the way against the wall. “To construct what some might call a dungeon. I would consider it a…play room.”

“A…a play…room?” I asked between gasping breaths. He towered over me now, and slowly put one arm out, his palm landing beside my head. He slipped one hand coolly into his pocket. I could feel his heat against my chest, contrasting with the cold wall against my back. My pussy quivered.

“I specialize in a certain type of pleasure,” he said. “The kind of pleasure women can’t allow themselves to give up…”

I mewled out, whimpering as he brought his hand from his pocket and drew it against my blazer. The blazer only had one button, and I watched, hypnotized, as he deftly unbuttoned it. I felt like he was pressing me against the wall, but he only had that one finger on me, barely touching me. God, how I wanted that finger to touch me more…harder…

He drew it up the center line of my body, between my breasts, up to my chin. My nipples hardened. He used the finger under my chin to lift my face, forcing my eyes to meet his.

“So they ask me to take it. Do you understand, Ms. Smith?”

I did, but I didn’t. My body understood, but my mind was lagging behind. Slowly, I shook my head. His grin widened, his fingers spreading across my chin.

“Some women,” he explained slowly. “Want to be forced to feel pleasure. They’re afraid to allow themselves to feel it, but the idea of a dark, handsome, strong man, a stranger, overpowering them, forcing them to cum, over and over and over…”

My panties were soaked by then, his words curling in my stomach and bursting in my veins, inviting a thousand dirty images in my head.

“And that’s what I do,” he said. “I bring women down here, I tie them up, and I fuck them.”

Just the way he said the words was like being penetrated, and my knees nearly gave out. I realized I was shaking and gasping for each breath.

“You like that idea, don’t you, Ms. Smith?”

No. No I didn’t. No way. I would never. I was good girl, a boring girl, a virgin. I would never…

“You don’t have to answer,” he chuckled. “I already know.”

He pushed off the wall so suddenly that I actually yelped, confusing his brisk movement for violence.

“This will do just fine,” he said. “I’ll take it.”

“O-oh,” I said, trying to get my bearings. “Well that’s…that’s great…let me, uh, make a call…”

“You do that,” he said, making for the stairs. I trotted behind him, at a complete and total loss. He stopped at the very top of the stairs, but I was so flustered that I nearly ran right into him, and then nearly fell backwards down the stairs.

He reached out, grabbing hold of my neck to keep me from falling. He could have grabbed anywhere, but he grabbed my neck. I didn’t have to wonder why. He pulled me up, the slightest pressure making me squeal as he dragged me up to meet his eye once more, his handsome face just inches from mine.

“Now you know where to find me,” he said. “When you decide to give that slit of yours what it needs, you know exactly where to come. I’d like very much to violate a sweet little bitch like you.”

He licked his lips. I didn’t struggle. I knew I shouldn’t let him speak to me that way, but…but…

He cocked his head.

“You are a virgin, right?”

How did he know? Moreover, should I even answer that? I guess I didn’t need to, because he was grinning and releasing me, letting me fall back to my feet.

“Of course you are,” he said. “That’s what makes you so damn perfect. Come see me in a month, Ms. Smith. I’ll have everything set up then, and ready to receive you. And you will obey me. I will be your Master.”

He kept his eyes on mine for a long, tortured while. The longer I looked into them, the more lost and confused I felt. And I wanted to give in to him, to end the confusion. Just let him tell me what to do…

To my surprise, I felt something damp between my legs. I was actually getting aroused by this!

Then he turned, left the basement, the door swinging on its hinges. I just stood there, staring dumbly up behind him. That was insane. It was insane.

I wasn’t going to just give my virginity to some weirdo with a God complex! No matter how handsome he was…how magnetic his eyes were…how they lingered in my mind long after he was gone, seeming to compel me to obey. Man, that word sounded nice all of a sudden. My mouth watered as I followed him up the stairs. Each step seemed to echo. Obey, obey, obey.
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I was sitting at my desk, about two weeks after selling Mr. Darkwell the house, when I heard from him again. I hadn’t stopped thinking about him. He haunted my dreams. He infected my body. I spent my nights in a sweat, tossing and turning, thinking about what it meant when he said they ask me to take it.

What was it? And why did I want him to take it, when I didn’t even know what it was? I mean, it was my virginity, I could guess that; but he meant something else too, didn’t he? Something I was so hungry for, it felt like I was starving.

I was responding to e-mails when a chat box opened up on my desktop.

I haven’t forgotten. Have you?

My breath caught in my chest. My heart hammered away. His name blinked on my screen, the chat open in my e-mail. Right at the office, where anyone walking by could see!

See what, though? It was just a client, asking an innocuous question. At least, that’s all anyone looking would see. I licked my lips. Of course I hadn’t forgotten. It was the only thing I thought about. Again and again…

No, I typed quickly, before I could change my mind. I pressed enter and waited, fully aware of the cool sweat dampening my body…and the hot moisture gathering in my panties. He was right on the other side of that computer…maybe in his new house…maybe in his dungeon.

Good girl, he wrote back, and I blushed. This was rapidly becoming NSFW. I crouched in my chair, pulling it closer to the desk, as though that could hide it from prying eyes. I knew you wouldn’t. Have you been thinking about it? About me? About letting me take that precious virginity of yours?

My heart was a jackhammer. My whole body was flushed, freezing and boiling at the same time. My fingers shook over the keyboard. I had no idea what to write in response to that!

Of course you have, he answered himself. You’re desperate to know what I can do for you.

How presumptuous and completely accurate of him. I groaned aloud, letting my shaking fingers fall limply to the keyboard. I guess I didn’t need to bother replying. He would do all the talking. My groan attracted a coworker’s glance, and I blamed it on a difficult listing, one eye on the screen where the chat icon showed he was typing.

You have to prove yourself.

My neck snapped as I leaned in, making sure I was reading that right. I had to prove myself? He was the one telling me he was going to…well…take my virginity! By force! If anything, he should have to prove himself!

Look here.

He sent a link, and stupidly, I clicked it. It opened to a page that was definitely NSFW. Everywhere there were tits and asses and pussies! The women were all in various states of undress, and they all had the same dead, stupid look in their eyes. A look that made my stomach do strange things. It made my pussy leak into my panties. They looked like mindless fuck dolls.

If you want to be one of them, you’ll have to prove you deserve it.

Did I want to be one of them? I scrolled through the page, even though I knew I would definitely be in trouble if I was caught looking at porn on a work computer. The pictures got raunchier and raunchier as I scrolled down. The girls were covered in cum and other fluids, some of them tied up on their knees with their tongues out, showing off their red, whipped asses.

Each picture showed a female in a state of delirious, mind-numbing pleasure. These girls didn’t care that they were being collected for some sicko’s personal website of conquests. They looked like they would do anything for a little more of whatever he had to give them.

I squirmed in my seat, well aware of the river in my panties.

Go into the bathroom. Right now. Take a picture of your tits, your pussy, and your ass. Send them to me.

No way! I clicked off the website and minimized the chat screen. No way in hell was I doing that! Not at work, not ever! He would just put them on the internet, for the whole world to see. No way, no way, no way…

Minimized, I could still hear the chat notification.

Fighting every better judgement in my body, I clicked it open again.

Do it. This is not optional. Whether you know it or not, I’m already your Master. You’ve given your mind to me. It’s only a matter of time before you give me your body.

My spine went stiff, cold sweat pouring down my body. I was sure my neighbor could hear my heartbeat.

Do it, Ms. Smith. Do it, right now. Obey me.

I closed the chat window again. I stood up, grabbed my phone, and went to the bathroom. I don’t know what was wrong with me. One second I was utterly refusing, and the next moment all I could think about was obeying him…being obedient…doing what Master said…

I tried to shake my head, tried to clear my muddled brain. I felt like I was slipping away, some part of me falling asleep while another part came awake. I let myself into the bathroom and locked the door. The room was never well-cleaned, and it had that faint odor of cheap air freshener. The lighting was shit. I stared at myself in the mirror as I slowly undid the buttons of my blouse. Who was the woman looking back at me? I didn’t know her. I didn’t recognize her eyes. They looked like…

Like the girls in the pictures.

My top and my bra fell to the floor at the same time, leaving me naked from the waist up. My nipples were already hard, two pink nubs that tingled in the fresh air. I grabbed my breasts, head rolling back on my neck as I played with myself in the company bathroom. I grabbed my phone, set up the camera where I could take a picture on a timer, and stepped back.

The camera flashed, capturing the dumb, drooling look on my face and the heavy, pale weight of my breasts in the same frame. I kept touching them with one hand as I unzipped my skirt, discarding every piece of clothing until I was completely naked. My pussy dripped down my thighs, and when I slipped a finger between my wet lips I shuddered. The camera was set up again, and this time I set it to take a picture every five seconds. I steadied myself against the toilet, spread my legs wide, leaned back, and began to finger myself.

Almost as soon as I touched my clit, I was on fire. Pinching and teasing my nipples, I rubbed and circled my clit, using my own juices to lubricate my finger. The camera flashed over and over again as I rubbed my virgin pussy, letting it drip on camera. Knowing Master would like it. Knowing he could show it to anyone…any time…use my body against me…

I moaned as I came, quickly turning around, straddling the filthy toilet and grabbing one ass cheek, spreading it wide so the camera could capture my rosebud. My body bucked and came as the camera clicked and flashed, over and over again. I rode the waves as best I could, biting my lip and thinking that next time, maybe, I’d be cumming on Master’s hard cock, with his hands on my tits…

Someone knocked on the door.

I snapped out of my trance, immediately feeling like I wanted to burst into tears. I was naked, in the company bathroom, masturbating on camera for a man who wanted to own my body and rape my virgin pussy.

“H-hold on one m-minute,” I called. “Just a s-second…”

I put my clothes on as fast as I could. My hair was damp, my cheeks glowing, my body flush. My shirt was wrinkled. I looked like I’d just gotten off a roller coaster. I grabbed my phone, disabled the camera, and flung the door open. My boss stood there, looking dubiously down at me.

“Sorry,” I panted. “I think…I’m really sick, sir. Can I…please..go home?”

“Of course, Kim,” Mr. Blount said, his expression changing to one of sympathy. “Go on home, get some rest.”

“Thank you, sir!” I said, making a beeline for my desk. I collected my things and logged off my computer as fast as possible.

And on my way to my car, I hit send on the e-mail with the pictures attached.
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“Ms. Smith, may I see you in my office?”

Mr. Blount had a sour look on his face as he called my name from the office door. I flushed. A look like that couldn’t be very good. It had been a day since my insane bathroom photo shoot. I hadn’t heard back from Mr. Darkwell, and that was bad enough.

Now, I worried that I’d really screwed up – maybe there were cameras in the bathroom, besides the one on my phone?

I slunk into Mr. Blount’s office and sat down across from him at the desk. He took a seat, eyes judging me.

“Do you know why I’ve called you in here today, Ms. Smith?”

“No, sir,” I said, only kind of telling the truth. He grunted and reached for a piece of paper on his desk. He flipped it over so I could see what was on the other side. My stomach plunged. I recognized the pictures on that page. How could I not? They were pictures of me.

“A client submitted these anonymously,” Mr. Blount said. “Do you recognize where those photos were taken?”

I blushed, and croaked when I opened my mouth to respond.

“Don’t bother,” he snarled. “They’re obviously taken in our employee restroom. Do you think this is appropriate behavior, Ms. Smith?”

I shook my head. Of course it wasn’t. I’d always been a good girl, why was this happening to me now? How could Mr. Darkwell have betrayed me like this?

“Of course it’s not,” Mr. Blount said. “Now, how do you think I should handle this situation? Because I think I should fire you.”

No! Not that! I needed this job, and I’d never been fired before! How would I explain it to my parents?

“However,” Mr. Blount said, rising so that he towered over me, knuckles on the desk. His eyes roamed down my body, and a chill cracked up my spine. His gaze was…predatory. “If you’re willing to make amends to me, I may be able to overlook this indecency.”

“Sir?” I asked, eyes wide, hoping against hope that he wasn’t saying what I thought he was saying.

“A dirty girl like you shouldn’t need me to explain this,” he said, and now a smirk crossed his face. He walked around the desk until he was standing before me. “On your knees.”

I looked up at him, shocked. Mr. Blount really wanted me to do…that? But he was so old! My look must have amused him, because he chuckled.

“My dick isn’t going to suck itself,” he said. “And for a slut like you, getting to suck cock at work must be quite a perk.”

“B-but…I’m not…”

“Those pictures say otherwise,” he snapped, undoing his belt and zipper until his pants hit the floor. My eyes widened as I saw his cock sticking straight out from his boxers. It was really big. I’d only given a few blowjobs before, in high school and stuff. “I’m waiting, Ms. Smith.”

I really didn’t want to do it. But what choice did I have? I needed this job…

Slowly, sniffling, I sank to my knees and took his dick in my hand. It pulsed against my palm. I started to stroke him, trying not to look at the gray pubes surrounding the base of his cock, or his old, wrinkly balls. A drop of pre-cum dribbled from the tip, and I used it to lubricate my hand as I stroked his shaft.

Something terrible started happening as I knelt, vulnerable, in front of Mr. Blount. My pussy started to get wet. It was so naughty, jerking off my boss in the office…

“Use your mouth already, slut,” he demanded. “Stop being lazy.”

I cringed.  He looked very angry. Slowly, I moved my mouth to the tip of his cock. With my eyes squeezed shut, I started to lick. Still stroking his shaft, I lapped at the tip, tasting him. It made my traitorous pussy gush.

He groaned, his hands moving to the back of my head. Holding me tightly, he began to force his dick further into my mouth. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I knew I shouldn’t struggle, so I let him. The more he forced himself against me, the wetter I got, until my pussy was dripping and my clit was throbbing.

His hips slid against my face, back and forth, his cock driving against my throat until it triggered my gag reflex – and then going even deeper. I looked up, my eyes watering, nostrils flaring in desperate breaths. He looked back down at me, grinning at my discomfort, fucking my throat harder with each stroke. He was grunting, sweat pouring down his forehead. My hands were on his thighs to support myself while he fucked my mouth.

“Gonna be nice to have a little slut around the office,” he groaned, stepping forward an inch so that my head was driven back slightly on my neck, his cock angled down so it could penetrate my throat deeper. “Go ahead and rub that dirty cunt of yours. I know you want to.”

Moaning in relief, I dug my hands down beneath my skirt and under my panties. My clit was hard and throbbing, and the minute I rolled my finger around it I was shaking. He liked it, slamming his balls against my chin as he increased his pace.

“Get ready,” he warned me. “I want to watch you swallow every drop.”

I closed my eyes, still rubbing myself, a climax building in my womb. As the first of his cum splashed down my throat, I shuddered in pleasure. He throbbed, filling my mouth with his hot cum, and I came at the same time, my body hypnotized by the way he abused me, taking me as an object to be owned. He groaned, pulling out just enough so that he could watch his cum pool on my tongue, watch me swallow it in huge, hungry gulps, filling my stomach.

“No lunch break for you today,” he chuckled, releasing me at last. “You won’t need it after such a big meal.”

I moaned, slipping down onto my heels, ashamed by everything that had just happened. He was zipping himself back up and returning to his desk.

“Anyway,” he said. “I still have to cut your hours and dock your commission pay.”

“What?!” I crawled forward, using his desk to lift myself up.

“I was going to do it anyway,” he said with a shrug. “You’re not very good at this job. You’re not even a very good cocksucker. There doesn’t seem to be much you’re good at, huh?”

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I knew I was the worst agent in the office, but I hoped that eventually I would get better…but not if I was going to be given less hours, less commission, and less houses to sell!

“Get out of here,” Mr. Blount said as I stood before him in tears. “I don’t want to see that shit. And be in my office first thing in the morning. You’re going to be my new morning cum swallower. Understand?”

“Y-yes, Mr. Blount,” I said, bowing my head and leaving his office. I went straight to the bathroom, the place that had gotten me into so much trouble. When I finally looked halfway decent and braved the walk back to my desk, I found I had a message waiting.

He’s just breaking you in for me, it read. Mr. Darkwell. My heart pounded. My pussy was still soaked. Only two more weeks until you come and beg for your Master’s touch. 9pm, on the 21st.

His chat window went gray, indicating that he wasn’t online anymore. I was left, dry-mouthed and heaving. He had betrayed me!

But I still wanted him. I wanted him to show me what he meant by everything. My body wanted so much more…

I leaned back and closed my eyes. In two weeks, I would have all my answers. In two weeks, I would stand before Mr. Darkwell and call him Master.

In two weeks, I would lose my virginity.
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At the expected time, on the expected date, I knocked on his door.

He’d sent me the dress and the heels, and told me I should wear them – and nothing else. It was black, and tight, and strapless. It ended just below my ass cheeks, and began right above my nipples. My C-cup breasts bounced with each step I took in the mile-high stripper heels. The cold air whipped around me, arousing my body into heightened sensitivity. I shivered on the stoop, feeling exposed, waiting

When he answered the door, any doubts I had were immediately washed away. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of loose, low-slung black pants. His dark eyes studied me. Wordlessly, he stepped to the side.

He hadn’t done much with the house since I sold it, but what he had done was nice. Elegant.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have much time to admire he. He stopped me from walking any further, putting one hand on my chest. His touch ignited me all over.

“I need you to understand,” he said. “Once I let you in, only one thing can get you out. If you say the word ‘yellow’, I’ll stop everything, let you leave and you’ll never see or hear from me again. Otherwise, I own you. You have no rights anymore. You are mine. Understand?”

“Yes,” I breathed, already unable to stand the idea of losing him. As though I even had him…I had no idea what I was doing. What was happening. I just knew that doing what he said was easy. It felt right. I needed to do it.

“Yes, what?” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” I said, finding the word easily, letting it slip from my tongue.

“Good,” he said. “Come.”

He led me through the familiar halls to the door leading to the basement.

“Off,” he said, turning around and snapping his fingers. The gesture made me jump, but I didn’t understand it. And looking into those deep dark eyes didn’t help. It just made me feel stupider than usual. In kind of a good way. Like I didn’t need to think. What was the point of thinking, when Master was willing to think  for you?

“The dress,” he said, impatient. I drew a breath, hesitating. He saw it and grabbed my chin, dragging me towards him with a yelp. “What did I say before you crossed that threshold? The dress, now.”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped as he let go. Reaching behind me, I closed my eyes and unzipped. The dress fell to my feet in a puddle of fabric, leaving me completely bare.

“At least I know you can follow some instructions,” Master said, reaching for my bare breasts, lightly slapping the side of one before beckoning me to follow him down the stairs.

The basement looked very different than the last time I’d been down there. Lit dimly with lamps that seemed to flicker like candles, it had the aura of dungeon and fireside at the same time – a disconcerting affect.

No more disconcerting than the contraption that hung from the ceiling, or the various tables and the toys and tools that lay upon them. Vibrators, whips, and things I couldn’t begin to recognize. I followed Master to the center of the room, underneath the dangling hook. I was naked except for my heels, and I felt more vulnerable than I ever had in my entire life. No one had seen me naked before, and now Master turned to examine me.

His eyes raked over my body, he walked in a slow circle around me, his body heat enough to make me shiver. I desperately hoped he was happy with what he saw. He paused when he was directly behind me and grabbed my ass. I gasped at his touch, the thrill it sent up my spine. Spanking me lightly, he continued his slow circle around me. Finally, seeming satisfied, he came to stand before me.

“Before we begin,” he said. “I want to make sure you understand. In this room, you don’t matter. Nothing you think or do or say matters. With the exception of your safe word, your pleas and your begging will mean nothing. No matter how you beg me to stop, no matter how you whimper and moan, I will do whatever I want to your body. I am your Master. I own you. I am going to take your virginity, and leave you torn and worthless. Now, repeat what I just said. In your own words.”

I drew another breath.

“I am nothing. I am an object for you to use. You are my Master. You own me. You are going to take my virginity, and I will be worthless and used. Nothing I say or think or do matters. Unless I use my safe word, you have full license to do whatever you want to my body.”

“Good enough,” he said, smirking, showing a glimmer of sharp, white teeth. My knees quaked. I was really doing this. But as I looked into his eyes, I knew there should be no doubt of surprise. Of course I was doing this. He was Master. I lived to obey him. I wanted only to be obedient…

Why did his eyes do that to me? Why did he have that effect on me? The longer I looked at him, the more I felt my mind slipping away. In its place was just a blank slate, a lust-driven slut with no desires of her own, only the primal desire to please her Master.

Master walked to one of the tables and selected an object from the array. I watched on in curiosity. Slowly, he returned to me, holding a pair of intimidating handcuffs. My naked body trembled, my nipples hard.

He came to me, grabbing my arms and pulling them behind my body. I let him pose me as he wanted, entranced by his black eyes, the way he never took his gaze off me. As he worked to bind my wrists together, he took the chance to suck my nipples in turn, making me moan and gasp, my pussy dripping. When he finally had my wrists cuffed behind my back, he pulled away, only to move in a circle once more. This time, when he paused behind me, he came close enough for me to feel his breath in my ear.

“You make a lovely little toy,” he said, squeezing my ass in both hands. “I’m going to enjoy breaking you down. You’ll crawl back to me, again and again, until I’m done with you. And by then, you’ll be so broken I’ll be able to dump you on the side of the road, and you’ll suck and fuck anyone who happens to come by, just hoping you’ll find someone like me.”

I squealed as he pulled away and grabbed my wrists again. This time, he forced them over my head.

“Don’t move,” he hissed. My hands over my head, he had ample room to knead and massage my tits from behind. His lips curled around my ear as he did, tongue lapping at my flesh, making me quiver in bliss. He pinched my nipples, holding my breasts like he owned them.

He did.

He owned every inch of me.

I could feel his hardness against my ass, and couldn’t stop my hips from grinding backwards against him. He ripped himself away, leaving me cold and whimpering.

“I told you not to move,” he said; I watched him go back to the table, picking up something new. Something long and black and leather. “You didn’t listen. That’s not very good. You need to be punished.”

I bit my tongue against a wince as he came back in front of me. My arms were beginning to ache and shake from holding them above my head. Just above them hung the hook. When Master stepped forward, affixing the hook to the handcuffs, I felt the slightest bit of relief; it supported me a little bit, taking away some of the tension on my muscles. But I knew the worst was yet to come.

“I’m going to teach you how to enjoy your punishments,” he promised, once more taking advantage of his closeness to run his fingers along my body. Every touch stoked the fires of my pleasure, higher and higher until I was dizzy with it. And each time he withdrew, it hurt me. More than the sudden burst of pain when he slapped me.

“There are two types of punishment,” he said, circling me. “Denial. And pain.”

There was no mystery as two which type I would experience first. The object he selected from the table was a leather riding crop, and now he laid it across my ass. Just lay it there, letting me feel its stiffness. He pulled it away. When it met my skin again, it was with a slap that echoed through the room. The pain came as a surprise to my body, if not to my mind, and I screamed out, unable to stop myself.

“Good,” he said, slapping me again. “Scream for me. I like it. I like hearing a disobedient slut taking her punishment.”

He slapped me again and again, until my ass felt numb and tingling. Until I was straining to see straight. Until I was dripping down my thighs, so aroused by his control over my body that the pain drove me to new heights of pleasure.

My ass itched and burned, a sensation that could only be satisfied by another slap. And another. And another. I cried out again and again, until my voice was lost, reduced to whimpers. When the spanking finally ended, the leather crop suddenly slid between my legs, and Master pressed his body against mine. One hand guided the crop up against my dripping cunt while the other molested my breasts, squeezing them hard, pinching my nipples.

“Fuck yourself,” he demanded, and I obeyed, letting my hips thrust against the crop he held firmly between my legs. My clit stroked against the hard leather, and I trembled, crying out in pleasure now. “Who owns you?”

“You, Master,” I whimpered, desperate to relieve the tension and pain in my slit. I ground myself against the crop faster and harder, each thrust driving me closer to climax. “You do. You own me.”

“Then cum for me,” he barked, and pulled the crop down, away from my needy cunt. I groaned in desperation, but then he flicked the crop upwards, against my swollen clit. My knees gave out as pleasure rushed up my spine. I came in a flooding mess, shivering and swinging from the hook, unable to support my weight as I came.

“You’re going to be a little cock-worshipping cum addict,” Master spoke through my orgasm. “You’re going to learn to love the taste of cum. You’re going to beg for it. You’ll lick it off the floor.”

He was circling me again, my spasms slowing, my hair matted to my forehead in the sweat of my orgasm.

“Worthless,” he said, now using the crop on  my breasts, flicking it over my hard, red nipples. The abuse made me jerk and pant, my body overwhelmed by the dueling sensations of pain and pleasure. “Cock slave.”

“Yes,” I panted. “Yes, Master.”

He stopped torturing my nipples, studying me. I met his eyes, my own mind empty, my only instinct to obey. To please. Slowly, he lay the crop on the floor, then grabbed his belt and undid it. My eyes lowered to his crotch, my mouth open and drooling already as he unleashed his cock. He held it in his hand, stroking it gently, watching me hang from his ceiling, completely debased and vulnerable. A virgin, his for the taking.

He smiled.

He stepped forward, thrusting one hand between my legs and finding my sloppy wet cunt. His thumb rubbed over my clit while his fingers probed my pussy, seeking the barrier that proved my innocence. When he found it, he smiled wider, eyes once more swallowing mine.

“Perfect,” he said, removing his fingers and forcing them into my open, panting mouth. I sucked them dry, tasting my own arousal. “I’m going to fuck you raw, slut. Your first time won’t be sweet and loving. I’m going to make you cry. I’m going to fill that desperate little cunt of yours with my cum.”

He grabbed my hair, pulling my face up, head rolling back against my neck. He was so tall that he could still look down on me, even when I was almost on my tip-toes, suspended on the hook. He spit into my open mouth.

“Beg me,” he growled. “Beg me to take your virginity.”

“Please,” I moaned, body on fire, pussy throbbing. “I need you to fuck me, Master. I want to feel you inside me…”

He released my hair, but not my eyes.

“Is that the best you can do? Even your begging is pathetic.”

“No,” I groaned. “Please, Master. I…I want to be your toy. I want to be your cum slut. Please, do whatever you want to me. My body is yours. Rape me…take my virgin pussy…fuck my ass…anything, just let me serve you.”

“Better,” he chuckled.

He stepped back. Then around again. I felt his hands run down my sides, from the tip of my ribs to my hips. With a steady jerk, he yanked at my body, forcing my hips back at a painful angle. His cock slipped between my lips and I groaned, feeling it thrust against my swollen clit. For a few minutes, he tortured me like that, forcing me to drip across his shaft while he teased my cunt. When he finally pressed the head of his cock against my slit, his fingers were digging so hard into my hips that I knew they’d leave marks.

I wanted them to. I wanted my whole body to be marked by him. I wanted the whole world to know he owned me.

“Fuck,” he hissed, forcing his huge cock into my tight, virgin pussy. I grit my teeth against the pain, tears swelling in my eyes. He met the barrier with the head of his cock, and his grip stiffened. I heard that low chuckle once more. He pulled out slightly. And then rammed forward.

“Oh!” I screamed as he broke through my hymen, tearing my pussy apart, forcing himself inside me. My tight center ached and trembled to fit him, this first thrust violent and dizzyingly painful. I panted, trying to make sense of the feelings coursing through my body. But he was relentless, and no sooner did he bury himself to the hilt in my ravaged, bleeding pussy than he pulled out, slamming in again. He fucked me hard, not caring that this was my first time. Determined to break me. Own me. I cried with each ramming thrust, tears spilling down my cheeks.

“How does it feel, slave?” he grunted. “To be fucked hard by your Master, for the first time?”

I couldn’t answer. It was too much. He rammed into me again and again. Slowly, my body’s response began to change. My pussy still ached and screamed with pain, but now a new hunger gnawed in my gut. The more he drove himself against my womb, the more I wanted it. He plunged himself into my deepest centers, and still I wanted him to go deeper. My cries became whimpers, then cries of pleasure.

“That’s right,” he said. “It feels good to be owned. It feels good to have Master’s cock raping your tight little slit. Tell me.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips doing what they could to thrust against him. “Yes, Master. Please…oh, please…”

“You want to cum, slut?” he growled.

“Yes, Master, please,” I cried out as he thrust into me and pulsed, swiveling his hips against my womb, making room for himself. I felt one hand move from my hip, diving down to my clit. He pinched it.

“Then do it,” he ordered. “Cum for your Master.”

He pinched me again, thrusting deeper, and I came. My tits shook and bounced as my body gave in to the depraved pleasure. I’d given my first time to a man who wanted to hurt me, to take me by force. I was broken and controlled by Master. I was owned. And I loved it. He held himself inside me, feeling every spasm, then adding his own jerking climax to the sensation. His cum, warm and thick, splashed against my pussy walls.

“Take it,” he demanded, growling in my ear, holding me close as he filled my womb with his seed. “Take it and thank me for letting you have it.”

“Th-thank you,” I moaned. “Thank you, sir. I love you, Master.”

I wasn’t sure where that came from, but it felt right. I did love Master. I knew he didn’t love me, but I loved him. I wanted to serve him, pleasure him, give him whatever he wanted. I would eat his cum, I would bear his children, I would be his footstool. Whatever he wanted. I was his.

“I know you do,” he said, jerking his cock out of me. His hands rose, unleashing the hook. My body crumpled, the surprise of having to support myself on limbs that felt like jelly leaving my muscles worthless. He didn’t try to catch me, but watched me fall to my knees, then to my hands. I panted. I could feel his cum sliding down my thighs.

“Now, you can wear this,” I heard him say from above me. I watched his feet crossing the floor. He returned, and I managed the strength to look up at him. He held a collar, and a leash in his other hand. He knelt down, affixing both to my neck. He looked me in the eye.

“Normally, you’d be sleeping down here, where a bitch belongs,” he explained. “But I’m not entirely heartless. Because this was your first time, I’ll allow you to sleep at my feet. Come.”

He rose, yanking on the leash. I still didn’t dare to test my legs, so I crawled behind him, letting him lead me like a dog. Up the stairs, and into a sparse but expensively-decorated bedroom. He patted the foot of the bed, and I heaved myself up onto it. He started to speak again, but I was already half asleep. All I heard was something about the next day, and training my mouth.
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I awoke in a shadow.

“Get up, you lazy slut.”

Master stood over me, holding my leash. I was cramped, confused. Aching. Where was I? Who was I? I looked up into his eyes. For a second, a voice in my head screamed in terror and pain. But it was quickly silenced.

I’m Master’s toy, I thought. That’s who I am. That’s what I am.

“Come,” he ordered, pulling on the leash that was still attached to my collar. I clambered off the bed, my whole body on fire with pain. When I stood beside him, he rolled his eyes.

“Do you honestly think you deserve to walk behind me like that?”

Of course not. I was so stupid. I quickly dropped to my hands and knees, looking up at him for forgiveness. He snarled, but seemed to accept it. He led me through the house and down the stairs, back to the basement. I loved the basement. I loved him.

“Now, we’ll beginning training your other holes,” he explained, affixing my leash to a hook in the wall. “As well as teaching you how a slut eats and behaves. On your knees. Mouth open. Now.”

Immediately, I took a kneeling position, right where my mouth could line up with his cock. I spread my lips wide, presenting him with my tongue. Showing how eager I was to serve him. He grabbed my hair, unzipping himself at the same time.

“You’ll suck me until I cum,” he said. “And lick every drop off the floor. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. That was all I managed to say before he had his hard cock in my mouth, sliding it past my lips and into my throat. He was thicker and longer than anyone I’d ever had before, and my eyes immediately began to water as he triggered my gag reflex. But I did my best to relax every muscle. My tongue slid along his shaft, I tried to lick and tease his flesh as he fucked my mouth.

He looked down at me the whole time, watching me take every inch of him into my throat. He held my head in place, burying my nose into his pubic hair, his balls slapping against my chin. My spit flowed down my chin, over his balls and onto my tits. When he jerked himself out of my mouth, I took in some much-needed oxygen before he was shoving me against his flesh again. This time, he forced my mouth against his balls.

“Worship them,” he barked, and so I did. As his wet, throbbing cock slid against my nose and face, I licked and sucked his balls, lathing them with my tongue, grateful for his warmth and taste. That Master let me serve him was a source of such joy as I’d never known before. I couldn’t wait to taste his cum on my tongue, fill my belly with it.

He stroked himself as I savored and sucked his balls, watching me work, the adoring look in my eyes. His mouth was set in a grimace, and he stroked himself faster.

“Alright,” he growled, voice low and gravelly. “That’s a good girl. Good little slut.”

I was so proud, I reached my tongue lower, covering every inch of his flesh with my warm mouth. I heard him groan, then he ripped my head away, my face turned up as he jerked my head back on my neck. Looking out of the bottom of my eyes, I watched him jerk downwards, cumming on the cement floor.

Burst after burst of milky white seed fell to the floor, until he was spent. Only then did he release my hair. I remembered what he said, and dived down, on my hands and knees, tongue out to lick his cum from the cold, dirty floor. It was warm and salty and sticky as I lapped it into my throat. He knelt down, grabbing my head again, pushing my face into the floor while I licked every drop. When the floor was clean – of his cum, at least – he relented, allowing me to come up to my knees again.

“Good,” he said. “There’s water and a rag over there. Wash yourself up. I’ll be back later.”

I whimpered. He was leaving? I didn’t want him to leave…cum and spit and dirt covered my face, but I wanted him to stay with me. He ignored my muted pleas and walked to the stairs, not even turning to look at me before he ascended them, leaving me alone in the basement.

I crawled to the water and rag and did as he said, wiping my face clean – and my pussy too, for good measure. The water was freezing cold, the rag stiff. Once I was done, I had nothing left to do but wait. So that’s what I did. On my knees, I held myself up, wanting to look good when he returned.
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I don’t know how long I waited. An hour, two hours, a day. Eventually, a light appeared at the top of the staircase. I felt like a dog when her owner comes home. But to my surprise – and fear – it soon became evident that Master was not alone.

He came to the foot of the stairs. Right behind him stood a large, handsome black man. He looked like a linebacker. He studied me with a gleeful smile, while Master had his usual inscrutable look.

“So, there she is, Ronnie,” he said. The black man came around behind Master, crossing the room towards me. I shrank back in fear. I was naked! And he saw every inch of me! My shame colored my cheeks bright red, and I looked to Master with pleading in my eyes.

“Now, slave, I told you we’d be training you today,” he said. “One of the important things you must learn is that you do whatever Master says. That includes having sex with other men. You are, after all, my property, and I can choose to share you if I like. Now, I owe Ronnie here a favor, and he has a penchant for young white women with virgin assholes.”

Ronnie was circling me like a predator while Master stood in front with his hands clasped behind my back. I was too afraid to turn around, so I just kept my eyes on Master. He gave me a smirk.

“If I were you, I’d just hold still and try to relax.”

Suddenly, with a force that bowled me over – literally – Ronnie had me on the floor, my ass in the air. My cheek hit cold concrete, my hands useless at my sides, his meaty hand pressing down on the top of my back, while his other hand jerked my hips upward. I looked up at Master, whimpering.

“Keep looking at me like that,” Master said. “I enjoy it.”

Ronnie grunted as he spread my ass cheeks wide.

“Nice and tight,” he said. I heard him spit, then felt the wetness against my asshole. My pure, untouched asshole. I couldn’t squirm enough to look behind me, but I could hear him unzipping his pants. My only hope at getting through this was to keep looking at Master. So that’s just what I did. My eyes watered as I felt a finger, then another, pressing against my rosebud. I was tense, and my muscles clenched as Ronnie pushed them inside me.

“Jesus, gotta loosen the fuck up, girl,” he growled. “You’re gonna cut off the circulation to my dick if you’re that damn tight.”

As if it might relax me, he spanked my ass cheek, hard. I mewled into the dirt floor and focused on trying to relax. I looked into Master’s eyes. His deep, dark eyes. Amazingly, it was enough. My body went limp. I was lost in those dark eyes, all my resistance washed away.

“That’s better,” Ronnie said, and then I could feel his fingers withdraw. Scraping and shuffling behind me, and then I felt something much larger than fingers pressing against my ass. I kept my eyes on Master. He smirked again, and undid his belt. Soon, he had his cock in his hands, and was stroking himself. My mouth and my pussy both watered at the sight.

“Even better,” Ronnie said from behind, still just pressing the tip of his cock against me. His big hands moved to my pussy and he plunged his fingers inside. I gasped and moaned at the pleasure, my eyes rolling back in my head. He smeared my arousal across my rosebud, then repositioned himself. Slowly, I felt his hips sink. His cock spread my virgin asshole wide, pain screaming up my spine.

Tears dripped down my cheeks, but as long as I was looking at Master, I was alright. He stroked himself steadily, watching me take my first ass fucking. Ronnie was huge, and it felt like it took forever for him to slide his girthy cock all the way into my ass. When I felt his balls slap against my pussy, I wondered how deep he was. It felt like he was almost in my stomach.

And as he began to fuck me, steadily, my eyes whited out with each thrust. The pain was immense. Each stroke was faster. Each thrust was harder. He grunted, hands tight on my asscheeks, sometimes spanking me. His balls slapped against my pussy.

“Shit, girl,” he barked. “You might as well enjoy it.”

With that, he forced me down to the ground , lying on top of me. I kept staring at Master, who jerked his cock faster now, watching his friend rape my ass. With my legs spread wide and my pussy grinding against the floor, I felt a terrible pressure against my clit. Ronnie’s thrusts increased in intensity, and each stroke forced my clit to grind against the cold dirt floor. My tits scraped on the cement.

Master stepped forward, spitting down on the ground in front of me. I knew without being told to reach my tongue out and lick it. Knowing I was as close to kissing Master as I was going to get made me moan in pleasure. Even Ronnie’s jackhammering cock began to feel pleasurable. Master was enjoying this, which filled me with happiness.

I thrust my hips back up against the huge black man; he grabbed my wrists and held them down, taking full advantage of my vulnerability, holding me down. Even so,  my clit throbbed as it pressed against the floor, and I was watching Master stroke himself furiously.

“Oh,” I moaned, feeling a wave in my stomach. I closed my eyes, head lifted, pleasure bursting in my stomach. My pussy spilled onto the floor, my clit buzzed and throbbed, and my ass clenched around Ronnie’s meaty cock. He roared, my climax taking him by surprise.

I felt a violent burst of cum filling my ass, the sensation uncomfortable but warm. He came and came, feeling like an ocean released inside me. My own climax was still rolling through me, and I rubbed my pussy against the floor, desperate to prolong it. I wasn’t looking at Master, so I didn’t notice when he knelt down in front of me. I only felt his hand grabbing my hair.

Ronnie released one last stream of seed into my no-longer-virgin asshole and groaned, pulling away. At the same time, Master pulled me up onto his cock, my lips swallowing him as he came, filling my throat with his hot, delicious seed. My eyes rolled back as I feasted on it, savoring the way it dripped down my gullet and filled my stomach. My ass leaked cum, my stomach filling with it. A puddle of my own juices pooled under my hips. Opening my eyes, lips still locked around the base of Master’s cock, I met his eyes and moaned.

“Dirty ass bitch,” I heard Ronnie say from behind me. His hands dipped between my legs, and he rubbed the cum that leaked from my asshole into my pussy. Master pulled away, cock going limp. I went limp, too. I needed a moment, and was thankful that Master showed Ronnie to the door before returning to my side.

“Thank you, Master,” I said weakly when he returned and knelt before me, dark eyes impassive. “I love you, Master.”

“Are you on birth control?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t. I hadn’t even thought about it. I hadn’t thought about much of anything. Looking into Master’s eyes made it so hard to think…

“Good,” he said. “Because I think I’ll keep you for breeding. You look suited for it. Now, I have a lot more training planned for you this weekend. And I have another slave coming over to show you a thing or two. I guess you’ve never licked a pussy, have you?”

“No, Master,” I admitted, a sick lust in my stomach at the thought.

“Well, you’ll learn quickly,” he said. “How to please anyone – man or woman. That’s your purpose now, understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned.

“Good girl,” he said, and gave me a half-hearted pat on the head. He rose to his feet. “Now, clean yourself up again. And clean the floor. You came all over it. Impressive, I have to admit. You’re a natural-born slut.”

And then he was gone again, and I was alone. With nothing to do but obey.

The word still made me shudder in pleasure, so I thought it again. And again. And again. As I cleaned myself up and cleaned up the floor, I repeated the word. I repeated it as I sat, on my knees, facing the stairs, waiting for his return. My new favorite word.

Obey. Obey. Obey.


Nuns Turned Nympho

As soon as I turned 18, I entered the convent.

It only made sense. After all, I was raised by the church, in an orphanage. I never had much exposure to the outside world, and I enjoyed my life that way. I wanted to serve God, and help provide for others, the way I had been provided for.

Besides that, the convent was run by the same men I knew from the orphanage. Fathers Lawrence, William, Thomas, and Samuel. They were very kind, very holy men. They were the best men I ever knew, really. I loved them as fathers, not just as…well…Fathers. So by joining the convent and taking up the habit, I was allowed to remain in their presence.

About a year into my training, I began to experience some very troubling dreams. They were vague, but they were sexual in nature. I would wake up with dampness between my legs. This had never happened to me before. I was a virgin, of course. I had never even experimented with a man. I was under the impression that sex was a distraction, worthless and sinful.

So it was very distressing for me, to have sexual dreams and wake up with these urges. I confided in my best friend, Sister Lisa, and she advised me to tell Father Lawrence. He had helped her with a similar issue. I was terribly embarrassed to come to Father Lawrence with my problem, but Sister Lisa insisted that he had the solution.

I knew when Father Lawrence conducted confession, and I waited for that time to speak with him. The partition did little to hide my identity, as he knew my voice well. But it was more anonymous than talking to him in his office.

“Father, I have a shameful confession today,” I said after the usual mantra.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Lawrence said. His voice already felt soothing to me, and I relaxed a little bit.

“Well, I have recently begun to have…dreams. Of an unholy nature.”

“We cannot control what happens in our dreams, my child,” he said. “What makes them unholy?”

“Well, they are…” I dropped my voice to a whisper, glad he couldn’t see the bright red on my cheeks. “…sexual.”

“Hmm,” Father Lawrence said. “Go on.”

“Well, I don’t remember them well, but I do know that they are about men, entering me. I have never engaged in sexual activity, Father. But when I wake up from these dreams, I am…wet. Between my legs. And I have urges. Carnal…urges.”

“Aha,” Father Lawrence said, knowingly. “I see, my child. You need not worry.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling hopeful. “Because it feels wrong.”

“Not at all,” Father Lawrence said. “In fact, it’s completely natural. All humans have such urges. Even priests. When a woman like you, young and beautiful, enters our lives, we have urges much like the ones you describe.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a little weird about what he just said. “I see.”

“Sister Megan,” he said, daring to use my name. “Have you ever heard of the Panama Scrolls?”

“No,” I said curiously. “What are they?”

“They are an ancient, secret, forgotten scripture. They define certain things that we in the church do not feel comfortable sharing with the public.”

I was intrigued.

“Among those things is the role of the holy, or sacred, vessel.”

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering what all of this had to do with my dreams.

“It’s a way for men of the order, like myself, to be brought closer to God through sexual contact with a young woman of the order, such as yourself.”

What? That was very confusing. What did he mean?

“Sister Megan, I believe your dreams may be a sign,” Father Lawrence said. “That you are one of a rare but extremely important type of woman. You may just be a holy vessel. To be a holy vessel is the highest honor that can be bestowed upon a woman.”

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “But there is a very intense initiation process. I’m not sure you’re up for it.”

“I am!” I said. I was very devout, and had gone through long periods of fasting, meditation, all sorts of trials to test and deepen my faith. I was sure that I could endure this initiation process.

“If you would like to be anointed, be in the church this evening, just after dark. We will test your body and your faith. And if you pass, you will know that you are among the chosen.”

Wow! Me, “chosen”! All because I had some naughty dreams! God does work in mysterious ways.

“Thank you, Father Lawrence!” I said. “Thank you so much!”

“Of course, my child,” he said. “I’ll see you this evening.”

“Yes, Father, you will,” I chirped, leaving the confessional with a spring in my step and big hopes for the future.
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That night, as Father Lawrence directed me, I came into the church after sundown. I was met by some familiar faces, which automatically put me at ease. To be honest, I had been a bit nervous. What if I failed the initiation? What if I couldn’t be anointed? Maybe I wasn’t good enough to be a holy vessel.

But, I had to try.

I walked down the long center aisle. I saw Father Lawrence, Father William, Father Samuel and Father Thomas. As I got closer, I also saw Sister Lisa. I was a little confused by that. She wore a long robe instead of her habit. She was smiling very wide.

“Sister Megan,” Father Lawrence said. “We are very glad you had the courage to come tonight. Please, step forward.”

I did, stepping in front of the altar. The men gazed at me, strange looks in their eyes.

“Do you understand what I told you earlier, Sister Megan?” Father Lawrence asked.

“Um…kind of,” I said sheepishly. The priests smiled, making me feel more comfortable.

“We are here tonight to test your body, and see if you are worthy of being a sacred vessel,” Father Lawrence said.

“Sister Lisa here has gone through the test, and been chosen,” Father William said. They stood on either side of Sister Lisa, who gave me a bright grin. I returned it, feeling butterflies.

“A sacred vessel must be available at all times, all hours, to relieve a holy man,” Father Samuel explained.

“As priests, our seed connects us directly to God. And only when we release that seed into a holy vessel can we experience God in all his glory. It is of utmost importance that you understand what we are saying.”

I nodded, thinking that I understood.

But then Sister Lisa dropped her robe. She was naked! This wasn’t what I imagined at all. I don’t know what I imagined, but I suddenly felt very sick and unsure of everything the priests were saying.

I was utterly shocked. Sister Lisa was one of my best friends, and here she was, naked, smiling as the priests stared at her and reached for her nude body. As I watched, Father Lawrence cupped her breast, and she turned her head to kiss him. A long, deep tongue kiss. Meanwhile, Father William reached down and parted the lips of her pussy. She was even shaved down there! She turned her head, kissing Father William now as he played with her sex.

I didn’t want to admit it, but watching my fellow Sister being used as a plaything by the older men was very interesting to me. It gave me the kinds of feelings I tried so hard to ignore at night. I squirmed, blushing bright red.

“Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, eyes lidded as she let the priests play with her breasts and pussy. “I’m soooo glad you’ve turned this corner. Being a sacred vessel is the most beautiful thing that has ever happened to me. I’m overjoyed to share the experience with you.”

“Ummm….” I said, not sure what corner she was talking about. I certainly wasn’t going to let anyone touch me like that!

“Come,” Father Samuel said, taking my arm gently. I followed him, more out of shock than anything else. He led me to the altar, and before I knew it I was being lifted up, sitting on the altar.

“Wait,” I said quickly as Father Thomas came to my side and began to tug and pull on my habit. “What are you doing?”

“Trust us,” Father Samuel said, taking my chin between his fingers and pulling my gaze towards him. “We know what’s best for you, Sister. Don’t you trust your superiors?”

Well, of course I did! But this suddenly seemed so dirty and wrong. Sister Lisa was moaning, bending over so that Father William could thrust his fingers inside her pussy.

“You must trust in us,” Father Thomas insisted. “This is a test of your faith, Sister. God’s will is for women like you to be available to us, so that we can remain pure. Only a woman of the faith, like yourself, can provide us holy men with the immaculate release we need.”

“Well, why haven’t I ever heard of such a thing before?” I asked.

“It’s a secret,” Father Samuel explained. “We can’t have every woman running around, joining the church just so she can be a holy vessel. You’ve earned it through your piousness and modesty.”

All the while as they spoke to me, they stroked my body. Even through my habit, their strong hands felt good on me. And when I looked into their eyes, the eyes that I’d always trusted, I knew they wouldn’t lie to me. These men had practically raised me. It made sense that they wouldn’t want any harlot off the street to come in and wear the habit, just so she could make love to the priests.

“Well,” I said softly. “I guess…”

I didn’t struggle as they undressed me, but I did cover my body once I was naked. I had never been naked in front of a man before, never mind four of them and my best friend. Even as I watched, Sister Lisa was crying out in pleasure, her body shaking in ecstasy. Father William pulled his fingers from her sex and pushed them into her lips, and she sucked them clean with a happy moan.

“Don’t cover yourself,” Father Lawrence snapped from where he stood watching me. “God wants you to be on display for us. How else will we rouse the desire to fill you with our seed?”

“Sorry, Father,” I muttered, reluctantly pulling my arms away to reveal my large, heavy breasts. The church was cold, and my nipples were hard. Sister Lisa, recovering from her pleasure, gave Father William a long kiss before walking towards me. I couldn’t help but stare at her body, all tight and young. Arousal stirred inside me.

“Shall I make her comfortable?” Sister Lisa asked the priests, although she was only looking at me. I glanced up at Father Thomas. What did she mean? I soon found out.

“Yes, little Lisa,” Father Lawrence said with a grin. “I think we’d all like to see that.”

“Hold still, Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, stepping up between my legs. “I was worried my first time, too. But it really is beautiful to be a vessel. There is such pleasure in doing the Lord’s work.”

Each word she spoke, she drew a little closer to me, standing on her tiptoes before the altar. I was still very confused, but when she put her hands on my thighs, I gasped. She felt so warm. Her breasts brushed my chest as she leaned in…and kissed me!

I was so surprised that I didn’t even try to pull away. Her kiss was soft and gentle at first, but a second later I could feel her kiss me harder, swirling her tongue against my lips. I pulled back, but she grabbed my neck, forcing me against her. I felt her fingers travel up my bare thigh and between my lips. I was ashamed at the moisture between them, but it seemed to please Sister Lisa. She pulled away, batting her eyes.

“You’re nice and wet, Sister Megan,” she said. “You’re destined for this work.”

“Sister Lisa, what are you going to…”

My heart was pounding hard, my skin very flushed. Before I could finish my sentence, she bent over between my legs, stuck out her tongue, and started to lick my pussy! The second her warm, wet tongue made contact with my clit, I moaned in pleasure and bucked my hips. Sister Lisa massaged my thighs as she lapped at my pussy, sucking my clit between her lips.

Overwhelmed, confused, and overcome with sensation, I barely registered what was happening as Father Thomas and Father Samuel grabbed my breasts. Slowly, I felt myself pushed backwards, until I was lying out on the altar. The two priests towered over me, massaging and pinching my breasts as Sister Lisa drew her tongue over and around my clit, again and again. My desire rose with each lick, until I was clenching my thighs around her head and running my fingers through her hair, pulling her tighter against me.

“See?” Father Lawrence said, standing behind Sister Lisa. “This is what you’re meant for, Sister Megan. You’re already asking for more, even if you’re not using your words.”

“Mmmrrrm,” I groaned, unable to respond. Suddenly, I felt Sister Lisa pulling away, and I squealed desperately, feeling dirty and naughty and wrong but needing it all the same. But as soon as Sister Lisa stepped back, Father Lawrence took her place, kneeling between my legs.

His hands were rougher, larger, as he spread me wide and leaned in to suck at my clit. My hard nipples shot jolts of pleasure to my pussy each time the priests pinched them. I was vaguely aware, out of the corner of my eye, of Sister Lisa straddling Father William on a pew, her voice filling the chamber as she cried out in pleasure.

Father Lawrence licked me harder and faster than Sister Lisa, driving me into a frenzy with his pace. I felt something long and stiff, but thin, press against my virgin slit. Shock and fear pulsed through me. I wasn’t ready to give up my virginity, even if it was the right thing to do. Even if the priests demanded it. I knew that I couldn’t fight God’s will, but I was still afraid of what might happen to me once my innocence was lost.

Even so, when Father Lawrence slipped his finger inside me, I felt a warmth like I’d never known. A deep pressure ballooned in my stomach, and as he pulled my swollen clit into his mouth and curled his finger, I felt that pressure explode. I cried out as pleasure swept through me in waves, my body jerking as the three priests touched and teased me into a blind, forceful orgasm. My first.

But I immediately wanted more.

Even as Father Lawrence straightened up, rising between my legs, I knew I wanted more. Father Thomas and Father Samuel removed their hands from my breasts, and my body protested violently.

“Please,” I moaned, watching Father Lawrence move his cloak. “I need more…”

“Don’t worry, little one,” Father Samuel said, smiling down on me. “There will be plenty more. You’re our holy slut. You’ll be at our beck and call, whenever we need release.”

I panted, my chest heaving. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Father Lawrence, even when Sister Lisa’s cries of pleasure grew piercing. Father Lawrence was undressing, revealing himself to me. Of course, I knew what a cock was, and what it looked like. But Father Lawrence was intimidating; thick as my arm, and long as a cucumber. As much as my body craved another release, fear nipped at my nerves. I found my eyes watering as I looked up at him.

“Will it hurt?” I asked, whispering.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “It will. But pain is a part of the initiation. God wants you to be in pain before you can experience pleasure.”

Gulping, I nodded. A tear spilled down my cheek. Deep down, I knew this was all wrong. It didn’t feel holy. It felt dirty and lustful. But as Father Samuel came to stand at my head, reaching for my breasts again, I could only groan and throw my head back in pleasure. My head hung off the side of the altar. To my confusion, Father Samuel fiddled with his pants until he, too, was exposed. He seemed smaller than Father Lawrence, whose hands kneaded my thighs.

“If you suck this, little one, you might find yourself adequately distracted,” he said, and his lewd grin wasn’t lost on me. But I had little choice as he thrust forward, past my lips, moving against my tongue. He tasted musky and salty, a drip of something warm moving down my throat as he slid between my lips. Between my legs, I could feel Father Lawrence pressing his cock against my slit. It hurt, spreading me wide. I tensed, preparing myself for the pain. I tried, as Father Samuel said, to focus on the sensation of his cock in my mouth.

“Suck it, Sister Megan,” Father Samuel ordered. “You must learn to please us with your whole body.”

I was crying hard now as Father Lawrence eased his way into my untouched slit. Still, I tried to obey Father Samuel’s command, sucking his cock into my throat even as he jerked his hips against my mouth. His scrotum dragged against my nose, his cock driving deeper and deeper into my throat with each stroke. He still fondled my breasts, and I could feel my pussy dripping even as fear made my stomach clench and my eyes water.

“This is it,” Father Lawrence said, his cock nestled against my barrier. “Prepare yourself.”

I tried, but there was no way to prepare myself for the pain of Father Lawrence ripping into my virginity and tearing it apart. Father Samuel’s cock slid from my mouth and I screamed, the pain greater than I ever expected. Father Lawrence grunted as he drove his cock all the way to my womb, burying himself to the hilt. I felt his thumb rub my clit, and I felt pleasure, but it was overwhelmed by the pain of his entrance.

“The pain is God’s will,” Father Lawrence reminded me. “Hold still, or you will be punished.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks liberally, but I nodded, lying my head back. Immediately, Father Samuel was in my mouth again, using my throat as Father Lawrence used my pussy. I felt myself pinned between them. And the more they used me, the more natural it felt. I even began to enjoy it. Father Lawrence rubbed my clit steadily as he stroked his massive cock in and out of me. That same pressure began to build in my stomach.

“Oh, yes,” Father Samuel groaned, squeezing my breasts hard as his hips jerked and his cock swelled. He stabbed it deep into my throat, and I gave a muffled cry of surprise as I felt some warm and salty pumping into my mouth. Thick ropes of cum slid down my throat, making me gag.

He tasted sinful, but as I swallowed, filling my belly with his seed, I felt Father Lawrence drive himself against my womb one last time. The sense of being filled by the two priests at the same time drove me over the edge, and my climax hit suddenly, rolling over me, my pussy clenching to milk Father Lawrence’s spewing cock. His sperm filled my virgin womb, splashing against my walls, violating my very core.

“Yes, yes, Father, please,” I cried as soon as Father Samuel pulled himself out of my mouth. My thighs were clenched, calves pulling Father Lawrence deeper inside me. He ripped himself away, spreading my thighs wide again.

“Thank me for your pleasure,” he ordered. “It is only because I have made you so holy that you can enjoy this.”

“Thank you,” I panted. “Thank you, Father Lawrence…”

“She’s all yours, Father Thomas,” Father Lawrence said, stepping back. I leaned up on my elbows. Sister Lisa was laid out on the pew, Father William’s face buried between her legs. She moaned and bucked, grabbing her breasts and playing with her nipples. The sight had my heart pounding, but before I knew it Father Thomas had stepped between my legs, distracting me.

“Sister Lisa is making sure that we are properly aroused to fuck you, even once we have used you once,” he explained. I glanced over, watching Father Lawrence stand at Sister Lisa’s side. She took his limp cock in her mouth, muffled moans escaping her throat as she began to suck him, fondling his balls with her hand.

“Are you going to fuck me now, too, Father Thomas?”

“Yes, of course,” he said. “But I’ll need you on your stomach for the way I mean to use you.”

“What?” I asked. But my question was only answered by an action, as Father Samuel aided Father Thomas in flipping me over onto my back. Bent over the altar, I felt Father Thomas’ hard cock pressed between my cheeks. He unzippered himself, so that his flesh slid against my flesh. I moaned, pressing back against him instinctively.

“We need to make sure every part of you is anointed tonight,” Father Thomas said. I felt his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Confused, I tried to look over my shoulder, but Father Samuel held my head down.

“Better not to look,” he said with a chuckle. “Keep sucking me, so that I’m ready to penetrate you next.”

His cock was limp, but he guided it between my lips. Behind me, I felt something moist against my rosebud. I had no idea what was going on, until I felt something big press against my hole. Clenching, I reared back in surprised protest. Surely, this wasn’t God’s will!

“Be still,” Father Thomas barked, no longer sounding like the fatherly man I loved so much. “Stop struggling. This is who you are meant to be, and what you are meant to do. Obey us.”

As he spoke, he eased his cock into my asshole, my tears flowing again. I lapped and licked at Father Samuel’s cock, having little other choice, my head firmly held between his hands. Father Thomas groaned as he eased himself all the way into my tender rosebud. The pain was intense, but the longer he held himself inside me, the more it seemed to feel like pleasure.

I was sure I was just confused, but as he began to thrust into me, I felt my hips moving upward to meet each stroke. He reached underneath me, finding my clit as he steadily pumped into my ass. Father Samuel’s cock was beginning to twitch to life again in my mouth, and I groaned around it, feeling my saliva drip down my chin.

Suddenly, Father Thomas grabbed my hips and yanked, pulling me against his cock with a groan. He ravaged me then, his cock drilling into my ass like a stallion. Using me like an animal, he growled down at me, possessive and violent. When he came, filling me with his seed, he slapped my ass and grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck. I looked up at Father Samuel, pleading with my eyes for him to stop this. But he just smiled and patted my cheek as Father Thomas came hard enough to send his cum up against my guts.

He pulled out, slapping my ass again. Father Samuel stepped to the side, and someone else moved between my weak, shaking legs. Father Thomas grabbed my hair again and shoved his cock into my mouth.

“Clean me, Sister Megan,” he said. “You must care for our every need.”

Disgusted but obedient, I licked his cock clean.

“You’re doing so well so far,” I heard Father William speaking to me as he stood between my legs. “I hope you’re enjoying your anointment.”

I could only gurgle in response, my mouth full of Father Thomas’ cock. Father William slipped inside my pussy, his cock even bigger than Father Lawrence. I was so surprised that I spat Father William’s cock out and screamed. Father William’s fingers dug into my flesh as he spread me wide and laid into me recklessly. His strokes were long and hard.

“You are learning to love this, aren’t you?” Father Thomas said, pulling my face up by my chin once more. “Say it. Scream it, Sister Megan. Admit that you’re embracing your purpose. You are our vessel, to take our seed however we demand it.”

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling another climax build inside me. “Yes, Father. I’m a vessel…”

“What is it you want, Sister Megan?” Father William asked behind me, bucking inside me, pressing his cock to my womb and teasing me into prolonged pleasure.

“Please…I want…” I didn’t know how to say it without using vulgarity.

“You can say the word,” Father William laughed. “I want you to. Say it.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned, crying at how low I’d fallen even as the dirty word drove me higher than ever. “Fuck me, please, Father, I want you to fuck me! I need your cum!”

My words inspired him, and he rammed inside me harder than ever, shaking me to my core as he unleashed his seed into my womb.

“Thank you, oh, thank you, Father, I’m…I’m cummming…” Filling me pump by pump, he rode me into a climax that milked him dry.

He pulled out with a  wet plop, trailing cum down my thigh as he did. I moaned, sore all over from losing my virginity and from the multiple orgasms. I leaned up on my elbows. I thought that it was over, since I’d made all the priests cum once. But Father Samuel stepped between my legs, ripping my thighs open again.

“You didn’t think I was going to be satisfied with your mouth alone, did you?” He smiled, lining his cock up with my dripping pussy. He grabbed my shins and pushed my knees up against my chest. Groaning, he pushed into my slit, stretching me for the third time that night. I threw my head back, crying out as my sore body took even more abuse.

“Oh, Father Samuel,” I moaned. “Please…don’t go fast…”

I uttered a sharp cry as Father William grabbed my hair, pulled my head back, and slapped me across the face.

“You are never to tell one of us how we should use you,” he said, spitting down into my open mouth. “You are God’s property, and that makes you our property. Accept your new lot in life with a smile. You must only beg us for more, never less. Understand?”

Sobbing, I nodded, feeling Father Samuel thrust into me, hard and fast, as though he was punishing me.

“Oooh,” I heard Sister Lisa’s voice nearby and looked for her, wanting to find some relief in my friend. I soon learned to be careful what I wished for. “Can I join?”

“Of course, little Sister,” Father Lawrence said. “You can teach your fellow Sister a little something about bending to God’s will.”

Sister Lisa giggled; I looked up and saw her healthy breasts hovering above me, her blue eyes sparkling. Then she gave a playful squeal, and I found myself underneath her. She was on all fours, her head between my legs. Father Samuel stopped pumping for a moment, during which Sister Lisa lowered herself onto my shocked face and began to lick my pussy again.

I cried out at the pleasure of her soft tongue lapping at my tender sex, and heard her moan in pleasure when my tongue met her clit. I sensed what I was supposed to do, and licked at her slit, tasting the cum that the priests had left inside her. Her juices flowed down my throat, somewhat intoxicating. Her tongue, meanwhile, soothed the pain of Father Lawrence pummeling my slit; her tongue stroked from my clit downward, lapping at his cock each time he pulled it out.

“Oooh,” I heard her moan, her hips wiggling. “Can someone fuck me, please?”

I obviously couldn’t see who it was, but I became aware of a cock entering Sister Lisa from behind while I licked her pussy. This brought my tongue in line with the shaft as it pumped, and I even found myself licking and sucking the balls as they swung steadily, pounding against me.

My body was clenching again, the constant stimulation of Sister Lisa’s tongue on my clit and Father Samuel’s cock pounding against my womb. I felt the now-familiar pressure building in my stomach as my climax built. Moaning and writhing, I felt that I was drowning underneath Sister Lisa, trying to pleasure her while controlling my own orgasm. The man thrusting into her sped up, slamming faster, and soon I was shaking uncontrollably.

“That’s right,” someone said. “Give in to the pleasure. It’s your duty.”

Crying out, my voice muffled by the flesh in my mouth, I came again, spilling my juices down Father Samuel’s shaft and balls; he groaned, thrusting forward, spewing his cum into me, adding to the cum that dripped from me already. Burst after burst of hot cum filled me, making me feel full and sopping wet. I could sense the man above me coming to climax as well, and soon I tasted fresh cum dripping into my mouth from where it leaked from Sister Lisa’s pussy.

If I thought it was over then, I was wrong.

The anointing lasted all night, into the dawn. I was taken over and over again, in every hole, by every one of my beloved Fathers. When they finally let me rest, I was so coated and filled with cum that I could barely move. It sloshed in my stomach, leaked from my rosebud, and coated my pussy.

“You have been properly initiated into our sacred order,” Father Lawrence said, standing over me. “From now on, you are a holy vessel to be used at will. Do you accept this path, little Sister?”

“Yes, Father,” I panted. “I am honored to be your vessel.”

And I was. It was my calling, after all. I just hadn’t realized it.

Before I fell asleep, Father Lawrence told me one more thing. He told me that it was up to Sister Lisa and I to help recruit more sacred vessels for the priests. With all the beautiful, fresh young nuns coming into the convent, we would soon have an army of holy sluts to serve our Masters. I nodded, slipping off into dreams. I already couldn’t wait to wake up and begin my new life.


Clearing Her Mind

I’ve always struggled with anxiety.

All through school, my test anxiety was so bad that I nearly flunked out. And I certainly didn’t get into college.

My social anxiety kept me from ever having friends, or a boyfriend. By the time I turned 19, I’d never even been kissed! Which was pretty crazy, considering that I’ve been blessed with a body most people would consider a “knockout”.  I have D-cup breasts and long blonde hair with blue eyes. My waist is trim without me needing to work out, but my butt is nice and perky.

Just about the only thing that never caused me anxiety was my body. But other people’s reaction to my body was a different story. I would get so nervous whenever a man looked at me that I nearly peed myself. I didn’t know how I’d ever get a boyfriend or get married or lose my virginity or have kids or a normal life, since even just talking to a cute boy made me want to cry.

My parents understood that I was far too anxious to live on my own, but they put a lot of pressure on me to move out. They’d given me a year after high school to figure stuff out. The first thing I had to do was get a job.

It was kind of ironic that I would up getting a job with one of the best hypnotherapists in the state.

Dr. Rhett specialized in hypnosis for anxiety. He was renowned across the country, always written up in medical journals and stuff. He needed a receptionist, and I needed a job that didn’t require any prior experience or college education. I was a total mess when I interviewed, but somehow I managed to get the job anyway.

Dr. Rhett was extremely kind, and also extremely handsome. He had a kind of silver fox thing going on, with gray hair and blue eyes that crinkled becomingly when he smiled. He had perfect teeth, and he worked out every single day, giving him a really nice body.

It paid well, and I knew that soon I would have to use the money to move out. The closer and closer my deadline came, the more and more anxious I was. It got to the point where I could barely function. How was I going to live on my own? Who would help me figure out when to eat, what to eat, how to take care of myself?

Despite the fact that I worked for Dr. Rhett and could probably have gotten a discount on therapy, I never had the guts to ask him. I didn’t want him to fire me because he learned I was basically incompetent to even get out of bed in the morning. I figured he was getting ready to fire me, anyway. My intense anxiety was causing me such distraction at work that I barely got anything done, and what I did manage to do was done all wrong. I knew it was just a matter of time before Rhett got fed up with my mistakes and gave me the axe.

Maybe then my parents would let me stay home a little longer, until I found another job.

So, on the Thursday that Dr. Rhett asked me to come into his office after his last patient left, I was more than ready to humbly accept my fate. I entered with my head down, fighting back tears.

“Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said, motioning to the couch across from his chair. “Will you sit down, please?”
 

“Yes, Dr. Rhett,” I said, sitting down on the couch, smoothing my short, professional gray dress under my thighs beforehand. I kept my eyes on my lap and focussed hard on not wringing my hands together.

“Brittany, I’ve really enjoyed having you around the office,” Dr. Rhett said, concern in his voice. Here we go, I thought. My very first firing. I knew this would happen, I’m no good, I’ll never be any good…

“I’m sorry, Dr. Rhett,” I choked out, tears spilling forward.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett said. “Look at me, please.”

He sounded so kind and compassionate that I sniffled and looked up at him.

“I’m not firing you, if that’s what you think,” he said, smiling softly. I felt immense relief wash over me – followed by more anxiety. If he wasn’t firing me, then why did he call me into the office? Was something going to change in the office? If he wasn’t going to fire me, I’d definitely have to move out, soon, and then…

My mind was racing, and only focussing on Dr. Rhett’s kind brown eyes helped me slow it down.

“I’ve just noticed that you seem extremely anxious,” he said. “You’ve always seemed anxious, since the very day I met you. But recently, it’s gotten much worse. I’m a professional, Brittany. I know anxiety when I see it.”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be letting it interefere with my work.”

“Nonsense,” Dr. Rhett said. “Why don’t you tell me what’s troubling you so much?”
 

I looked at him, wondering if I would be taking advantage of him if I tried to explain my troubles. Would he think less of me? Maybe if he wasn’t going to fire me now, he’d do it once he realized how crazy I was!

“You can trust me, my dear,” he said. I took a big breath.

“It’s just that my parents are making me move out,” I said, the words coming out all in a rush. I felt like I was suffocating a bit in the room, my dress suddenly way too tight, compressing my breasts uncomfortably. I’d never talked about my anxiety out loud before. But now that I’d started, I couldn’t stop! I told Dr. Rhett everything. About how I didn’t think I could live on my own and take care of myself, how badly I just wanted someone to tell me what to do, how to live my life, all the things I’d missed out on because of my anxiety. He listened patiently, nodding.

“And so, you’ve never been with a man,” he said finally when I took a breath. I shook my head.

“Do you have desires, like a normal girl of your age?” He asked.

“I guess,” I said, thinking of the way my body sometimes felt really hot around a handsome man, or my nipples getting hard. But I was always too nervous to touch myself, thinkign that someone would find out and think badly of me for doing it.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett sighed. “I’m terribly sorry to hear about all this. It sounds like you’ve had a really hard time trying to deal with this on your own. You’re very brave.”

“Thank you, Dr. Rhett,” I said, not feeling brave at all. I peered up at him from under my lashes. “Do you…do you think you could…?”

“Help you?” Dr. Rhett studied me. “I’m sure I could. The problem is, your case is so severe, that even the discount I could give you as my employee wouldn’t help much financially. I do know what you make, after all.”

“Oh,” I said, utterly deflated. “I see.”

“However,” Dr. Rhett said. “There is another possibility. Now, this isn’t something I would do for anyone else, but I’m quite fond of you. You told me that what you want more than anything is for someone to take care of you, and tell you what to do, how to live. Correct?”
 

“Yes,” I nodded. “Very much so!”

“That’s a rather complicated thing to ask of someone, don’t you think? It would be a lot of work for that person.”

“I suppose so,” I said, deflating.

“However, if there was sufficient reward for this person, perhaps it would be worthwhile.”

Dr. Rhett was looing at me kind of oddly. I squirmed in my seat. It felt really hot in his office, and my dress felt tighter than ever.

“To put this simply, my dear, I cannot let you continue to work for me in your condition. It’s a liability, you see. However, I don’t want to fire you. And I’d like very much to help you feel better. I’d be willing to offer you a one-time hypnosis session. This hypnosis session would put you entitrely under my control. You would do what I say, when I say it. I would tell you how to dress, what to eat, everything that you’re so afraid of.”

I leaned forward, rapt. That sounded…perfect! But what was the catch?

“However, in return for the painstaking task of controlling you and caring for you, and providing for you, I would require that you give me control of your body as well as your mind. I am a man, and I have needs. Sexual needs, you understand. You’ll live with me, and be prepared to take care of those needs whenever I ask you to.”

I blushed bright red. I had no idea Dr. Rhett was interested in me like that! I was thirty years younger than him, at least! And why would he want a virgin, anyway? I didn’t know how to do anything! I was so ashamed, I started crying again.

“Of course, you can say no, my dead,” Dr. Rhett said. “But consider this. If you want to have a normal life, you will eventually need to establish sexual relations with someone. Why not give me that privelege, since you’re so willing to give me control over every other aspect of your life?”

“Why do you even want me?” I asked. “I’m no good at anything!”

Dr. Rhett flashed me a charming smile.

“I can make you very good at everything,” he said. I felt something stirring inside me. “Why wouldn’t a distinguished man like me want a lovely young woman to service him? You underestimate yourself, Brittany.”

I looked at Dr. Rhett. He made some good points. And my anxiety was torturing me. His solution was so elegant, so simple, so…perfect.

“Alright,” I said softly. “Alright, Dr. Rhett.”

He smiled. And for the first time since I could remember, I could smile back without being anxious about having something in my teeth or looking stupid.

***


Dr. Rhett had me lay down on his couch. He set a metronome clicking. He began to talk in low, silky tones. 

“I’d like you to breathe deeply and focus on my voice.”

I did as he said, focussing on taking big breaths and listening to him talk. His voice was so smooth, it was easy to listen to him.

“You are very relaxed. You have no fear. You have no reason to be afraid. You are deeply aware that everything is alright, everything is good. You are very calm, because you realize you will never have another reason to be afraid…”

The more he spoke, the more his words seemed true. I was feeling very dazed and sleepy and warm and relaxed. Of course I wasn’t afraid. Why would I be afraid? I was very calm, very happy, very warm…

“Brittany, you are giving me control over your life,” Dr. Rhett said. “You will do as I say in every aspect. You trust me to take care of you and make sure no harm comes to you. In my care, you will always be safe and healthy. You will always be safe and healthy. You want to make me happy, because I keep you safe and healthy…”

Of course! It all made sense now. What point was there in worrying? I didn’t have to make any decisions, I didn’t have to even think anymore. Dr. Rhett would keep me safe and healthy. I would make him happy, and he would keep me safe and healthy. I wanted very badly to make him happy.

“Tell me, Brittany, how do you feel?”

“Good, Dr. Rhett,” I said. “I feel very good.”

“I’d like you to call me Master from now on, Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said. “Do you remember why you’re here?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m here because I’m giving you control over my life. My body and my mind are yours.”

“Very good,” Master said. I felt pleased to have given the right answer. “How does your body feel now, my pet?”

“Heavy and warm, Master,” I said.

“Very good,” Master said. “I am about to use your body. You love it when I use your body. It makes you wet. You enjoy my touch. You enjoy any way that I touch you.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, feeling myself flush. He was right, I was getting wet just thinking about Master touching me. Why was I ever afraid of  it?

“Alright, my pet,” Master said. “Come to me, now.”

I stood up on shaky legs. The whole world looked different. Softer, warmer, more lovely. I smiled brightly when I saw Master. So handsome and smart! I loved him so much! I couldn’t wait for him to use me, so I could feel him touching me! I wasn’t afraid to give him my first time, as I knew he would keep me safe and healthy.

I walked across the room to his chair. He stared up at me, studying my body.

“You’ve been a terrible employee, my pet,” Master said. “From now on, you’ll be much better. I will now punish you for being so terrible in the past. You enjoy being punished. You know that it is right because I say it’s right.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m sorry for being a bad employee. Please punish me.”

I deserved to be punished. Master said so.

“Good,” Master said. Before I could process it, he had me bent over his lap, my dress pulled up to expose my tight little ass. It was so arousing, the feeling of being so close to Master! My pussy dripped onto his lap as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh while

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass. This was my punishment. I deserved it. I loved it. Master’s hands felt so good. I squeezed my legs together as my pussy ached with need, the pain and pleasure mingling in sweet torture.

“Don't make a sound, my pet,” Master growled. “Accept your punishment in silence.”

He clutched a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacked me again. I kept my mouth shut. I wouldn’t make a sound. Master didn’t want me to, and Master was always right. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain.

The more he spanked my ass, the more I needed it. The pain turned to unbearable heat, and the only relief was his open palm, smacking my flesh once more. I wiggled and writhed and thrust my ass backward, wanting more, needing it harder and harder each time. And each time, he rubbed the raw flesh, drawing out my anticipation.

“You may speak now, my pet,” Master said. “Are you going to be a better employee? Are you going to obey me and do exactly what I say?”

“Yes, Master,” I panted. “I promise, Master.”

“And you understand that if you continue to fail me, you'll need to be punished?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my hips wriggling again. I was on fire with lust for Master. His touch was so good!

“Good, little girl,” he said. “Now it's time for you to prove you're worth being my pet. Get up.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, rising from his lap, my ass bright red from his abuse.

“Strip,” Master barked, leaning back on his elbows.

I reached behind me, finding the dress’ zipper and pulling it down. It pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of it. Shimmying my panties down and undoing my bra, I finally stood totally naked before him. At one time, this would have given me a panic attack, but now it felt right. It made sense. This was Master’s body to use as he wanted. He had every right to stare at it whenever he wanted. My nipples were hard, my D-cup breasts taut and goosebumped in the cold room.

“Come,” he ordered, and raised his hand, beckoning me forward. I obeyed, having no other choice, until he could grab my hips and pull them towards him. He still sat on the chair, looking up at me.

“You want to play with your nipples, my pet. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. I’d never played with my nipples before, but as soon as he told me I wanted to, I did. So much so that it hurt not to touch them.

“You have my permission,” he growled, and I wasted no time, grabbing my breasts and pulling at my hard nipples, twisting them firmly. I was so preoccupied with that, I didn't realize what was happening until I felt Master's tongue pressing against my pussy lips and wrapping around my clit. No one had ever touched me down there, not even myself;  and now, Master was kissing it!

“Oh!”

“Did I tell you to speak?” Master pulled away so sharply, I worried I might die of shock and need.

“No, Master,” I grit out, still teasing and torturing my nipples.

“Then shut your fucking mouth, pet,” he growled. My thighs were shaking, need like a freight train rolling through me. He leaned in again, dipped his tongue between my legs, and this time I stifled my scream. But the feeling was so intense, so perfectly soft and wet and warm, that I couldn't hold back. He flicked his tongue across my clit and I erupted, my nipples twisted between my fingers, my juices dripping down my thighs. For the first time ever, I came.

He growled, lapping at my juices, tongue pressed against my clit. When he pulled away, I had to grab his head for support so I didn't collapse.

“I'll have to teach you not to come without permission,” he said. “For tonight, I'll let it go. But your training will have to begin soon...”

“Yes, Master,” I panted, breathless.

“Go sit on the couch,” he ordered, and I happily obeyed. “Open your mouth wide and stick out your tongue.”

I obeyed again as he came to stand in front of me. As I watched, he  unleashed his cock. It was my first time ever seeing a prick for real, and it exceeded my expectations. It was at least nine inches, thick as my fist, and throbbing with lust for me.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” Master barked. “You’re going to enjoy it. You’re going to lick my cock and moan and drool for me.”

Before I could even try to understand what he said, he was grabbing my head, forcing his cock past my lips. He let me savor the tip, a drip of his precum sliding down my throat as I circled the plush head with my tongue. But I only had a moment before he took control again, easing his shaft down my willing throat; when he met resistance, he simply pushed harder, until I had every inch of him throbbing in my mouth. Immediately, tears came to my eyes, my airways blocked. He pulsed there, deep in my throat, fucking me raw, and I loved it.

When he was ready, and no sooner, he pulled out, only to ram himself into me again, and again, and again, using my mouth as his own personal fuck toy. His hand in my hair clenched and tightened, holding me in place, never letting me go. With a groan, he slammed himself against the very back of my throat. Then he pulled out, his cock trailing spit from my lips as I gasped desperately for air.

“There will be plenty of time for me to fill that pretty throat and tiny stomach of yours, my pet,” he promised, pulling my head back again. This time, he pulled until I was on my back, my legs dangling over the edge of the couch. I could feel his massive cock between my pussy lips, spreading me, teasing my clit. Pain teased my body as he pressed to my virgin sex.

“Now, I’m going to take your virginity. You will not feel any pain. You will only feel pleasure. You want my cock inside you. You want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted in your life.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my hips arching in desperation, wanting him to plunge that cock inside me. “Please! Fill my virgin pussy!”

“Your purpose in life is to make sure my balls are empty, at all times. Whenever I crave release, you will be there to service me, however I tell you to. ”

“Yes, Master! Yes, oh, please!”

“Perfect,” he said, leaning over me with a grin. “You'll be an excellent pet.”

And with that, he finally plunged into me, grabbing my calves and raising them high so he could slam deep into my pussy on his first stroke. He tore my hymen, piercing me to my core, stretching my tight pussy with his massive cock. I screamed, my whole body shuddering as he filled me up. It was more than I could stand; I grabbed at the cushions, twisting them in my fingers.

Master began to fuck me hard, lowering one hand to my clit and rubbing it with his thumb, driving himself against my womb in time to his strokes. The whole world was spinning too fast, and my body was wracked and ravaged, but I was going to come again. I knew he wanted me to, and I wanted to make him happy. I couldn't stop myself if I tried. But I held on, as long as I could, my jaw clenched tight, eyes closed, each driving thrust bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” Master grunted, the first time I'd heard him lose control. And that was it; a second later, I felt his cum explode against my pussy, and I let go, coming with him. My pussy milked his cock, taking every drop of his hot, wet seed. When we finally finished, collapsing together on the bed, we were both sweating and panting.

“Not bad, my pet. Not bad. You need much more training and practice. I assume you’re not on birth control?” Master suddenly asked.

“No, Master,” I said. That meant I could get pregnant, right?

“Good,” Master said. “If you want to be mine, and get fucked the way you deserve, and taken care of, you'll follow my every order. I will provide for your every need. But you will take my seed, and you will bear my children.”

“Yes, Master,” I sighed happily. I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with Master’s babies! He was so good to me. I had never felt so happy!
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“Brittany, I need you to come into my office. Now.”

He had twenty minutes before his next patient. I popped up from my desk and skipped into his office. He was waiting for me in his big chair. I kneeled in front of him, pulling his hard cock out.

“How would you like me to service you, Master?”

“Your sweet pussy, my little pet,” he said, eyes twinkling. I grinned back. I loved that. I loved having Master's cum dripping from me freshly-fucked pussy.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. I was always wet for him; that was one of my rules. If he ever found me dry, it would be a punishment, until I was sufficiently wet again.

When Master finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts, barely contained in the tiny suit I now wore in the office, bounced before his eyes.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to come – quickly. But now, I could wait, and hold off until he told me to come. Sometimes, he wouldn't let me come, and I'd spend hours wiggling in torture. Thankfully, this was not one of those times, and as he locked eyes with me, I knew it was time to release.

“Come for me, little girl,” he growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him. He grabbed my head, pulled it down to meet his, our lips crashing together like waves, driving me into pure ecstasy. This was heaven: Master coming inside me, kissing me, holding me...

I was never anxious anymore. I had no need to be anxious. Master provided everything for me. I was safe and healthy with him.

And I knew exactly how to repay him for everything he'd given me. It was waiting for us at home. That night, after cleaning the house and cooking him dinner and licking his shoes clean and sucking his cock, I would present him with my gist. A pregnancy test, positive, with a nice shiny bow on it.


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.


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!


Tied Up and Teamed

I just wanted to be cool. 


I wasn’t cool in high school. I was a nerd. Glasses, no fashion sense, always with my nose in a book. The full stereotype. Never even had a boyfriend. Which was crazy, considering I have C-cup breasts and a tiny waist, long red hair and blue eyes. I just got so scared to talk to boys that I wound up running away, or turning them off. 

But when I got to college, I decided it was time for a change. I figured I could re-invent myself. Why not? No one knew me. They didn’t know I stayed in every weekend to watch Star Trek with my Daddy. I could be whoever I wanted to be!

And I wanted to be a cheerleader.

Well, not exactly a cheerleader, but like a cheerleader. You can’t really be a cheerleader in college if you weren’t one in high school. It’s pretty competitive. But I didn’t care about the pom-poms or the school spirit. I just wanted the popularity. I wanted to be invited to parties, and have people to eat lunch with, and all the stuff I missed out on in high school.

Luckily, my roommate was really cool. She was a year older than me. I was 18, she was 19. She took a year off between high school and college. She was a cheerleader. I was so lucky to be assigned to her room, I literally jumped for joy after meeting her.

Tammy told me it was all about attitude.

And, of course, a healthy dose of looks.

Things were going okay in my first month, but I really didn’t feel popular yet. I only came to parties because Tammy was invited, and I never made any friends at them. I didn’t like to drink, which was a big problem. I also didn’t know how to talk to boys, which was another. Tammy could only give me so much help before she had to have her own fun.

One night, we were invited to the football team’s house party. Tammy told me, in no uncertain terms, that this was my best chance at being popular. If I got in good with the football team, I’d be a real campus queen bee in no time.

So, since I wasn’t into drinking, I decided that I’d make a splash at the party by flirting. I got all dolled up in a tiny, black strapless shirt and pink miniskirt and giant “fuck-me” heels. Tammy approved, and so did I when I looked in the mirror. I hoped the football players would approve, too.

And boy, did they ever!

I never got so many looks in my life! I guess I dressed pretty conservatively most of the time, even when I thought I was revealing too much skin. Because as soon as we walked into the party, all eyes were on us. Even better, all eyes were on me.

Unfortunately, all hands were on me, too.

I was getting a lot of unwanted butt slaps as we walked through the party, meeting people on our way to the keg. Of course, I didn’t make a big deal about it. I couldn’t make a scene at the football party! So I just smiled and giggled like Tammy did, batting my eyelashes all flirty, taking her lead.

Eventually, we wound up talking to a couple of guys who seemed really cool. Josh was a quarterback and Kurt was a linebacker. Josh was really cute, and he was definitely interested in me. I could feel my old instincts kicking in, telling me to act weird or run away, but I fought them down. I was going to be cool, dammit! And maybe Josh would want to be my boyfriend. How cool would I be with a guy like him on my arm?

Which is why, when he asked if I wanted to go someplace more private, I said yes. I knew that was probably code for a room to make out in. Well, I’d never been kissed, but I could certainly pretend! Kissing wasn’t a big deal. If it got me Josh’s attention, I’d even kiss with tongue.

Josh brought me into a big room on the first floor, right near the dance floor. It was a nice room but it was pretty bare. Just a bed, really. As soon as the door was closed, he came to me, wrapping his arms around my waist and diving in for a kiss. I prepared myself, closed my eyes, and felt him touch down. To my surprise, I didn’t really feel any butterflies or anything, just a nice warm sensation. I pretended like I knew what I was doing, kissing him back.

But it seemed like we only kissed for a second before he was pushing his tongue against my lips, forcing his way into my mouth, jamming his whole tongue in my throat! I opened my eyes, surprised at how fast we were moving. He began to walk me backwards until I hit the bed and sat down with a plop. At least that ended the kissing.

Little did I know, it was just beginning.

Josh leaned over me, kissing my neck and all the flesh he could reach above my shirt. I moaned, kind of liking it now that he wasn’t trying to jam his tongue down my throat. I even let him play with my shirt a little bit. I could feel my body responding to his kisses. It was really interesting, feeling the heat rush through my body. I let my mind go blank and tried to enjoy it.

Before I knew it, my shirt was off. He lunged at my breasts, sucking my nipples between his lips before I could protest. I thought we might kiss some more or something but…he was so popular, how could I stop him? Besides, it kind of felt good. My nipples were getting all hard in his mouth, his hands cupped them from below and from the sides, squishing them around in circles as he covered them in wet kisses.

“These are nice,” he growled, pushing me back onto the bed with a bounce. “Let’s see what else you’ve got.”

“What else…?” I asked, not following him at all. He rolled his eyes, towering over me in his uniform.

“Take off your skirt,” he said. “Get naked for me. I want to see you all spread out on that bed.”

Oh, boy. That was moving really fast! I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. No one had ever seen me naked before, or even touched me between my legs. I bit my lip, looking up at him.

“Can’t we just kiss for a while?” I asked. “Maybe I could touch your…”

I looked at the bulge in his pants, but couldn’t bring myself to say any of the dirty words I knew he’d want to hear.

“My cock?” he supplied for me, grinning wickedly. “No, bitch. There’s time for that later. Right now, I want to lick that pussy of yours.”

Lick it?! Why on earth would he want to do that?

“Don’t tell me you’ve never had a guy go down on you before,” Josh laughed, stepping forward. I didn’t think to stop him as he grabbed my skirt, taking it off for me since I wasn’t doing it myself.

“N-no,” I said. “I haven’t?”

He was working on my panties, but he looked up at me, one eyebrow raised.

“That a question, princess? Shit, you’re really innocent, aren’t you? Have you ever even had sex before?”

Blinking, I shook my head no. Was that weird? Or bad? I didn’t know…

He grinned so wide I knew it was the right answer. But then he ripped my panties off so hard and fast that I gasped. This was it! I was naked! Josh grabbed my knees and ripped them apart.

“Hey,” he said. “Are you gonna squirm and fight a lot? Cause that’s no fun. Here…”

He stepped back and opened a drawer next to the bed. He pulled out some weird, short ropes and waved them in my face.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed, alright? Say okay, or I won’t do it. But I have to tell you, I really don’t like it when a girl doesn’t know what she’s doing and moves all around…”

“Yes! Okay!” I said. I really needed this to happen so Josh would like me and I could become popular. “Tie me up.”

He grinned again. Soon, I was spread eagled on the bed, all my limbs tied to a bed post. My stomach flipped as he stood back to admire his handiwork.

“Do I look okay?” I asked, my voice squeaking. He laughed.

“You look perfect,” he said. The next thing I knew, he was diving between my spread legs. I could feel him breathing on my pussy. It felt…good. Like I wanted something more than just his breath. I closed my eyes and tried to relax.

But then I felt his tongue slip inside me, and I cried out. Relaxing was the last thing I could do as he began to lick me up and down, sticking his tongue inside my virgin slit and then up to my clit. Automatically, I felt hot all over, and really wet down there – not just from his mouth, either. Josh’s tongue circled my clit, my limbs straining in their ties. I felt something else press against my slit; not his tongue, his finger!

Nothing had ever been inside me, and I moaned as he pushed through all my tightness. My thighs ached to clench around his head, my hips jerking upward to try and get more of the sensation he was giving me. He laughed into my pussy.

“Desperate little slut,” he murmured, then began to lick me faster, sucking it between his lips as his finger curled and pumped inside me. He couldn’t force them past my innocence, but every place he touched inside me felt like it was lit up like Christmas lights.

He growled, closing his teeth over my clit, just very gently. I cried out as the feeling hit me. I felt a deep pressure inside my tummy, something I’d never felt before. Panting, I was short of breath and dizzy. My cheeks were on fire. He kept sucking my clit, hard and fast, flicking it with his tongue. His fingers stabbed into me, pressing against my walls.

“Oh, my God,” I moaned. “Oh,  Josh, that feels really good…please, I…I need…oh, God,” I could barely speak as the pressure exploded and the whole world fell down around me. It was like I wasn’t even tied to the bed anymore, my body floating somewhere above it, tingling all over as I came for the first time ever. I got his fingers all wet, and as he pulled away he wiped at his lips.

“Virgins taste good,” he observed. “All nice and pure.”

“Josh,” I moaned, coming down from my peak. “That was a…an orgasm?”

He laughed at me again, and I looked up. He knelt between my legs. As I watched, he fiddled with his jeans; a second later, and he was holding his cock in his hand, stroking it. I must have looked crazy, my eyes bugging out of my head. It was huge! As thick as my arm and long!

“Yeah, that was an orgasm,” he said. “Now, it’s my turn.”

Sliding down, he slid the head of his cock between my wet lips. I moaned as he rubbed it against my clit.

“Ready?” Josh said through a grin. I gulped. I wasn’t really ready at all. I was really scared. Even though he’d already made me feel so good with his tongue, I didn’t think it would feel good to have that big, throbbing cock stabbing into my virgin slit.

“I..guess so…” I said. “Yeah. Just do it, please.”

He was stroking his cock, getting it wet with my juices, looking down at me, seeming a little frustrated.

“Doesn’t sound like you really want it,” he chided. Something shiny and wet dripped from his cock onto my tummy. “Maybe I should find someone who’ll ask for it like a proper slut…”

“No!” I said. “I really want it, Josh. Please, I don’t want to be a virgin anymore. Will you fuck me, please? I need it. I’m begging you!”

“When you put it that way,” he laughed, and then dropped down to hover over me. I could feel the big head of his cock against my entrance. I hoped he would go nice and slow, take his time fucking me for the first time. I grit my teeth in anticipation. When he stabbed into me, he did it ruthlessly, making me scream my pain into the room. My whole body shuddered in agony as he ripped my hymen apart and buried his nine-inch cock into  my virgin pussy. He drove it in, struggling to push it through my tightness, until he was balls-deep.

Almost immediately, he began to thrust. Hard, and fast. My arms ached from being stretched to the bedposts, but not as much as my pussy ached from the sudden and painful experience of losing my virginity. Josh reached down, grabbing my tits to keep them from bouncing as he drilled into me.

“This pussy is so tight,” he said. “God, I love the way it feels.”

“Thanks, Josh,” I moaned, so pleased that he was enjoying my body even if I wasn’t. I watched his face get redder and redder as he pounded me, his mouth sneering down. His hands squeezed and rubbed my breasts, and then he threw his head back and pulled himself all the way out of me.

Grabbing his cock, he pumped it over my body. Suddenly, jets of hot, sticky cum sprayed from his cock onto my prone body. It covered my tits and my stomach, even getting onto my face a little bit. He seemed to have an endless supply of it, it just kept coming, until I was coated in it. He groaned, panting as he let go of his cock.

“That was pretty good,” he said with a grin. “Did you like it?”

“Uh,” I said, trying to figure out what the best response would be. “Yeah, I loved it! It was great. I wish we could do it again…”

Maybe that was the wrong thing to say. Because Josh got this look in his eyes that I didn’t really know if I liked. Suddenly, he was jumping off the bed and going to the door. He opened it, the sounds of the party entering the room. He was buck naked, but he didn’t seem to care. Even worse, he didn’t care that anyone could see me, spread out and covered in jizz!

“Hey guys!” he roared into the crowd. “Get in here!”

What?! Who was he inviting in here? And why? Was he going to untie me, let me get dressed, or at least cover me up?

Nope. I watched in growing fear as the door opened wider and guys began to enter. At least five of them, thought it was hard to keep track. I was too busy trying to avoid their lecherous gazes.

“I like the looks of this!” One of them, Cody from the football team, said. He was a huge black guy, a linebacker. I recognized the others, too. There was James and Tyler and Kurt and Brock. Cody and James were black, the rest of the guys were white. I didn’t recognize the other guys in the room, but they all looked alike: huge, beefy, and smiling down at me.

“Alice here was just initiated into the world of sex,” Josh laughed. “She liked it so much, she said she wanted more! Right, Alice?”

No way! This was too much! Was I supposed to take all of these guys? At once? That was impossible! But I did already lie about what I wanted, and I didn’t want to embarrass myself any more than I already was…

“Y-yes,” I squeaked.

“Well, I for one don’t want to fuck her until she’s cleaned up,” Kurt said, gesturing to my cum-covered body. He looked out the door into the party, reached out and grabbed something – or someone. A high-pitched laugh filled the air, and I watched in amazement as a bikini-clad girl was dragged into the room.

“Hey, Audrey,” the guys said. “Wanna have some fun?”

She was blonde, with huge tits that were barely covered by the string bikini.

“Uh-huh!” she nodded enthusiastically, and before I could blink she was half-naked. Her top disappeared, and her bottoms quickly followed. Turning around to face the guys, she offered her body up to them like a buffet. “Who’s first?”

“Actually,” Cody said, spinning her around. “She is.”

“Oooh,” Audrey squealed. “Fun! Looks yummy. Who’s cum is that?”

“Mine,” Josh said proudly.

“Mmm,” Audrey hummed, approaching me. “You had a lot. Hi, honey.”

She barely looked at me, but she leaned down and I felt her tongue slide across my stomach, licking up the cum that coated me. I cried out in surprise as she knelt between my legs and began to kiss and lick me all over.

This was better than anything Josh did to me. I started panting, her tongue was so warm and soft as it licked all over my tummy, lapping up the cum as she worked her way towards my breasts. The guys watched, laughing and pointing at Audrey’s lewd display. When she got to my breasts, I groaned, throwing my head back in pleasure. She sucked my nipples, cleaning me from top to bottom, swallowing all Josh’s cum into her throat.

I wanted her to keep licking and sucking my breasts forever. I could feel myself dripping between my legs, that same crazy sensation making my hips jerk. But she kept moving up, until her lips were on mine, kissing me deeply. I could feel her pussy grinding against mine, wet and hot.

“Alright, this is way too hot,” James said, and suddenly he was approaching the bed, yanking Audrey off me and pushing her up against the wall. I watched in blind stupor as he ripped his huge cock free and spread her legs, slamming himself inside her.

“Ooooh, yes,” Audrey cried as the huge black football player fucked her bare pussy. My eyes widened. It didn’t feel that good when Josh fucked me! James reached around and grabbed Audrey’s breasts, squeezing them tight as he rammed into her. I was so absorbed in watching Audrey moan and writhe as James split her open that I barely noticed when the ties around my arms and ankles were suddenly removed.

“What…?” I asked, realizing for the first time that while Audrey and James were fucking, the rest of the crowd had taken their clothes off and was surrounding me. Now that I was untied, my body was free to move around – or be moved around. I didn’t try to fight them, knowing I never could and unwilling to ask them to stop. I thought that would be way more embarrassing than just getting through it. And besides, maybe I could learn to like it, the way Audrey did?

Two of the guys grabbed me up by my arms, and yanked me up onto my knees. My back bent as they pulled me towards them, my breasts thrust upward as my back arched. Cody and Kurt stood in front of me, grinning as my body was put on full display. My fear built under their lewd gazes, until Cody reached forward and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned in pleasure at his rough hold, and when Kurt grabbed my other breast I squirmed.

They leaned in, closing their mouths over my nipples, crouching next to me on the bed. Fondling my tits from below while their friends held me in place, they sucked and bit at my flesh, making my body go warm all over. I could still hear the smacking sounds of James ripping into Audrey, and her moans of pleasure. They made me feel even warmer, and I knew my wet pussy was starting to drip down my thighs. I closed my eyes and focused on how good it felt to have both breasts sucked and played with at once. 


When I opened my eyes, I nearly cried out in surprise. Tyler was standing on the bed, his hard cock inches from my face. Just as he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head forward, someone grabbed my wet slit and dug their fingers inside me. I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came out because Tyler was filling my mouth with his cock. Just the head, but enough that my surprise had my head jerking back. 

I’d never had a dick in my mouth before, and I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of it! But I found that I couldn’t move my head. Just like my arms, someone was holding my head in place. At the same time, those fingers inside me were thrusting, making me feel something I’d never felt before. Slower and smaller than Josh, I finally had the chance to enjoy the sensation of something inside me. And I was really enjoying it. Especially with James and Kurt sucking my tits. They were making me feel so good, I decided the least I could do was be a good little slut and suck Tyler’s cock.

I looked up at him and relaxed my jaw, letting him slide forward. He thrust slowly in and out of my mouth while my tongue lapped at it. My nostrils flared in a struggle to get enough breath as he went deeper, and spit dripped down my chin. My tongue seemed to know what to do even if I didn’t, rolling around the head and shaft whenever Tyler pulled out and thrust forward again. He fucked my mouth almost as hard as Josh had fucked my pussy.

But all the while, the fingers between my legs thrust and curled inside me, making my hips jerk. When I felt another finger dip down between my lips and flick my clit, my eyes popped wide open. Letting the boys finger-fuck me while Tyler raped my throat was so sexy that I was shuddering, and the more those fingers flicked and circled and teased my swollen clit, the more I felt like I was going to explode.

Tyler groaned, one hand on the top of my head now, supporting himself as he buried his cock deep into my throat and burst. Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted into my mouth. The fingers inside me jabbed upward and curled, and the sensations pushed me over the edge. I came, my head rolling back, Tyler’s dick still spurting cum onto my lips and face as I moaned and shook in pleasure. The hands holding my head relaxed, but Tyler fisted a handful of my hair as he came on my face, pumping himself dry as I desperately licked and swallowed every drop I could reach.

I was barely recovered when they moved me, pushing me down onto all fours, and then even harder, so that my face and breasts were squished into the mattress, my ass in the air. Moaning, I felt a hot, hard cock against my dripping slit. Still spasming from my climax, the penetration had me groaning, hips pushing back to drive him deeper.

I was still so tight that taking it all the way inside me was hard, my pussy clenching in protest as it stabbed forward. But finally I felt it fill me all the way, balls smacking against my thighs. I managed to look behind me and saw Cody behind me, his big black chest heaving as he pushed his cock into my tight slit. He grinned, watching me watch him, and slapped my ass.

“Like this big black dick, don’t you?”

“Uh…” I moaned, unable to respond as he withdrew and thrust forward, long, slow strokes that made my head buzz. My hips thrust backwards, pump for pump. When I felt his hand move around my waist and find my clit, I screamed into the mattress.

I came again before I even knew what was happening, my pussy clenching around him and sucking his cock against my womb. Someone grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled, my body curving backwards as my face lifted off the mattress and I found myself with a mouthful of cock. I grabbed at the sheets for traction as I was filled at both ends, two cocks pumping in and out of me as fast as they wanted, using my body as a toy for their pleasure.

I could hear Audrey crying out over and over as the guys fucked her. I could see why she liked it so much now. When Cody groaned and burst inside me, filling my pussy with cum, I shuddered at the warmth of it. He held my ass in both hands, holding me still as he pumped against my womb. I realized, all too late, that I wasn’t on birth control. I never needed it! Now, I was letting every guy in this room take my pussy bareback, filling me with their cum!

I couldn’t worry about that now, though. It was too late anyway. My throat was raw as someone – Kurt – fucked it deep and hard with his huge cock. My pussy milked the cum from Cody’s black cock, and as soon as he pulled out another cock took its place, slamming hard into me, taking me fast right from the start. The bed suddenly shook, and when I pulled my eyes to the side I saw Audrey laid out on the bed, on her back, one cock filled her throat, the other between her legs.

She caught my eye, winked, and reached over to grab my tits, her other hand rubbing her own clit. Squeezing my breast from below, she forced me to cum again, just as Kurt spilled his cum into my belly. I swallowed every drop, loving the dirty, musky taste. I could hear the guy behind me, his balls smacking into my thighs, his grunting as he used my body for his pleasure. Finally, he yanked me towards him, forcing Kurt out of my mouth, and came inside me, adding to the cum that was already dripping from my cunt.

I watched as the guy fucking Audrey’s mouth sprayed her face with his seed, her tongue eagerly lapping at the head while he coated her nose and eyes. She moaned, shuddering, cumming as she swallowed his load. Impulsively, I leaned over her, kissing her, tasting the cum on her tongue and then licking it from her face, just like she’d done for me. Soon, we were tangled together, both moaning as we kissed and sucked each other, grinding our pussies together. I heard a chant starting up, and recognized the numbers but not their meaning.

“69! 69! 69!”

Was that a football player’s number? Or…

My question was answered as someone grabbed me, and lifted me, spinning me around so that I was face-down in Audrey’s slit. Even as I tried to make sense of what I was supposed to do, I felt Audrey lean up and suck my clit between her lips. Bucking in pleasure, I moaned into her folds and darted my tongue over her slick pussy.

She tasted like cum and sex, and I liked that taste. Lapping and sucking at her just as she did for me, I could feel her heat and her body squirming. I was lost in the sensation of having my pussy licked from below, and absorbed in trying to make Audrey feel good. Which explained why I didn’t notice when the next cock to enter me didn’t go for my pussy – it pressed against my ass.

“Wait!” I exclaimed when I realized, looking over my shoulder. James’ big, dark hands lay on my ass, spreading my cheeks wide, his cock nestled against my rosebud. “Please!”
 

“Please? If you say so,” he chuckled, misunderstanding me. I groaned in pain as he slipped down, spreading me wide as he penetrated my ass for the first time. Someone grabbed my head and pushed it down again, mashing it into Audrey’s pussy. She kept licking and sucking me, slipping her tongue into my slit and suckling my clit into her mouth.

The sensation was beautiful, but pain roared through me from James’ black cock splitting my virgin asshole in two. I focused on licking the cum from Audrey’s pussy instead of the pain. Audrey reached up, and I felt her forcing two fingers  into my tight pussy. Combined with James’ cock, I felt so stuffed full that I couldn’t breathe.

My body shook in protest while a fire burned in my stomach, pressure building as Audrey kept licking me expertly. She fucked my pussy with her fingers, James ramming into my ass. Suddenly, someone grabbed my head, and ripped it up. My open mouth spread wide as someone forced a cock inside it. I was being filled in all three holes, my clit throbbing as Audrey licked it.

I couldn’t stop the orgasm that ripped through me, James’ hot cum filling my ass at the same time that I shuddered and spasmed in dirty pleasure. Audrey lapped at my juices, the guy in my throat fucking me deep and hard. James slapped my ass as he pulled out, spraying a last rope of cum across my ass. Tears ran down my cheeks, spit running down my chin.

I closed my eyes and swallowed as yet another sticky, salty load of cum exploded into my throat. Audrey’s tongue moved up to my ass, licking James’ cum from my rosebud and cheeks. Shuddering, I felt one last orgasm rocket through me, my body aching from pleasure and worn out. The guy in front of me pushed back, and I rolled over, weak and limp, gasping for air.

I was done.

But they weren’t done with me.

It seemed like the whole party had gotten interested now. I didn’t even recognize any of the guys who came into the room to use me. Over and over again, I had every hole stuffed and filled. Audrey and I filled our stomachs with cum, licking each other clean and bringing each other to orgasm whenever the boys wanted to watch us.

It was morning before they finished with us. When I guzzled that last hot rope of cum into my aching stomach and fell back onto my side, panting, the sun was rising. Audrey was already asleep, her body sticky and coated in white. Mine didn’t look much better. Exhausted, I rolled beside her and closed my eyes.

I was asleep within seconds.

“Hey,” a voice interrupted my dreams. Blinking, confused, I woke with a jolt. “Have fun last night?”

Looking up, I recognized Josh. I smiled wide and nodded.

“Good, you were a real hit,” he said. “You’re gonna be the most popular girl on campus if you keep that up.”

“Really?” I blinked. “That’s all I wanted!”

“Goal accomplished,” Josh laughed. He reached for his jeans, quickly undoing them. “Now, how are you gonna thank me for making it happen for you?”

I knew just the thing…


Maid to Obey

By the time I turned 18, I’d been working for Mr. Jones for two years. In high school, I just worked on the weekends, coming in to clean his big mansion. After high school, when all my peers were going off to college, I started working there full-time. I didn’t get into any colleges because of my bad grades, and I needed the money to save up and eventually live on my own.

I lived with my Daddy, who was very protective of me. I’d never had a boyfriend, and the only contact I had with the opposite sex was making out with Johnny Swimmer behind the bleachers. He kissed like a Saint Bernard.

Daddy only let me out of the house for work, which was fine with me because I never wanted to go anywhere, anyway. I’ve never had any interests or passions. I guess that makes me boring. I thought I was just dumb.

Anyway, working full-time for Mr. Jones was kind of a pain. He made me wear this outfit that was way too small for my body. Like, if I had to go on my tiptoes to dust a shelf, I was sure to flash some panties. And the shirt was always riding up under my D-cup breasts. I wasn’t fat, just curvy, but Mr. Jones wouldn’t buy me a size up in the uniform, and I didn’t want to pay for it myself. So I just went with it.

It didn’t help that Mr. Jones was a perv. He was always checking me out. He thought I didn’t notice, but I did. He was old enough to be my father, but that didn’t stop his eyes from travelling over my body, practically raping me with his gaze. It made my heart beat really fast whenever I saw him doing that, and my stomach did strange flips. Sometimes, it would make strange things happen, like my nipples getting hard. Or I’d find my panties kind of damp. I didn’t understand it, but I knew I didn’t like it. But he paid well, so I put up with it.

Mr. Jones wasn’t too bad looking, for his age. He had white hair and a strong jaw that was covered with a salt-and-pepper beard. He used to have muscles, but in his old age he didn’t look that strong anymore. He did stocks or something, which was how he could afford such a big house, and my wages.

He seemed really interested in my personal life, too. He was always asking me weird questions, like if I was a good girl, if I made Daddy proud, stuff like that. Usually I just smiled and nodded, because I didn’t really like having to use my brain that much, so it was easy just to say yes to everything. And he always seemed to like my answers, so whatever. Anything to get him off my back, really.

One day, when I came in, Mr. Jones noticed that I was upset. I was upset because I had just gotten another ticket. That would be my fourth that year. I never remembered to pay them or show up for court, and the fees were really adding up. Now, I owed $2,000 or I’d get my license revoked! I couldn’t get to work without my license, so how could I even pay the tickets? I was in big trouble, and I knew it.

Mr. Jones asked what was wrong, and I told him.

“That’s funny,” he said. “You’d think that a girl who looks like you would never get a ticket.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, confused.

“Look at you,” he said. He was sitting in his big leather chair, drinking whiskey. I looked down as he gestured at me. I just saw…me. My tits squeezed into that too-tight shirt, the hint of skin between the bottom of the shirt and the top of the skirt, my knee-high white socks and Mary Jane shoes.

“I don’t understand,” I said. I’d been dusting, but now I just stood in front of him, holding the feather duster.

“You’re hot,” he said. “Don’t you realize that? Your body is desirable. If you showed those cops a little bit of your nice, bouncy tits, you’d never get a ticket.”

I blushed really hard. Mr. Jones was weird, but he never talked to me like that!

“Am I embarrassing you?” He chuckled.

“Yes,” I said. “You are, actually. I’m a good girl, Mr. Jones. I would never do something like that.”

“Oh really,” he said, eyebrows rising. “Never is an awfully strong word. You’re saying you wouldn’t show your breasts for $2,000?”
 

Well, I had to think about that. That was a lot of money. Finally, I nodded, shrugging at the same time.

“I guess,” I said.

“Would you do more than that for $2,000?” He asked, and his green eyes glittered darkly.

“I think so,” I said, wondering what else he had in mind.

“Interesting,” he said, one finger running along the top of his glass. “Sandy, put down the duster for a minute. I want to talk to you.”

He was my boss, so I did it.

“What do you think of me, Sandy?”
 

Hmmm. I couldn’t tell him the truth. But lying is so hard. You have to use so much of your brain. I knew my face was getting all scrunchy as I thought about it.

“I think you’re okay, for a boss,” I said finally. “You’re nice. I like working for you.”

“You do? Sometimes it doesn’t seem that way,” he said. “You don’t seem to like it when I look at you.”

I shrugged, not sure how to respond.

“It’s alright,” he said. “You’re young, I’m old, it’s to be expected. But you understand, I’m a man. I have needs. Looking at you fills some of those needs.”

“Oh,” I said, not entirely sure what he was talking about. “Good. I’m glad.”

“Are you?” he chuckled. “Sandy, what do you think you’re going to do with the rest of your life?”

I sighed. That was the worst question of them all! I didn’t want to do anything. Just live with Daddy until I had to move out, and keep working, I guessed. It would be nice to have a boyfriend, someone like Daddy, who could take care of me. But I didn’t know how to go about getting someone like that.

“I just want to live,” I said. “I don’t really want to do anything.”

“I see,” he said. “Not very ambitious, huh?”
 

I shook my head. That’s what my high school guidance counselor said, too. He was an old man as well, and he looked at me the same way Mr. Jones did. Lots of men did, but I never thought anything of it.

“Well,” he said. “What would you do if I offered you $2,000. Right now.”
 

“I’d take it!” I said quickly, jumping a little. My boobs bounced when I did that. He laughed, staring at my chest.

“Of course you would,” he said. “But you know I couldn’t just give away that much money, right? I would need something in return?”

I nodded. That made sense.

“And Sandy, if I were to offer you $2,000 to obey me for the rest of the night, would that sound like a fair trade?”

I bit my lip. I already spent all my time obeying Mr. Jones. He was my boss, after all. He told me what to do, and I did it. But this seemed…different. Anyway, I nodded.

“Very good,” he said, and I felt kind of happy and proud of myself for answering him correctly. “Now, I can imagine that you might not understand what I mean when I say ‘obey’. You’re 18, right?”

“Yes,” I said.

“You’re a woman now. And you would obey me the way a woman should obey a man.”

I wasn’t getting it. I began to draw circles on the floor with my toe, getting a little bored because he was making me think too hard.

“Look at me,” he snapped, and I did, feeling bad. “Sandy, I’ll get right to the point. I will give you $2,000 tonight, if you allow me to use your body however I want to.”

“What?!” I said, shocked. Now, I understood what he meant – but I didn’t understand why he was saying such a thing to me. Of course I wouldn’t agree to that! How could I? He was old, it was so nasty and wrong!

“You heard me,” he said. “Think about it. $2,000 for one night with me. You do what I say. You don’t even have to use that dense little brain of yours. Just let me touch you however I want to. And you can pay off all your tickets.”

“Um…” I said. Actually, the deal didn’t sound that awful. $2,000 was more than I made in a month! “Isn’t that, like, illegal?”

“So?” Mr. Jones chuckled. “No one will ever know. Not even your Daddy.”

Oh, no. Daddy. I couldn’t do that, not knowing what he would think of me if he ever found out! But how would he found out? I looked down at the floor, feeling like I had to make a big decision, and not really excited about making it.

“One night,” he said. “You’re mine for one night. I won’t be too hard on you. And then you’ll be free to pay your legal fees and keep working for me. You might even enjoy tonight so much that we can make it a more regular thing.”

Not likely! I didn’t want to. But I needed the money. I could feel my lower lip trembling as I slowly lifted my eyes to look at him. Meekly, I nodded.

“Okay,” I said, voice barely a whisper. He grinned, and my gut went cold. It was the kind of grin that a wolf would wear in an old fairy tale.

“You don’t want to do it, do you, Sandy?”

I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’ll have fun converting you.”

Converting me? Converting me to what? Unfortunately, he didn’t expand upon that thought.

“Tell me,” he said. “You don’t have much experience, do you?”

If I was blushing before, I was beet red when he asked that question. I looked down again at my hands.

“No,” I said.

“How much experience do you have?”

I gulped.

“Um…none? I kissed a boy in high school but…”

I shrugged to show him that I hadn’t ever gone farther than that.

“I won’t know what to do,” I offered, trying to find some way out of this. Maybe he would offer me the money some other way?

“You don’t have to know,” he said. “I’m going to tell you. You’re going to obey me. My every word, my every command. You understand that, right?”

I nodded, crestfallen. There was no other way I’d get that money.

“You have a choice,” he said. “You can walk away right now. Do you want to do that?”

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling my eyes begin to water. “Yes, I do. But I need the money. So I choose…I choose to do…that.”

“Do what, Sandy? Say it,” he barked, and I jumped in fear.

“Obey you,” I murmured, squeezing my eyes shut until a tear escaped, dripping down my cheek.

“Good,” he said. “I’m glad you don’t have much experience, actually. It’ll be fun to rip you open. And it’s always nice to see a nice little virgin like you turned into a nasty slut.”

No way! I wouldn’t let that happen! He could do whatever he wanted to me, but I wasn’t going to enjoy it!

“I know you don’t believe that,” he said. “But it’s true. You’re going to beg for more. You’ll want my dick inside you every day. You’ll come back again and again, until you’re so used up that even I won’t want to have anything to do with you.”

My tummy hurt, and another tear slipped down my cheek. I didn’t believe a word of that.

“Are you…are you going to be mean?” I asked. “Are you going to hurt me?”

He chuckled.

“Maybe,” he said. “And it will definitely hurt when I fuck you for the first time. But you’ll be able to take it, Sandy. I promise. The worse I treat you, the more you’ll love it.”

He was a liar. He didn’t know me at all!

“We’re going to begin now, Sandy,” he said, crossing his legs. My heart lurched, panic in my breast. “From now on, you call me Master, or Sir. And you do whatever I say. Whatever I say. Or you don’t get a single penny. Understand?”

“Yes,” I forced myself to say.

“Yes, what?” He yelled.

“Yes, Sir,” I said quickly.

“Already fucking up,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re dumber than you look. That’s alright. You don’t need to be smart to please me. In fact, it’s better if you’re stupid. I like stupid bimbos.”

I was crying hard now, but it seemed to please him instead of bother him.

“Keep crying,” he laughed. “I like it. Now, take off your shirt.”

I looked down at the little white button-up he made me wear. It was tight around my D-cup breasts and only barely covered my taut stomach. But without it, I’d only be in a bra…I didn’t want to take it off.

“Now,” he said, impatiently. With shaking fingers, I reached up and began to unbutton the blouse. Closing my eyes, I could feel my body shaking as I slowly undid each button, until the shirt fell open and I slipped out of it. My plain white bra barely concealed my breasts, and the little skirt that was part of my uniform came up to my hipbones. I was nearly naked!

He watched me, and licked his lips.

“The bra, too,” he said. “I want to see those pretty little tits of yours. I bet your nipples are already getting hard.”

No way! They weren’t…

Oh, no! They were! My nipples were hard. It was cold in the room, though, that was why. I kept my eyes closed as I undid the bra, letting it fall away. My tits bounced in freedom, heavy and full. I blinked my eyes open, and saw him staring lecherously at my chest.

“Not bad,” he said. “Look at me when I compliment you, and thank your Master.”

I forced my eyes to meet his, feeling sick.

“T-thank you, Master,” I said, and the words made that sick feeling go away a little bit. It was okay, I guess, since he liked what he saw, and I didn’t really have to think about anything if I didn’t want to. I could just do what he said, and let my mind go blank. That’s what I did.

“Touch them,” he said. “Cup them and play with your nipples.”

“Sir?” I said.

“Are you telling me you’ve never played with yourself before?” He laughed. I shook my head no. He was very amused by that. “It doesn’t matter. Do what I say. Cup your breasts, and play with your nipples. You’ll see how good it feels.”

Unsure and scared, I reached up for my own breasts, and cupped them. My hands were warm, and my breasts felt soft and heavy. Slowly, I began to squeeze the flesh. He watched me deeply, and his eyes began to feel good on my body. Something warm was happening in my tummy, which was still very knotted up. Slowly, I dared to touch my nipples. The minute I did, I gasped at the sensation. It felt good!

They were hard and pointy, and as I rolled my fingers over them, it felt tingly all down my body, all the way to my thighs, and between them. In fact, my thighs clenched together, and it felt really good down there. My mouth fell open as I watched Master and touched my chest, enjoying the feel of my hands playing with my tits.

“Come here,” he said, and my legs responded without me thinking about it. I walked towards Master, still playing with myself. He spread his legs and grabbed me when I was close enough, pulling me between his knees. Swatting my hands away, he replaced them with his own. I moaned as he grabbed my breasts, massaging them softly at first, then roughly.

“How does that feel, Sandy?” He asked.

“Good, Sir,” I whispered, putting my hands on his shoulders and letting him pinch my nipples. Each time he touched them, my sex tingled. Eventually, I was squirming under my skirt, thighs clenching to try and get some satisfaction down there. I could feel something wet, too. In my panties.

“See?” he said. “You’re a natural born slut.”

“N-no, Sir,” I protested. “Please don’t say that…”

I was so embarrassed of the way my body responded to him. I was really turned on, and I hated the thought that it was because of this dirty old man.

“I can say whatever I want,” he barked, squeezing my breasts so hard that it hurt. “And don’t you dare forget that. You’re a slut, and you’re my slut. The sooner you accept that, the better.”

Suddenly, he leaned forward, and covered my nipple with his mouth. I cried out as pleasure swam through me, the sensation so warm and wet that I wanted more. To my guilty delight, he wanted to give me more, too. His tongue flicked over each nipple in turn, then he wrapped his lips around them and suckled them into his mouth. All the while, he cupped my breasts from below, holding them gently and squeezing them rhythmically.

“Mmm, Sir,” I found myself moaning. “That feels so good…”

“I know it does,” he growled, pulling his mouth away. “It gets better, Sandy. Let me show you.”

I looked down at him, my fear growing as his hands slid down my waist to the top of my skirt. In one strong yank, he tugged it down, revealing my thin panties. I cried out in surprise, then whimpered when he put his hand between my legs, over my panties. He cupped my sex, diving forward to suck my nipples again. That wet feeling increased as he ground his hand against my tight, young delta. Groaning, I felt my hips respond, grinding against him. He pulled his head back and grinned.

“See? Your pussy is wet already,” he said. “You’re a very bad little girl.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I said.

“Getting all wet and horny for your boss,” he continued. “I bet you’re not even thinking about the money anymore, are you? You’re just thinking about how good it feels to let a dirty old man touch your teenage body.”

“Yes, Master,” I gasped as he thrust two fingers between my pussy lips, still covered by my panties. The hard little nub at the top of my sex throbbed as he sliding his fingers against it. When he pulled his hand away, I whimpered in disappointment. His hands travelled around my waist and he squeezed my ass. Then he leaned back, looking me up and down.

“I suppose you’ll do,” he said. “I’ve had better, though. You’ll have to work on that ass. Do some squats. Apologize to me for being less than perfect.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I said, blushing with shame. I don’t know why it bothered me so much; he was a gross old man, and I was young and pretty. But I felt really embarrassed that he didn’t like my ass, and I knew I would be working out as soon as I got home.

“Turn around,” he said. I did as he said, turning so that I faced away from him. My body was tense, and I wanted him to touch me again. But at the same time, my senses were returning, and I felt more and more shame entering my heart. What would Daddy think if he knew I was letting Mr. Jones touch me like this, for money? I was being so bad…I shouldn’t enjoy this. I knew I shouldn’t. I decided I would do my best to stop enjoying it.

That was easy to do once he started slapping my ass.

“I don’t like how much you’re enjoying this,” he said, echoing my thoughts. “I want a girl with a little more pride and resistance. Don’t you feel bad, being such a dirty little slut?”

My voice shook as he spanked me, pain throbbing on my flesh where his hand hit me.

“Yes, Sir,” I squealed, tears welling up again. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“You should be,” he said, continuing to spank me. “Bend over. Touch your toes.”

I obeyed, but slowly, knowing it would just make it easier for him to spank me. Indeed, he started slapping my ass harder and harder.

“Dirty little fuck toy,” he said, punctuating each word with a slap. It was almost more hurtful to be called those awful words than to be spanked like a naughty little girl. I was crying again, my body shaking with sobs. “Cry for me. Cry for Master.”

“Please, Sir,” I moaned, wishing he would stop.

“Had enough?” He asked, suddenly ceasing his violent spanks, grabbing my ass cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezing. “Has my little slut had enough?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned. “I’m sorry, Sir. I don’t want to make you mad, Master. Please…”

“Shut up,” he said. “You loved having my hand between your legs, playing with your clit. But you don’t deserve satisfaction yet.”

What was he talking about? What did he mean? I could feel his hands curling around the top of my panties.

“This isn’t going to feel good,” he said, and ripped them down, leaving me bare. “You’re nice and wet. But fucking a virgin is a pain in the ass. I want you tight, but not too tight.”

My mind was still racing, trying to figure out what he was talking about, when he reached down and I felt a finger against my entrance. I was still bent over, and my spine went stiff. What was he doing? I didn’t understand. He had one hand on my hip, and I felt him pulling, forcing me to walk a few steps backwards.

“Sir?” I asked, not sure if I should be doing something.

“Shut up,” he said, and then I felt him entering me. Slowly, with just one finger. At first, it felt really good. So good that my thighs shook a little. I moaned. But the deeper his finger got, the more uncomfortable it was. Nothing had ever been up there. Not even a tampon. It was a whole new feeling…and it hurt. Even more when I suddenly felt him stop, hitting some barrier inside me.

“Here it is,” he said behind me. I gasped, squirming in pain as he slid another finger into me. It was too much. I couldn’t think through the pain; he was pumping those fingers into me, pressing against that barrier inside me each time. Harder, and harder. When he thrust a third finger inside me, I nearly blacked out.

“Doesn’t feel very good, does it?” he asked, a hint of laughter in his voice.

“N-no, Sir,” I moaned. “Please…it hurts…”

“Good,” he said, and with that word he shoved his fingers into me, harder than ever. I screamed, feeling something inside me split open. Tearing me in two. His fingers just kept driving into me, pumping against my tight, aching walls. He buried his fingers all the way down to the knuckles, spreading me out by moving them around.

“Please….oh, Sir, please, it hurts…”

“I know it does,” he said. “That’s why it’s so much fun.”

I was sobbing, hoping he would finish this soon. The sensation was less painful now, but it still hurt. Though honestly, with each passing second, the pain seemed to become more distant. Something else took its place. Something strange and awful….

I was panting and gasping through my tears as he raped my tight pussy with his fingers. And then he slid his other hand through my thighs, and I felt a pressure against my clitoris. My spine jerked stiffly and I cried out in surprise at the pleasure that pumped through my veins. It felt…good.

But almost as soon as the pleasure started, he stopped it. Pulling away. Taking his fingers out of me. He jerked my body around, making me stumble and trip into his lap, my cheeks stained with tears and my heart beating hard.

“Get up,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and pulling. “You’ll be down there again soon enough. But first, you need to undress me. Nicely. Ask for permission.”

My head was spinning. I couldn’t make any sense of what he was asking. Undress him? Permission? I didn’t get it. I was still throbbing between my legs, my body confused and tense. It only got worse when he reached up and slapped me.

“Now,” he said. He grabbed my wrist, pulling my fingers to his shirt.

“Please, Sir,” I whimpered. “Can I…can I undress you?”

He grinned, and I felt an unreasonable amount of joy in that. I was really happy that I pleased him.

“You may, slut,” he said. Slowly, without really thinking about it, I started to unbutton his shirt. Button by button, I went down, until his chest was revealed. Gray hair covered it, and he had a bit of a belly, but not too bad. He was kind of handsome, now that I looked at him for real. He was very handsome, actually. I was lucky to have such a handsome Master…

What? What was happening in my head?

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said, smirking. “You’re thinking that you enjoy serving me, right? That you like being a little slut?”

I nodded without thinking about it.

“Say it,” he barked.

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “I like being your slut.”

“Even when I hurt you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Especially when you hurt me.”

“Good,” he grinned. “Now get your fucking mouth on my dick. I’ve been hard for a while now. It’s time you earned your keep.”

I snapped out of my trance again. What did that mean? My mouth on his dick? I mean, I knew that people did that, but not most people, right? Just in porn? I wouldn’t know what to do, not at all. What if I wasn’t any good, and he decided not to give me any money? Why did he want me to put his dirty dick in my mouth, anyway?

“What are you waiting for?” he growled, and put his hand on the top of my head.

“I…I don’t know how,” I complained, even as he was pushing me down to my knees. “Please, Sir…”

“Take my cock out, now,” he demanded. I knew I didn’t have a choice, so I quickly undid his belt and zipper. When his cock popped out, I gasped. It was so big! And hairy at the bottom, with a weird liquid dripping from the top. What was I supposed to do with this? I couldn’t possibly fit it in my mouth! “Lick it. Like an ice-cream cone.”

Ew. Ew! I didn’t want to do that.

“Or leave, and you get nothing,” he growled. I’d already done so much…I couldn’t stop now. Closing my eyes, I leaned forward, my tongue out. “I love that look on your face. Disgusted, but bending to your Master’s will.”

My tongue hit his flesh. It tasted all musky and kind of salty, and it was wet from the stuff dribbling out of the top.

“You’re tasting my pre-cum,” he informed me. “You better get used to the taste, because you’re going to eat a lot of it before I’m done using you as my personal fuck toy.”

Grimacing, on the verge of tears again, I began to lick his dick. Just like he said, I licked it like an ice cream cone, up and down. The big, purplish head was the worst part of it all, but he groaned whenever my tongue touched it, so I started to just lick the tip. I felt his hand fall to my head, feeling really heavy.

“Good little girl,” he said. “Suck me like you’re made for it. Because you are. Useless little bitches like you are only good for serving their Masters.”

My sob was stifled by his cock suddenly sliding further into my mouth. His hand on my head forced my mouth down. My eyes opened wide in shock. 


“Use your hand on my balls,” he said. “Cup them, fondle them, like you did for your tits. Worship them with your fingers.” 

I could barely focus on my breath as I tried to get used to the feeling of his cock in my mouth, but I did what he said. My hand cupped his balls, jiggling them slightly. They were huge, and sweaty, and hairy.

“Right,” he moaned, leaning back. “Keep sucking, bitch. You’ve got a long way to go.”

His hand on my head forced me down, down, down. I licked and sucked as hard as I could, spit flowing from my lips down his shaft and over my chin. I could feel my spit on his balls as I cupped and fondled them. His smell was the only thing I could smell, his dick was the only thing I could taste. He was owning my mouth. 


He grabbed a fistful of my hair and jerked upward. I gasped for much-needed breath. Holding my head right where it was, He grabbed his own cock and slid it against my face. My spit and his pre-cum coated my cheek and nose as he rubbed his dirty old cock across my face and lips. 

“Worship it,” he said again.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered. Before I knew it, his cock was dripping again, and now he forced my lips down so that I had to feel it on my tongue and suck it down my throat.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” he said calmly. “And you’re going to swallow every drop I shoot into your throat.”

My eyes went wide at the things he said, but my body was reacting to everything he did. Even as he forced my head down on his cock, going way beyond my comfort level, I could feel my pussy dripping. It still ached in there, but it also felt empty, like I wanted his fingers to fill it up again.

Deeper and deeper, his cock drove into my raw, abused throat. He moved his hands to my cheeks, which made it even harder for me to move. His hips began to jerk, and soon he was thrusting up from below, fucking my face. The way he did it, so hard and fast, I felt like I was choking or drowning from lack of oxygen. Tears spilled down my cheeks, my spit came out like a flood, and my hands still wrapped around his wrinkly balls, cupping them tenderly.

“That’s right,” he said. “This is what you’re good for, Sandy. Never think otherwise. You’re a collection of holes for men to use as they please.”

I closed my eyes, letting his words settle in me. They created a weird kind of peace…and my tummy felt warm again. His breath began to come short and hard, and his thrust were longer and deeper. I could feel his shaft pulsing against my tongue. I just let him use me like that, naked on my knees, doing exactly what he said. Feeling like a toy. And not really hating that feeling. It was so easy…

“Yesss,” he hissed, and suddenly I felt a warm, thick, sticky substance filling my throat. I gagged as it burst into the back of my mouth and began to dribble down my esophagus. I swallowed as best I could, but he kept adding more and more of his thick cum, until it filled my cheeks and dripped down my chin. He kept my face pressed all the way to the base of his cock, my nose pressed into his gray pubes. My stomach hurt from how much cum he made me swallow, and the taste was awful. When he finally released me, I came up with a desperate gasp.

“You missed some,” he growled, pointing to my chin. “Gobble it up, like a good little cumguzzler.”

He held my chin in his hand, squeezing my cheeks, and used his finger to wipe his cum from my chin. He stuffed his finger into my mouth and I licked it clean, obeying him. It tasted a little better now that I’d gotten used to it. When he pulled his finger away, I made sure to keep sucking all the way, even leaning forward a little, reluctant to let it go. I liked the feeling of something in my mouth. It was kind of comforting, actually.

“Good girl,” he said, petting my hair. I felt a little burst of pride in my chest, and smiled up at him.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said.

“Want your reward?” He asked, standing up and adjusting his pants, buckling them. Reward? What kind of reward? I wasn’t sure I wanted any reward he could give me…

“Too bad,” he said. “Because you’re getting it.”

I didn’t have time to respond. He just grabbed a handful of my hair and started dragging. I uttered a sharp cry of pain as he pulled me along behind him, forcing me to walk at an awkward crouch. He pulled me through the house like a naughty dog, until we arrived at his bedroom. Then he pulled me up and tossed me onto the bed like a rag doll. I landed with a bounce and a gasp. I was still naked, and my tits bounced freely along with the rest of my body.

“Get up on your knees, and turn around,” Master said. I kept my eyes on his for as long as I could, panic in my breast. My senses were coming back to me again, and I was remembering how wrong all this was. How come, when he touched me, it was like my mind went blank? And then when he stopped touching me, I felt such shame and disgust? But I obeyed him. I needed the money, and I’d come so far already…

I felt him approach from behind. His fingers landed lightly on my hips, and slowly trailed up my sides. I shuddered. It felt good. Really good. Slowly, he reached my breasts. He used one hand to move my hair to the side, and I felt his lips land on my shoulders. I gasped in pleasure as his hands and lips moved over me.

He cupped my breasts from behind, rubbing my nipples in that way that made my clit tingle. His mouth traced my back. Slowly, he pushed until I was on my hands and knees, and he was leaning over me. His tongue went over my spine as his hands teased my heavy breasts. Gravity forced them down, filling his hands so he could easily squeeze and grope me.

“Good little slut,” he murmured. “Doesn’t Master make you feel good?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped, my pussy getting really wet.

“You’d do anything for Master, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned.

“Do you love him, fuckslave?”

“Yes, Master,” I said, without thinking. He was making me say things I didn’t mean, didn’t believe…it felt so dirty and wrong, but his hands and his lips and his tongue felt so right. I could feel his hips against my ass, and my own hips responding.

“So turned on,” he said, a smile in his voice. “You’re going to learn to love so many things. You’re going to beg for my cum. You’re going to lick it off the floor for breakfast. You’ll beg to spend the night at my feet, so you can serve me first thing in the morning…”

“Sir,” I moaned.

“You live with your father, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, and the thought of Daddy reminded me how sick all this was. But he kept on touching me in that way, and I was gushing between my legs.

“Not anymore,” he said. “When I’m through with you, you’ll never go home to Daddy. I’m your Daddy now. Understand?”
 

With that, he reared back, leaving my body cold and needy.

“Understand?” he slapped my ass again, and I squealed.

“Yes, Sir!”

“I’m all you need,” he said, slapping me once more. Unlike last time, these spanks felt good. Really good. I wanted to touch myself between the legs as he hit me.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “All I need…thank you, Sir…”

He stopped spanking me. His hands settled on my ass cheeks. He squeezed them once, then spread them wide. My heart was beating fast, my body on fire. I waited for what came next.

I could never have predicted it.

Something warm and wet covered my tight, pink, virgin rosebud. I shot straight up in surprise, but Master’s hand pushed me down again, so hard that this time I wound up on my face, my hands clawing at the bed.

“Lay still,” he growled. “This is my body, and I put my tongue where I want to.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I squealed. He started to lick my ass again, and now he slipped a hand between my legs. My wet pussy quivered as he slid a finger between my lips. His finger found my clit and began to circle it. I cried out, gasping and squealing as he licked my ass and rubbed my clit. It felt so good, and so bad at the same time. What kind of dirty whore was I, letting this old man lick my virgin asshole? He was old enough to be my Daddy…

All thoughts disappeared when he flicked my clit with his thumb. I groaned, drooling onto the sheets. His tongue stopped playing with my rosebud at last, but it only travelled downward. Licking between my cheeks. Getting closer and closer to my heated slit. His fingers rubbed my clit gently, teasing me.

“P-please, Master,” I begged, not even knowing what I was begging for. When he slipped his tongue into my pussy, I quaked. It felt so good that I thrust back, wanting more. I kind of felt like I had to pee, but different. My tits pressed against the sheets, and without thinking I reached under myself to begin playing with my nipples. He fucked my pussy with his tongue, rubbing my clit harder and harder.

“I told you that you were a slut,” he murmured between my legs. Before I realized what was happening, he flipped me over onto my back. He spread my legs wide, positioning himself between them. “Just a dirty little slut. I’m not going to be satisfied until I hear you beg me.”

“Beg for…for what? Master…”

“To let you cum,” he smirked, and then lowered himself down. His tongue traced my slit again and I cried out. He traced upward. Where his fingers had rubbed my clit, he now used his lips, suckling it between them. His fingers came to my slit again. Last time, it had hurt so much, so my instinct was to try and get away. But he held me down, held me tight. I couldn’t move.

He slipped a finger between my legs. This time, it felt good. My hips jerked up. His tongue lapped at my clit, flicking it while his lips suckled. His fingers curled and pulsed inside me. Slowly, he began to thrust. My stomach was on fire inside, my cheeks burning up.

“Oh,” I moaned. “Oh, Master, oh, oh God, don’t stop, Sir, please…”

He didn’t stop. He went harder. His tongue moved faster. This old man was between my legs, kissing my most private places, and all I could do was beg for more.

“Please, Sir,” I moaned without thinking, hoping if I said whatever he wanted, he would make me feel really good. He would make me cum. I didn’t know what that would be like, but I knew I wanted it. “I’ll be yours forever, Master, please, just please, I’ll be your fuckslave, I’ll let you cum anywhere, just please, Sir, I need it, I need, please…”

He growled against my flesh and thrust his fingers into me, harder and deeper than ever. At the same time, he drew his teeth gently down across my swollen, throbbing clit. I exploded. Juices ran across his fingers, my pussy clenched and released over and over again. I rode his face as I came, letting him lick and suck me until I was spent and panting.

“Th-thank you, Sir,” I gasped, watching him rise between my legs. To my amazement, I could see a bulge under his pants. I thought guys could only cum once…

He began to unzip himself. He saw my confusion and smirked.

“Modern medicine is amazing,” he said. “I’ll be able to fuck you all night, Sandy. I’m going to fill you up, just like you asked. Every hole is mine. You still don’t understand, but you will. You’re already mine.”

His cock came out again, looking as big and angry and scary as ever. My pleasure disappeared and I scrambled backward. Putting it in my mouth was one thing but…

“P-please don’t, Sir,” I begged. “I can’t take it. It’s too big. Please, don’t take my virginity.”

“Then you don’t get any money,” he said, stroking himself. He dribbled again, that thick salty liquid.

I couldn’t back out now!

“But I’m not on…you know,” I said, thinking quickly.

“Good,” he grinned. “I like my sluts warm and fertile. A little teenage pussy like yours, you might even get pregnant tonight.”

“I can’t get pregnant, Master,” I gasped. “I’m only 18!”

“Of course you can,” he growled. “I’d take care of you, stupid. You’re going to bear my children, one way or another. I’ll keep you chained upside-down and use you as a breeding slave if I have to. But this is more pleasant, isn’t it? Come here.”

I didn’t want to. I was scared. And I didn’t want to get pregnant.

But with that money, I could buy the morning after pill.

I had to do it.

I lowered my eyes and crawled forward.

“Good girl,” he said.  When I was kneeling in front of him, my head down, he lifted my chin so I was forced to look up. “You’re going to watch me fuck you. You’re going to watch me take your virginity.”

I nodded. He pushed me down, onto my back, and grabbed my legs. I wasn’t really sure what he was doing, but he put my feet on his chest and grabbed my hips, jerking my body until my ass hit his thighs. I squealed as I felt his cock sliding between my pussy lips.

They were soaked, and he rubbed his shaft between them, back and forth, rubbing my clit each time. Slowly, as I stared up at him, I almost felt like I was going into a trance. It felt good, the way he rubbed his cock between my lips. And by the time he pressed the head of his cock against my slit, I was panting and drooling, totally mindless.

He pressed his hips forward, and the pain brought me back to life. I gasped. He forced himself forward, stretching my pussy to its limits and beyond. With a groan, I felt him jam his entire cock into my virgin pussy. He watched me, smirking at my pain.

“You’re so hot and tight,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir,” I grit out as he began to fuck me. Back and forth, he forced himself into me. Each time, it felt like he was stretching me a little wider than the last. My hands grasped the sheets and I clenched them tight, powering through the pain. Underneath it, I could feel, a strange swelling pressure. My hips began to move on their own. I let my head fall back, trying to look up at him but overwhelmed by the feeling of his hips jerking against my ass, driving his cock against my womb.

“Oh, god,” I moaned. Pleasure began to curl inside me instead of pain.

“Good girl,” he groaned, watching my tits bounce with each thrust. I grabbed them, pinching my own nipples for his pleasure. Groaning, he slid me forward, forcing my thighs wide and pushing himself down between them. His body covered mine, his cock pumping into my teenage pussy while his mouth latched onto my lips.

He kissed me, his tongue invading my mouth. He tasted like whiskey. I let him kiss me, feeling his massive dick strike against my pussy walls. Slowly, I started to kiss him back, realizing it made his cock feel even better. He grunted into my mouth, grabbed my hair, and forced my head back against the sheets. He grabbed one breast in his hand and bit down on my neck as he jackhammered between my thighs. I lifted my knees, feeling him drive deeper. That pressure built inside me.

‘Oh, Master,” I said. “Sir, that feels…yes, Sir, yes, yes, please…”

“You want to cum so bad,” he growled. “You do it. Pleasure me.”

Suddenly, he flipped over onto his back, and I found myself straddling him. For a second, all I could do was look down. Then he shifted, and his cock slipped deeper into my pussy, piercing a part of me that jolted in pain. I cried out; he grabbed my hips and started to move me, bouncing me up and down on his cock.

“Touch yourself,” he demanded. I put a hand between my pussy lips and found my clit. I rubbed myself as he fucked me from below, his hips driving up against my womb, deeper than I could stand. “Cum for me. Now, you stupid little bitch. Cum for Master.”

My stomach shuddered, the pressure inside bursting wide. My toes curled as my juices spilled down over his balls and my walls clenched around him. He held me down, pumping deep inside me as I came, shuddering on his dick. I felt so good, I wanted it to keep happening forever. I looked down at Master, dazed. He looked so handsome all of a sudden. He grinned up at me and then flipped me over again. My upper body collapsed into the bed as his hand shoved my hip upward and back against him. With my ass in the air, he fucked me from behind, making me cum again almost at once.

“See? See how good it feels when you let your body do what it’s meant to do?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, finally meaning it. I did love it. I loved it so much that I wished he wouldn’t ever cum, so I could keep bouncing on his dick forever. “I love it, Master. Oh, please don’t stop, Sir. You make me feel so good…”

“Yes, I do,” he said. “No one will ever make you feel as good as Master. You’ll stay here with me, and bear my children, and fuck me whenever I tell you to. Right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned, feeling another climax build in me as he ravaged my teenage pussy from behind. “I’ll do anything you say, Master. I love you, Master. Please, get me pregnant so I can stay here forever…”

“Not tonight,” he said, laughing a bit. When he pulled away, violently, I cried out from desperation. Even so, I knew there would be plenty more where that came from. I did love him. I couldn’t wait to begin a life as his fuckslave…

I felt something hard pressing against my rosebud. Hard and wet and soft at the same time. It pressed forward, and I groaned.

“One last hole, and then you’re mine,” he growled. Inch by inch, he slid his dick into my asshole. I cried out in pain. As soon as I realized what he was doing, I tried to scramble away and stop him. Not that! That was too dirty. I’d do anything for Master, but not that!

“Don’t you dare,” Master barked, grabbing my hips. With a screech, I felt him slam my body backwards, burying his whole dick into my ass at the same time. He split my ass wide with his massive cock. “You’re going to take me in your ass, and you’re going to thank me for it.”

Slowly, he began to fuck my ass. Lubricated by my pussy juices, he slid back and forth. It was more painful than when he was in my slit! A different kind of pain, and it turned into a different kind of pressure. A slow, building sensation. Master leaned forward, which drove his cock downward in my abused ass. He brought one hand around my waist and found my clit.

“Oh!” I cried out as he began to rub my clit while fucking my tender, virgin ass.

“Enjoy it,” he growled. “Cum with my dick in your ass.”

I rubbed my face against the sheets, feeling the strange swirl of sensation in my tummy. It hurt, but it felt so good. He pressed against my pussy with each stroke, and rubbed my clit just the way I needed. My breath slowly grew short and shallow as my muscles tensed up, going as tight as rubber bands.

“Fuck, yeah,” he growled. “Cum for me, so that tight little ass clenches up and I can fill it with cum. Do it, fuckslave. Do it, and show Master how much you love him.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I whispered, voice quivering. He stroked my clit one last time, slammed himself into my pussy, and pulsed. The throb of his cock releasing his cum matched the swell of my climax as my body shuddered. My muscles snapped in release, the tension exploding into pleasure.

My eyes rolled back and I groaned, slobbering like an animal onto the sheets as he filled my ass with his seed. He spit down onto my back, using me like the object I was. The object I wanted to be. I had let this man violate every hole, all for a little bit of money. I was a worthless teenage whore, and the best I could do was to be his little cockslut. Moaning, I felt him pump gallons of cum into my virgin asshole, milked by my spasming muscles.

“Good girl,” he murmured as his thrusts slowed down and the last of his cum dribbled into me. My body felt full, my stomach sloshing with cum, his seed dripping from my ass, my pussy leaking onto my thighs. He pushed me down and rolled me over, looking down at me.

“Clean me off,” he ordered, beckoning me up. I knew what he meant this time, and took his half-erect cock into my mouth, sucking myself off him until he went limp and pushed me away. I swayed, sitting on his bed, trying to make sense of things. He turned and went to the dresser. I watched him pick up a bundle of cash.

“You’ve earned it, after all,” he said, holding it out to me. I just stared at it.

“What do I need that for?” I asked, voice thick with my exhaustion. “Are you kicking me out, Master?”

He grinned, and returned the money to the dresser. This time, he opened the drawer at the top and when he turned around he was holding a black leather band. I sat still as he attached it to my neck.

“If you really want to stay here with me,” he said. “You’ll have to follow every rule. You’re my pet. You’re a dog. You walk like a dog. You beg like a dog. You obey like a dog. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, leaning in so he could pet me. His touch sparked joy inside me.

“Good,” he said. “Now, you look tired. You can take a nap, if you like. And when you wake up, you can have a nice big dinner.”

He grabbed his cock to show me exactly what dinner would consist of, and I licked my lips in excitement.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said. “I’m so glad you helped me discover my purpose, Master.”

“Of course, little girl,” he said. “My pleasure. I can’t wait until you meet the others. They’ll be so excited to have a new plaything…”

The others? Did he mean other pets, or other men like him?

“You’ll see,” he chuckled. “You’re mine now. You’ll see what that entails soon enough. I like to share my playthings. And so do my friends. Sleep, now. You’ll need your rest to take what I have planned for you tonight. Nothing like breaking in a new cumdumpster.”

I couldn’t keep track of everything he was saying. My mind was swimming, my body exhausted. I was filthy, drenched in cum and spit. I yawned and stretched out on the bed. When I woke up, Master would teach me even more about what a good little cockslave I could be. I already felt like I missed his dick inside me, and when I slept I dreamed of it. I dreamed of swallowing his delicious seed, and serving him until he came inside me, again and again, fertilizing my fresh young womb with his cum…

I was the happiest little pet you could imagine. I’d finally discovered what life was all about. All thanks to Master. I would never need or want for anything, ever again. I was free.



My Submissive Students

You could tell just from looking at her that she was the queen bee in high school. All haughty and self-important. She still hadn’t learned that what made you cool in high school didn’t translate in college. Sure, she was hot – at 18, her body was as hot as it’d ever be. Two nice, perky, C-cup tits over a taut stomach that tapered out into generous hips. She had wavy, sandy blonde hair and a natural pout that made her look like the perfect little tease.

She knew it, too. Played it up. She was always wearing miniskirts and tiny tank tops to class. Even now, as she sat in my office, she was wearing a pleated, plaid skirt and long white knee-length socks, a too-tight black shirt with a low v-neck barely hiding her breasts.

“Um,” she said, snapping her gum. “Like, what did you call me in here for?”

I smiled. We’d get to the real answer of that question soon enough. In the meantime…

“Well, Jackie,” I said. “You’re aware that I teach two Russian history courses at this university, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” she said, like it was obvious. “My stepsister is in your other class.”

“Exactly,” I said, pulling out the essay assignment I’d given both classes. One was Jackie’s, one was Sylvia’s. I pushed them both across the desk.

“Can you tell me, Jackie, what you make of these two essays?”
Jackie shrugged, leaning forward. It gave me a beautiful view of her cleavage. Her blue eyes scanned the pages.

“They’re two copies of my essay,” she said, leaning back and shrugging. “So?”
“Actually,” I said, tapping the first paper. “If you’ll look closely, you’ll see one very important difference.”

Jackie’s eyes rolled as she leaned forward again, looking at where my finger lay.

“Yeah, so?” she asked.

“Is that your name?” I prodded, getting frustrated in spite of myself. She was a spoiled little brat, for sure. She rolled her eyes again.

“Obviously not,” she said. “But so what? Why should we have both turned in different papers? What would be the point of that? We worked on it together.”

“Did I ever say, at any point during my class, that I would accept a paper written by two students?”

“No,” she said. “But it’s a good essay.”

“That doesn’t matter,” I said. “It’s cheating.”

“We didn’t plagiarize!”

“Cheating is cheating,” I said. “This could get you expelled.”

Finally, she gave me her attention.

“Expelled?! But why?!”

“Two of you did the work together, but how do I know that? For all I know, one of you plagiarized off the other. And since you are sisters…”

“Stepsisters,” she corrected. I waved her off.

“..you would certainly cover for each other. Thus, I am left to assume that one of you copied the other, which is plagiarism, which is punishable by expulsion. And if one of you doesn’t come forward as the cheater, I will have you both expelled.”

Her jaw dropped nearly to the floor. I could see that pink wad of gum in her cheek. Her blue eyes were already quivering, tears on their way.

“Please,” she said. Ah, I love that word! “Don’t do that, Professor Linkletter!”

“Why shouldn’t I?” I asked, enjoying the way she wiggled in discomfort.

“Because honest, we didn’t cheat! Why am I the only one here? Where’s Sylvia?!”

“Actually, she’s supposed to be here,” I said. “She’s late. Very rude of her.”

Sylvia was very different than Jackie. You could tell they weren’t related by blood. Sylvia was brown haired, mousy, and green-eyed. Slimmer, with smaller breasts. Still adorably 18, though.

I’m used to my female students having crushes on me. Having an 18 year old at my disposal isn’t something out of the realm of possibility. I’m a silver fox, with a full head of hair and a strong jaw. I look half my age, except for my hair color. I’m tall and lean, and regularly visit the gym.

So I wasn’t doing this for lack of opportunity.

I was doing it because I loved it. I loved turning innocent little brats into submissive sluts. I could tell from the moment I saw both Jackie and Sylvia that they would be perfect for my depraved purposes.

“Please,” Jackie whimpered again. “I’ll do anything. Don’t expel me!”

“Anything?” I asked. Hook,  line, and sinker! She nodded, eyes wide. She was pushing her chest out. I bet she was used to getting her way by flashing cleavage. She’d be flashing a lot more than that before I was done with her. “Well…”

I crossed my legs, studying her, pretending to think.

“I suppose that we could work out a deal,” I said. “But it will take a lot of work on your part.”
“I’m a very hard worker!” she exclaimed.

“That’s not what I assumed from this paper,” I glowered, reminding her what was at stake. “You’ll have to work much harder to change my mind.”

She nodded along, listening intently.

“Jackie, I’m a man of considerable influence at this school,” I said.

“Yes, sir, I can tell,” she said, sucking up.

“But my work can be quite stressful. I’m always looking for new ways to relieve my stress. And I think that we can come to an agreement, if you’re willing to relieve my stress this semester.”

“Okay,” Jackie kept nodding like an idiot. “I can do that!”

“You understand what I mean, Jackie? You know what I expect from you?”

“Well…no,” she admitted. “But whatever it is, I’m willing!”

“I’m talking about sex, Jackie,” I said, point-blank. For a second she just blinked. Then, her face fell. “Sucking and fucking. I’m talking about you – and your sister – being my little pets for the rest of the year. In return, I will forget about your cheating, and you’ll even both get a guaranteed A at the end of term.”

“Oh,” she said quietly. “Oh. I don’t think we can do that, sir.”

“Why not?”

“Well…um…it just seems…wrong,” she said. “I don’t want to have sex with you.”

I smiled.

“But you see, that’s what makes you perfect,” I said. “I have the rare chance to show you just how wonderful it can be to use your natural gifts to your advantage. What you learn with me will take you far, Jackie.”

She still looked doubtful.

“Much farther than you’ll get when you’re expelled,” I barked, changing my tone. She jumped in her seat. Her cheeks were bright red, her eyes wet.

“Now, I know you’re going to say yes, Jackie,” I went on. “So let’s skip to the rules, shall we?”

“I…I don’t…”

“Shut up,” I barked, and she jumped again, shrinking back in the chair.

“Are you going to be a good girl and listen?” I asked. Sniffling, she looked at me one last time, eyes begging me for mercy. Then, she nodded.

Jackpot.

“First off,” I said. “I want you to call me Daddy. At all times. Got it?”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good. And you’ll do whatever I say, for the rest of the semester. Starting right now.”

She sniffled as she nodded.

“And when your stepsister gets here, she’ll do the same,” I said. “If she refuses, you both get expelled. Got it?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she answered meekly.

“Whatever I say,” I reminded her. I towered over her, a good foot taller than her 5’2 frame. Her blue eyes were wide and watery. Just as I liked to see them. “You can do that, can’t you? You’re so clever, it shouldn’t be a problem, should it?”

“N-no, Daddy,” she murmured.

“Very good,” I said, gracing her with a smile. “Now, strip. Get my cock nice and hard.”

She acted like no one had ever seen her naked, or even said the word “cock” around her. Maybe no one ever had. Maybe she was the kind of stuck-up bitch that kept guys at bay with her snotty attitude. I watched her shoulders tremble as she brought her hands to her shirt and pulled it up over her head. Her round, perky tits jiggled in the cups of her bra, milky white and soft. She kept her eyes downcast as she undid her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She bent to take off the socks.

“Keep those on,” I said. “I like the way you look in them. Like my little schoolgirl slut.”

Her eyes darted up to meet mine for a second, and I saw the disgust and fear and shame in them. It got me hard immediately.

“You’re taking too long,” I said. “Get naked, Jackie. Now. I want to know what color your nipples are. I bet they’re delicious, pink and hard…”

Her lips quivered as she reached around and undid her bra. Sure enough, as her tits spilled free, her nipples showed themselves. Small and pink, they were hard in the cold office air. My mouth watered even as my cock jerked in response. Finally, she reached down to her panties and peeled them down, showing me the last bit of her body. She stood before me, 18 years old and naked from head to toe, shaking in shame and cold.

I was so hard, it was starting to hurt. But I wasn’t done having fun with her yet.

“Tell me, Jackie,” I said. “Have you ever been with a man before?”

A tear spilled down her cheek as she shook her head. She was a virgin. Beautiful. I couldn’t wait to turn her into a depraved slut, addicted to my cum.

“Has a man ever seen you naked?” I asked. She shook her head again, looking up at the ceiling. “Touched your breasts, your pussy?”

“No, Daddy,” she squeaked out. “Never.”

“What a shame,” I said. “How selfish of you, keeping such a hot, tight body locked up for so long. Do you at least touch yourself?”

“Touch myself? No,” she said, sniffling. “I don’t, Daddy.”

“I’ve got my work cut out for me then,” I said with a sigh. “Come here, Jackie. I’m going to introduce you to a whole new world of pleasure.”

She hesitated. I could almost see her mind turning. This was the point of no return. If she let me touch her, it was over. I could see her looking over her shoulder, at the door. Waiting for her sister, just as I was. I was growing very impatient to have them both here.

“Don’t make me punish you,” I barked. “Come here, Jackie. Sylvia won’t be able to help you when she comes. She’s in trouble too, remember?”

Jackie nodded and stepped forward, her cheeks bright red as she came within arm’s reach. Just at that moment, Sylvia chose to make her appearance. I was a little annoyed at being interrupted right as I was going to get my hands on Jackie’s perfect tits, but I did need Sylvia for my plan to really come true.

“Open the door for your sister,” I said. “Lock it behind her.”

Jackie was ecstatic to be away from me for even a second. She quickly opened the door and beckoned Sylvia in. Sylvia, shorter and slimmer, looked wide-eyed at her naked sister.

“Jackie! What is going on!” Sylvia looked at me, shock in her features. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch, where my cock was clearly visible.

I could already tell, this one wasn’t a virgin.

“Go ahead,” I said, smirking. “Tell her, Jackie.”

Jackie looked at me desperately before she turned back to her sister. Instead of saying it all out loud, she leaned in and whispered in Sylvia’s ear. I got to watch Sylvia’s face contort from fear to disbelief to shame to fear again. Finally, Jackie stepped back.

“That’s crazy!” Sylvia exclaimed. “I am not doing that!”
“Then you’ll both be expelled,” I said.

“Please,” Jackie begged. “You know what would happen if we were kicked out of school!”

“But…but…”

“Come on, Sylvia,” I said. “I can tell, this isn’t your first rodeo. Jackie come back here, now.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Jackie whimpered, coming back to stand before me. I turned her around, so that her back was against my chest. Reaching around, I finally got my hands on those delectably round breasts of hers. I spoke to Sylvia while kneading and squeezing Jackie’s tits, pinching her nipples, feeling her body slowly begin to heat up in response.

“Sylvia, I’m not going to tell you that you don’t have a choice, because you do. We always have a choice. But your choices are very limited. You can stand in front of me and strip, or you can walk out of this office and into the nearest fast food joint and ask for an application. You’re a bright girl. I know you’ll see the obvious benefits to doing things my way.”

“But…but…” Sylvia stammered, watching Jackie intently as I slowly brought her sister’s desire to life with my hands. I knew just how to tease her body so that she was confused about what she wanted and what she needed. I could feel her already beginning to wiggle in need.

“Do it now, Sylvia,” I said, and squeezed Jackie extra hard, pinching her nipples tighter than ever. Jackie yelped. “Or you’ll both be in big trouble.”

“Fine!” Sylvia sobbed, stomping her feet.

“Behave yourself,” I said coolly. “Jackie told you the rules, didn’t she? You’re to call me Daddy, at all times. And from now on, you do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Understand?”

Sylvia moaned and sniffled.

“Y-yes…D-daddy…”

“Good girl,” I said. “Now get over here, and get those stupid clothes off.”

I removed my hands from Jackie’s breasts, happy to hear her quiet murmur of disappointment.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock while I watch your sister strip,” I ordered. Jackie’s eyes widened, as though this was surprising. She really was very stupid and innocent. I put my hand on her head and pushed; at least she went down without a struggle. But once she was down there, she didn’t do anything. I sighed.

“Unzip me, take me out, and suck me,” I ordered. I looked up at Sylvia, who was still standing there with an equally stupid look on her face. “Come on, Sylvia. Show me something nice.”

Her shoulders shook as she began to unbutton her blouse. Just like her sister, she kept her eyes down the whole time. I felt Jackie undo my pants, and heard her gasp as my cock popped free. I’m the proud owner of an 8-incher, and I smiled at her reaction. I looked down, watching her face contort as she looked at me, all thick and veiny. I was already dripping pre-cum, ready for her to suck me down.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Start licking.”

“H-how, Daddy?” she asked, blinking up at me with total innocence. I glanced up at Sylvia, who was naked from the waist up. Her smaller, B-cup tits were still nice and perky and round, her nipples darker. Her body was much slimmer, too. She was watching, rapt, as her sister reached a hand around my cock and gripped it.

“Open your mouth, stick your tongue out, and lick,” I instructed. The warmth of Jackie’s palm wrapped around my cock was delicious, and I couldn’t wait to feel her tongue. “Lick it like an ice-cream cone. The most delicious you’ve ever had.”

She grimaced, looking dubiously at the head of my cock. Sylvia was naked now, standing unsurely in the center of the room. I beckoned her over, and she came, reluctantly. I kept my eyes on Jackie, watching her slowly stick her tongue out. She leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. I groaned in pleasure at the feeling of her soft tongue on my tip, my pre-cum sliding down her throat as she whimpered in protest. She started to lick me up and down, long strokes on my shaft.

It felt like heaven, especially when I grabbed Sylvia and pulled her up, forcing her onto her tiptoes. Her back arched and she yelped in surprise. I leaned down and wrapped my mouth around one perfect breast, flicking my tongue over her nipple. Her groan of pleasure only satisfied me further. Jackie was still licking me, covering me in her spit. But I was getting impatient, and reached down to grab the back of her head.

“Now open wide, and suck,” I said, thrusting my hips forward. I heard her muffled scream as I buried myself into her warm mouth, sucking Sylvia’s nipple between my lips and biting gently until she was writhing in my arms. I heard Jackie’s harsh breath, coming through her nostrils, as I thrust into her throat, shoving myself as deep as I could. Her hands clutched my thighs for balance.

My hand held her head in place as I raped her sweet little mouth, sucking her sister’s tits at the same time. Sylvia wrapped her arms around my neck for balance as I held her in an unnatural angle. I could have stayed there forever, fucking one sister’s mouth while I sucked the other’s tits, but I had an even better idea.

I took a handful of Jackie’s hair and yanked her mouth off my dick, hearing her gasp and choke on the unexpected air. Pushing Sylvia away, I yanked Jackie to her feet. She squealed, following me to the desk.

“Lay down,” I said, hoisting her up. “Sylvia, come here.”

Scared and obedient, Jackie lay across my desk, her head hanging off one end.

“Jackie, I’m going to need you to worship this cock for me,” I said. “Act like you can’t live without it. Understand?”

She sobbed as she nodded, her body flushed and shaking. Her nipples were still hard.

“Good,” I said. “Open up.”

Obediently, she opened her jaw. Her head hanging from the desk allowed me to sink deep in her throat without choking her. I held her cheeks, holding her in place as I slid between her lips. My balls churned at the delightful sensation of my head sucked into her velvety throat. Groaning, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation for a minute.

“Sylvia,” I said. “It’s not fair for your sister to do all this work with no reward. Get between her legs and lick her.”

“What?!” Sylvia exclaimed, staring at her spread-out sister. ‘That’s…no way!”

“Do it, or fail out of college,” I said, steadily pumping into Jackie’s throat as I spoke. Sylvia stared, mouth open. But then she realized I was serious, and slowly approached the desk.

“Knees up, Jackie,” I said. “Spread wide and enjoy.”

Before my eyes, I watched Sylvia climb naked onto the desk, her tight little breasts swinging. Slowly, nervously, she positioned herself between her sister’s legs and leaned down. Closing her eyes, she reached her tongue out and began to lick at Jackie’s slit. I immediately heard Jackie’s muffled moans, the vibrations tantalizing around my shaft. Her body shuddered in pleasure as Sylvia ate her out.

I reached out and grabbed Jackie’s generous breasts, kneading them as I fucked her mouth, her head hitting the table with each stroke. She was drooling all over me, making my cock nice and lubed up as it pierced down her throat. My balls smacked against her nose and eyes, her eyelashes tickling my sensitive flesh.

Sylvia’s delicious little ass lifted in the air as she ate her sister’s pussy, licking at her clit. Pinching Jackie’s nipples, I watched her hips jerk in response. I could see her chest heaving, feel her body heating up. She was enjoying her sister’s tongue. Almost as much as I was enjoying her throat.

“Go ahead and cum, Jackie,” I said, grabbing her head again. “Make me happy. Daddy wants to see you cum.”

Even as I spoke the words, I watched her body go still. And then it released, shaking, as she came, spilling into Sylvia’s tongue. The sight was so good that I couldn’t hold back. Groaning, I thrust deep into her throat and came, feeding her burst after burst of my thick cum. She was holding onto the desk for dear life as she dealt with the orgasm that rocked her body and the cum dripping down her throat at the same time. Sylvia gasped, coming up for air, her lips wet from her sister’s pleasure.

I pulled from Jackie’s throat. She gasped for air, lifting her head from the desk. My cum coated her lips, dripped down her chin. Sylvia looked at her sister with such shame and regret that I almost felt bad for them. Almost.

“Come on up here, Sylvia,” I said, my hands on Jackie’s shoulders, holding her still. “I’ve got a lot left in mind for you two, but I need some inspiration to get hard again. Why don’t you kiss Jackie clean? She’s a little messy, as you can see.”

Sylvia shook her head, eyes wide. I gave her a very serious look.

“You are very disobedient,” I said. “Maybe you don’t deserve to be in college, after all.”

“No,” she gasped. “I’ll do it.”

Jackie moaned, recovering from her climax, the realization that her sister was the one to make her cum dawning on her. As Sylvia crawled forward, Jackie tried to back up, but I held her firm.

“Let your sister clean you up,” I whispered in her ear. Sylvia crawled over Jackie’s body, their nude flesh pressing together. Slowly, their lips met, and I leaned back to watch. Sylvia moaned as she worked her tongue around Jackie’s lips, cleaning the cum from them. Slowly, Jackie began to fall backward under the pressure of Sylvia’s body, and the two girls writhed together, pressing their cunts and breasts together as they kissed.

“Beautiful,” I said, watching, my dick in my hand.  “Now Jackie, why don’t you return the favor? Sylvia, go ahead and get yours. I want you to kneel on your sister’s face and cum on her tongue.”

The girls both looked at me.

“Please,” Jackie moaned. “Don’t make us do that…Daddy.”

“Then you fail,” I said, reminding them of our agreement. “And all this will have been for nothing.”

Sylvia looked down at Jackie.

“It’s okay,” she said. ‘We can do this.”

Jackie nodded. I watched them get into position, Sylvia slowly lowering herself down onto Jackie’s waiting tongue. Her moan of pleasure filled the room as her body reacted to the stimulation. She couldn’t deny the pleasure as her sister returned the favor, licking her pussy up and down. Sylvia surprised me by grabbing her breasts, teasing her own nipples while she rode Jackie’s face.

My cock was coming back to life as I watched the sisters writhe together. Jackie reached up and held onto Sylvia’s ass cheeks as she slurped and sucked her clit.

“Oh, Jackie,” Sylvia moaned. “Fuck…”

I approached the desk, standing near Jackie’s feet so I could see the action from a new angle. Jackie’s pussy dripped, and I couldn’t help but reach for it, feeling her jump and hearing her squeal as I plunged my fingers into her tight, virgin pussy. Pumping my way up her tightness, I felt her hymen; she was telling the truth about being  a virgin. I grinned,  pulling my fingers out and rubbing them over her hard little clit. Sylvia was pumping her hips now, rubbing herself against Jackie’s face while she panted in pleasure.

“That’s right, Sylvia,” I said. “Cum on your sister’s tongue.”

“Oh, fuck,” Sylvia groaned, thrusting down, engulfing Jackie with her dripping pussy. I watched her perfect little ass shaking as she came, humping Jackie’s tongue throughout the climax.

My cock was perfectly hard again, the sight of the girls moaning and writhing doing the trick. I couldn’t wait to plunge into Jackie’s fresh, virgin pussy. As Sylvia lifted off her sister’s mouth and turned to look at me, I saw her eyes dull and lidded with pleasure.

Jackie panted, my fingers still swirling around her clit, making her hips roll on the desk. I grabbed her by the waist and yanked. Her squeal turned into a groan as I spread her thighs wide, pressing the head of my cock to her tight entrance.

“Sylvia, get down here,” I barked. “I’m about to take your sister’s virginity, and I want you to worship my balls while I do it.”

Silently, Sylvia obeyed, giving her sister a look of support as she climbed down and kneeled between my legs. Jackie whimpered as I pressed forward into her. She was so tight that even all her wetness didn’t make it easier to push my thick cock inside her. Groaning, I split her wide, watching her writhe in pain. Finally, I felt myself nestled against her hymen. At that moment, I felt Sylvia begin to lick and suck at my balls, the sensation amazing.

“Please,” Jackie whimpered. “Go slow?”

“Why should I do that?” I grunted, smiling. “That’s no fun!”

Grabbing her hips, I reared my hips back and slammed forward, piercing her barrier in one stroke. She screamed as I took her innocence, her slit pulsing around me. It was heavenly, hot and wet and so tight it threatened to cut off my circulation. I started to fuck her slowly, savoring the feeling of Sylvia’s tongue lapping and sucking on my balls as I did.

Reaching forward, I grabbed Jackie’s tits and held them tight as I worked her faster, taking pleasure in the pain on her face as it turned to pleasure. Soon, her mouth was open, soft cries escaping her throat, her eyes meeting mine. Confusion knit her brows together as she began to enjoy my cock inside her.

She even began to work her hips against me. Sylvia’s mouth struggled to keep up as my balls swayed faster and faster. I was struck with a brilliant idea, and pulled out of Jackie, relishing her disappointment as I denied her my cock.

“Sylvia, get up on the desk again. I want you to lick your sister’s clit while I fuck her. Let’s make her first time special.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Sylvia whimpered, rising to the desk again. This time, though, I flipped Jackie onto her stomach. Sylvia slid underneath her, lining her mouth up with Jackie’s clit as I sunk back into her. I could feel Sylvia’s tongue lapping with each stroke of my cock deep into Jackie’s cunt. And the sight of Jackie’s bouncy ass cheeks was beautiful; I grabbed them squeezing tight as I buried myself over and over in her wet center.

“Does it feel good, Jackie? Does Daddy’s cock feel good in you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, bucking as Sylvia licked her clit and I fucked her pussy. “It feels good.”

“Are you gonna cum for Daddy?” I fucked her harder, slamming into her. “Daddy wants to watch you cum.”

She began to shake. I reached for her hair and grabbed, forcing her back to arch and her head to roll back.

“Yes! Yes, Daddy! I’m gonna…I’m  c-c-umminggg….”

I slammed into her as she began to convulse, shaking and spilling her sweet juices all over my shaft. They dripped into Sylvia’s mouth, Jackie grinding down on her sister’s tongue as her pussy clenched around my cock. I almost came right then and there, watching her go crazy on my prick. But I wasn’t done yet. I still wanted to feel sweet Sylvia’s cunt. I pulled out of Jackie, watching her collapse onto her sister’s body.

“Girls, get up,” I said. They both looked at me with confusion and lust, clearly past the point of shame or embarrassment. They climbed from the desk as I stroked my cock, watching them. I sat down on the couch in my office and beckoned them close.

“Jackie, get on your knees,” I said. “It’s your turn for a little ball worship.”

“What do you want me to do, Daddy?” Sylvia asked. God, I’d really broken her. Smiling, I patted my lap.

“Come ride Daddy’s cock,” I said. The girls got into position, Jackie kneeling down underneath us as Sylvia positioned herself over my dick. Sliding down, I could tell she wasn’t very experienced, though I wished she was a virgin. Still, she was tight and hot as she impaled herself on my dick. She met my eyes, lusty and wanton.

“Mmm,” she moaned. Jackie licked my balls, sucking them into her mouth, as I began to thrust upward. “Feels good…”

I grabbed Sylvia’s hips and started to move her up and down on my shaft. Her tits bounced, her thighs working to move her up and down in time with my thrusts.

“That’s it,” I said. “Ride Daddy’s cock. Daddy’s gonna cum in you.”

“Oh, yes,” Sylvia moaned. “I want you to fill me up, Daddy.”

I groaned, leaning back and watching her tight body bounce on my cock. Her cheeks were getting red, her breath labored. Jackie drooled over my balls, worshipping them with her tongue. These two innocent coeds were full-on sluts. They would do anything for Daddy. It was perfect. I watched Sylvia ride me faster and faster, her eyes widening as her climax approached.

“I wanna cum for you,” she panted. “Please, Daddy, let’s cum together…”

“Yeah, baby,” I said, grabbing her again and slamming her down on my cock. She screamed as I fucked her all the way to her womb. “Take it. Take it, my pretty little slut.”

“Yesss!” She screamed. Her hips bucked. Jackie sucked my balls into her mouth as they churned, and I exploded inside Sylvia, pumping my cum into her unprotected womb. She groaned, holding onto my shoulders as she came, milking my cock dry with her spasms. Jackie’s tongue travelled upward, lapping the cum that spilled from her sister’s cunt.

“Hungry, are you?” I grit out as I pumped the last of my seed into Sylvia. I tossed her to the side, breathing heavy. She landed with her legs spread on the couch. “Eat up, you little slut.”

Jackie moaned, sliding between Sylvia’s legs, lapping up the cum that leaked from her pussy. I’d cum twice, but if they kept that up I’d cum again soon enough. Just watching them go from innocent teenagers to depraved sluts was the sexiest thing ever. Sylvia was still shaking, and she grabbed Jackie’s hair, pulling her tight to her dripping pussy, hips bucking.

“Good girls,” I said. “You’re going to make perfect little sluts.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Sylvia moaned. Jackie came up for air, slithering up her sister’s body to share my cum with her in a deep kiss.

“I had no idea sex was this fun,” Jackie moaned as she broke away, the girls grinding against each other. “Can we do this again, Daddy? I want to do this again!”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re my little cum sluts now.”

“Mmm,” Sylvia hummed. “Do you have more cum for us now, Daddy?”

I chuckled.

“Not now,” I said. “Maybe later. In the mean time, why don’t you please each other, since you so clearly want to.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Jackie sighed, kissing her sister again. “Sylvia tastes so good, all full of your cum…”

The girls got themselves into a 69 position on my couch. Sighing, I went to my desk. I had work to do. The sounds of them cumming again and again was distracting, but it was a pleasant distraction. And after an hour or so, I was ready to give my girls another healthy helping of cum.

Still, they begged for more. I wondered how I would keep these two sluts sated all year long. I had some friends on staff who might be interested in lending a hand.

I could tell, this was going to be a very good semester.


The Bimbo Project

Like most college students, I was broke. I lost my scholarship because I spent my whole first semester partying. My parents didn’t know, and I panicked every time I thought about telling them. They would definitely freak out. Daddy’s a Reverend, and he doesn’t take kindly to the idea of his little girl growing up. If I told him that I flunked out of my scholarship because I was drinking too much, he’d probably disown me!

But the thing was, I was just making up for lost time. See, in high school, I never did anything bad. I never drank or smoked. I never had a boyfriend, never even kissed a boy! Like I said, Daddy’s a Reverend. That makes it kind of hard to get away with stuff.

So when I went away to college, I went a little bit crazy. No curfew? I stayed out all night! No one checking to see if I was drunk? Shots! I even smoked my very first (and last) cigarette.

The only thing I didn’t do was lose my virginity. In fact, I never even got close! I remained unkissed at 18. It was embarrassing, really. But I just got so nervous whenever the opportunity presented itself! And the opportunity presented itself a whole lot. I was kind of an ugly duckling in high school, which didn’t help my cause back then. But once I hit 18, I blossomed. My full, C-cup breasts and tight, athletic body drew looks across campus. Coupled with my long blonde hair and big blue eyes, I was a picture-perfect American coed.

So, yeah, there were guys who tried. But I would always find some way to mess it up, or psych myself out so badly that I ran away. Daddy would be proud of me for that, at least.

Of course, that all changed when I answered that ad…
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The ad posted on campus promised a lot of money for someone willing to be part of a scientific demonstration. Like, multiple thousands. Wow! Just to be part of a science project! Of course I answered the ad. It required me to send an e-mail with a picture of myself and my phone number. I didn’t think twice when I hit send. I figured there probably was no way they’d actually get in touch with me; there must have been a million people trying to get that money.

But to my surprise, I got a call the very next day!

A very nice-sounding, professional voice told me to come to the University’s science building at 4pm. I wasn’t taking any science classes, and I got a little lost. But, eventually I found the right building and the right room. It turned out to be a huge lecture hall. There was one old professor waiting for me, in a lab coat and everything. Even looking at him made me feel stupid. I sure hoped this science demonstration wouldn’t require me to do much, or say anything smart.

“Hello, Heather,” the professor said, smiling. “I’m Dr. Mullins.”

“Hi,” I chirped, accepting his handshake. “Thanks so much for calling! I’m really excited!”

“I’ll bet you are,” Dr. Mullins said, eyes scanning my body. I’ll admit, it made me feel a little bit uncomfortable, the way he was looking at me. But come on; I needed that money! I could deal with a pervy old guy any day. “So, let’s chat, shall we?”

“Okay!” I said, letting him lead me to a table. There were some beakers and weird looking liquids laid out on the table. I didn’t even try to guess what it was all about.

“Now, my dear, I’m looking for a young lady to help present a groundbreaking new product I’ve developed. It’s a product that makes the human mind more pliable than it’s ever been before. Are you aware of the power of suggestion?”

I shook my head. Those words didn’t mean anything to me. Dr. Mullins smiled.

“It doesn’t matter. All I need to know from you, my dear, is whether or not you’re willing to take part in the presentation. You’ll be required to make use of my product. It’s a simple flash of light, administered to the eyes. Once the product is utilized, you will be vulnerable to commands I give you.”

Vulnerable? That didn’t sound good.

“What kind of commands?” I asked. Dr. Mullins shrugged.

“Whatever I think of,” he said. “They are likely to be body-oriented. So things like, touch your nose, take off your shoes…things like that.”

“Nothing inappropriate, though?” I asked.

“Well, I won’t be promising that,” Dr. Mullins said. “As every definition of inappropriate is different. What I will promise you is that you will be completely in control of your decisions. My product influences your body and your mind, but you will still be you. If you choose, at any time, to stop the presentation, you merely need to say a single word. Grasshopper. When you say that word, everything stops.”

Well, that sounded alright!

“Of course, if you choose to say Grasshopper, I won’t be able to pay you. You understand, it simply wouldn’t be fair to me to pay you such a generous sum if I don’t get what I’m paying for.”

“Sure,” I said, nodding. “I get it!”

“Great,” Dr. Mullins said. “So you’re willing to go through with it?”

“Sure!” I said, smiling. That money was mine!

“Great,” Dr. Mullins said again, clapping his hands. “Then please, sign this.”

He took out a contract.

“Feel free to read it over if you…”

Like I could understand any of it, anyway! I signed it quickly and handed it back.

“Well then,” Dr. Mullins said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, in this room, shortly before 2pm. Please, wear comfortable clothes. And due to interference, leave any metal at home. That includes wires that may be in your bras.”

I blushed a little, hearing this old guy talk about bras, but I nodded. Got it. Unfortunately, I already knew I didn’t own any bras without wires. Hard to find support without an underwire when you have boobs like mine!

I left feeling very good, almost giddy. I wouldn’t have to tell Daddy I lost the scholarship, because I could pay for my tuition on my own! And if I got good grades, I could get my scholarship back anyway.

All my problems were solved!

[image: ]

The next day, I showed up a half hour before Dr. Mullins told me to. I wanted to really earn that money, you know? I wore a pair of shorts and a flowy t-shirt that didn’t totally cling to my tits. You could still definitely tell that I was bra-less, but it wasn’t like I was going to win a white t-shirt contest.

I got there before Dr. Mullins. I just kind of hung out, looking at the big lecture hall, the white board with all its confusing numbers and letters and markings. When the door opened and Dr. Mullins walked in, I was happy just to not be bored anymore!

He didn’t talk much as he began to set up. I asked if I could help, but he just smiled and shook his head. Soon enough, people began to file into the room. All men, I noticed. Maybe twenty in total, all ages and types of men. They all looked like scientists. I don’t know what a scientist looks like, necessarily, but they looked like scientists.

They all gawked at me like I was a prime rib and they hadn’t eaten in a week. But I was kind of used to that, so I just ignored it.

Finally, it was time to begin the presentation. As Dr. Mullins began to address the crowd, he had me stand in front of a long, black, low-lying desk type of thing. I zoned out. Some words stuck out to me: modification, servitude, obedience, control, submission, sexuality…but none of them added up to mean anything important.

“And now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins finally turned to me. I smiled, happy to be doing my part at last. “We shall begin. Tell the men, if you will, what your special word is. For when you want to stop the presentation.”

“Grasshopper,” I chirped brightly, smiling at the crowd. They all seemed to be smiling back. That was nice.

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, if you’d please look into the red light here…”

He was holding a little silver thing, like in Men in Black. There was a red light, and I stared at it. Then I saw a big, bright flash. It kind of surprised me, and I blinked quickly. But it was over fast, and Dr. Mullins was putting the device away.

“How do you feel, Heather?” He asked.

“Fine,” I shrugged. “The same as before.”

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, touch your nose.”

I smiled. Here we go! I touched my nose. It did kind of feel like I did it before thinking about it, but it was hard to tell because I would have touched my nose anyway.

“Now, please, do some jumping jacks. Five jumping jacks.”

Well, I wasn’t too keen on that; my boobs would bounce all around and my shirt would fly up! But before I thought twice about it, I was doing jumping jacks! Five of them! This was kind of cool. It was like my brain was on autopilot. I kind of liked the feeling.

“Thank you, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “But of course, nose-touching and jumping jacks don’t prove much. I’d like to move on to more complicated things. Is that alright, Heather?”

I don’t know what normal Heather would have said, but this Heather didn’t mind at all. Not for the money I was going to make doing it!

“Heather, you will answer every question honestly,” Dr. Mullins said. “Are you a virgin?”

I blushed. He was calling me out right in front of all these guys! I guess he needed to do something that I wouldn’t normally do, without the product influencing me. I didn’t really want to answer that. At all. But I also really felt like I couldn’t lie to him. I nodded.

“How far, exactly, have you gone with a boy?” Dr. Mullins went on. I blushed even harder. This was totally inappropriate! But again, I felt compelled to tell the truth.

“I haven’t done anything,” I said. “Besides holding hands in junior high.”

“Not even a kiss?” Dr. Mullins said, lips twitching. I scanned the audience, and heard a light chuckle spreading across the room. Hanging my head, I shook my head.

“Look at me,” Dr. Mullins barked. Without thinking about it, I snapped my head up to look at him. “Kiss me, Heather.”

What?! Why on earth would I…

I turned towards Dr. Mullins, pressed my body against his, and kissed him. What was I doing! He was old enough to be my Daddy! But I felt like my heart was pounding as he grabbed me roughly and tugged me closer, his tongue pressing against my lips until they parted. He began to explore my mouth with his tongue.

I could hear the snickers growing louder in the audience, but I couldn’t stop kissing Dr. Mullins. And the worst part was that my body was responding in the craziest way! I was getting all fluttery in my stomach, my body overheating. I groaned against his lips as he squeezed my ass and thrust against me.

Dr. Mullins pulled away, leaving me breathless.

“Spread your legs, and wrap one around me.”

That was crazy. I couldn’t possibly…

I slipped my thigh up around Dr. Mullins’ waist. He grabbed it, pulling me against him, thrusting against me. I cried out in surprise. His eyes never left mine, keeping me in his gaze.

“You’re enjoying this, Heather,” he said. “Aren’t you?”

Well, yes, I was, but I didn’t know why.

“Yes,” I croaked out, the friction in my jeans growing to an unbearable height. I trembled in his arms. And it was all happening in front of a room full of older students! But I couldn’t stop it. And I was starting to not want to stop it! It was like when he said I was enjoying it, I started enjoying it. Even being watched. “Yes, Dr. Mullins.”

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins said, suddenly dropping his hands, letting go of me. “Stop moving now. Stand still.”

Immediately, I did as he said.

“Face the audience,” he suggested, nudging me until I was standing with my eyes on the crowd. They were smiling, many of them leaning forward.

“As you can see,” Dr. Mullins said. “The subject is completely responsive. Her nipples have hardened with arousal at the mere suggestion that she is enjoying herself. She cannot help herself from obeying my commands. Even though she is in complete control of her cognitive faculties, and can stop this at any time, she continues to obey me fully.”

My nipples were hard? I hadn’t realized, but now that he mentioned it, I realized they were. My breasts felt heavy.

“Heather,” Dr. Mullins barked at me again. “Show the men your breasts.”

Oh, no. No one had ever seen me naked before. Wasn’t this wrong and dirty?

It didn’t matter. My shirt was gone before I could think twice. My breasts spilled free, hard nipples on display. They tingled.

“You want to touch your breasts, don’t you, Heather?” Dr. Mullins asked. Oh, yes I did. Very much.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I do, Dr. Mullins.”

“You may go ahead and do so. Fondle your breasts. Play with them to your hearts delight.”

I groaned in relief as I reached for my tits and began to massage them, bouncing them in my palms and rubbing my own nipples. I had only tried this a few times before, and it never felt this good. I barely even noticed the jeering response of the men watching me as I writhed in pleasure at my own hands on my breasts.

“Now, stop,” Dr. Mullins said. Automatically, I dropped my hands to my sides, pouting. I wanted more! It didn’t even begin to occur to me to stop everything, even though I could. “Tell us, Heather. What would you like right now? You’d like someone to touch your breasts, correct?”

“Yes, Dr. Mullins,” I nodded eagerly. “I’d very much like someone to touch my breasts, please!”

“Do we have any volunteers?” Dr. Mullins turned to the audience, all of whom eagerly raised their hands. He selected a young man with thick glasses, who bounded to the front of the room.

“Heather, will you please ask this young man to touch you?”

I arched my back forward, my flesh screaming for stimulation.

“Please,” I pouted. “Touch me?”

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” the boy said, and eagerly grabbed both breasts at once. I sighed, finally content as he kneaded and toyed with my flesh. I could feel everything getting tingly between my legs. The more he pinched and teased my nipples, the more hot and tingly I felt. I also felt wet. That had never happened before!

“Now, our subject is likely beginning to feel very aroused,” Dr. Mullins said. “I’d like to increase the stimulation. Young man, would you please begin oral stimulation of our subject?”

The boy grinned wide. I had no idea what to expect, so when he leaned in and sucked one nipple between his lips, I cried out. My voice echoed around the lecture hall. He nibbled and licked at my breast. He pinched my other nipple between his fingers, then switched, always teasing one nipple while sucking and kissing the other.

There was a crazy heat in my stomach, and I grabbed his head, pulling him tight against my body. He groaned before pulling away, smacking his lips and looking up at me with hungry eyes. The minute he broke contact, I could feel my body wanting more.

“Very good,” Dr. Mullins said. “Stop now, both of you.”

The young man looked very upset about this, and I felt pretty bad about it, too. I really liked all that. At the same time, I was kind of glad for it to be over. Who knew how far it would go if we didn’t stop?

Well, I spoke far too soon. The boy returned to his seat, getting some claps on the back from the rest of the men.

“Now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “I assumed you have never administered oral sex on a man?”

“No, Dr. Mullins!” I said with a gasp. How dirty! I’d never do that!

“Get to your knees, Heather,” Dr. Mullins barked. I dropped low, my knees hitting the tile so that I had to stare up at Dr. Mullins. He turned to the audience. “I’ll need another volunteer.”

The men went even crazier this time. Finally, Dr. Mullins pointed to a large man with a gray beard. He approached eagerly. I was very nervous about all this. Despite the confusing signals my pussy was sending me, I didn’t really know if I wanted to do whatever Dr. Mullins wanted me to do next. My head came right to the man’s crotch, and I could see an outline of something long and hard behind his pants. I swallowed hard.

“Heather, I think you’ll find that you’re very aroused by the idea of this man’s cock being in your mouth,” Dr. Mullins said. My hips jerked a tiny bit, and I felt more juices flowing from my pussy. My chest thudded with the way my heart was beating. I felt hot all over. Oh, yeah. I did like that idea very much. I couldn’t wait to get my mouth on this man’s cock! I licked my lips, and the audience laughed.

“Go ahead and take his cock out, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. Eagerly, fingers shaking, I reached for the big man’s belt and zipper. When I got them all open, his trousers fell to his ankles and his dick popped free. I was drooling over it by then. I had never been so close to a dick, but all I wanted was to suck this one between my lips. “Do you want to suck it?”

“Yes, Dr. Mullins,” I nodded. “I would.”

“Why don’t you beg him to let you suck it?” Dr. Mullins suggested. I looked up at the man and batted my lashes. I hoped he would say yes!

“Please, please let me suck your cock, sir,” I pouted. More laughter. The man grinned down at me and grabbed hold of my ponytail. There was something shiny and wet at the very tip of his cock.

“Open wide, little girl,” he said. My jaw dropped open. He shoved the tip of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail to force my head down his shaft. I groaned, spit flowing down my chin, as he thrust his hips upward. That shiny drop at the tip of his cock was musky and hot as it slid down my throat.

“That's it, Heather. Taste every delicious inch,” Dr. Mullins said, laughing a bit.

My response was muffled as the man fed me another inch of his massive cock. My eyes were watering as my nose struggled to take in enough breath; his fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Just like Dr. Mullins said, I loved this feeling. Having this fat old man’s dick jammed into my throat was making me wetter than ever!

I had my hands on his thighs, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened. He slammed his hips forward. I would have cried out at the sensation of his cock pushing into my throat, but of course I couldn't make a noise.

The man was getting very red in the face, and breathing hard.

“I believe our volunteer is getting ready to perform another test on our subject’s obedience,” I heard Dr. Mullins say. “Heather, we would like you to swallow everything that enters your throat. Even if you don’t like the taste, you must swallow it.”

Swallow it? Swallow what?

I learned quickly.

I felt his cock throb, then a burst of heat as he came inside my throat. His cum tasted salty and musky and was thick as it slid down my throat; his hips jerked with each spurt, feeding me each precious drop.

It felt like he had gallons of seed to unload in my throat, and by the time he released my ponytail, I was gasping and raw as his cum filled my stomach. The feel and taste and dirtiness of it all had me squirming and humping the air, my whole body feeling like it was dripping with need.

The man pulled away, tucking himself back into his pants and returning to his seat. Every eye was on me as I pouted and writhed in agonizing need.

“Heather, you look quite uncomfortable,” Dr. Mullins said. “Stand up for us. Remove your pants and panties. Sit on the desk and spread your legs, so the men can see the extent of your arousal.”

Oh my God! That was the dirtiest thing yet! Showing my virgin pussy to the whole room like some porno slut? But my body was obeying, and soon I was on the desk, legs spread wide, still dripping with arousal.

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins said. “Now, I bet you want someone to touch your pussy, don’t you?”

Yes! Yes! That’s what I wanted! As soon as he said it, I knew it was true. I nodded, ponytail bouncing.

“I think someone here might be willing to do you one better,” Dr. Mullins turned to the audience with a wink. “Anyone?”

More frantic volunteers raised their hands, and Dr. Mullins selected a thin man in his thirties, bald and very tall. He approached me with a wide smile.

“Let’s start with manual stimulation, shall we?” Dr. Mullins said. While the whole room watched and jeered, the man reached out and slid a finger against my entrance.

“Oh, my GOD,” I cried out as he slipped the finger into my virgin pussy. My hips immediately swiveled and thrust down, wanting his finger to go even deeper. He smirked, pulled his finger away, and replaced it with two. He started stroking my pussy, stopping after a few inches, when there was something in there that resisted him. Even so, his slow and steady strokes were driving me wild. Who cared how many men were watching? I wanted more!

“Now, let’s move on to oral stimulation,” Dr. Mullins advised. The man’s eyes twinkled, and before I realized what was happening, he leaned down, eyes glued to my bouncing tits, and blew a hot breath across my clitoris.

When he finally wrapped his lips around my clit, I melted against his tongue. My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing something I didn’t understand, couldn’t name.

“P-please..please, sir...” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked.

“Don’t speak, Heather,” Dr. Mullins chided. “Now, I’d like for you to cum, Heather. Do it now. Show the men how good you feel being a fuck slave.”

Was that what I was? It didn’t matter. I came. I flooded the man’s mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. The man kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp on the desk, my breath hard and uneven.

The audience clapped their appreciation.

The man leaned back, wiping his lips. I rose to my elbows and noticed that his dick was hard behind his pants. His eyes followed mine and he grinned, turning to Dr. Mullins.

“Of course, you want to give him a reward, don’t you, Heather?” Dr. Mullins said. I nodded. I did! I would do anything this man wanted! “Why don’t you squeeze those pretty little tits together and let him fuck them?”

That was a great idea! Why hadn’t I thought of that? I eagerly pushed my breasts together, bouncing them slightly. The man climbed up on the desk and straddled me. He spit down into my cleavage as he undid his pants and unleashed his cock. He nestled the tip between my tits and slid his shaft forward, groaning. He pushed my hands away and grabbed my tits himself, squeezing them hard. Dr. Mullins was addressing the audience again.

“Compliant. Even eager. Aroused as much as you want her to be. She is the perfect slave to fulfill a man’s needs. This product will revolutionize relationships.

The bald man rubbed his cock between my breasts, back and forth. The whole time, he squeezed my tits together, pinching my nipples until I was dripping wet between my legs. I whimpered, watching him get red-faced as he fucked my tits.

“Heather, this is making you extremely horny. You want him to cum on your tits, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please, sir! I want you to cum on my tits!”

He groaned, squeezing my tits so hard that it hurt. Then he pulled all the way back, grabbing his big cock and pumping it. Hot, white jizz exploded from the tip of his cock, spilling all over my tits. It was thick and sticky, and it dripped down my round breasts, coating my nipples. He kept spurting, over and over, until I was sure he would cover my whole chest in his seed. Finally, though, he stopped. He was breathing heavy.

“Now, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “How do you propose we clean you up before continuing the experiment?”

I had no earthly idea. It was enough just trying to deal with my dripping pussy and the fact that my mind and body were totally disconnected. I knew, deep down, how wrong all of this was. Daddy would hate me for it. But it felt so good to obey Dr. Mullins. It felt like I would die if I didn’t.

“Any suggestions, men?” Dr. Mullins asked the crowd as the thin man got off me and returned to his seat.


“Lick it up!” the voices cried. 

“You heard them, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said.  “Lick yourself clean. Suck all his cum down your throat. Enjoy it like your favorite ice cream.”

Indeed, this cum was so tasty that I groaned as I scooped it up and sucked it between my lips. I wanted more of it. My belly was already full and sloshing by the time I was done cleaning myself off, but I still wanted more! It tasted so yummy!

“Now, we’ll need one more volunteer,” Dr. Mullins said. “This final test will push Heather to her absolute limit. Keep in mind, Heather has always had the ability to stop this experiment, and she still has that ability. She doesn’t want to stop it, because the suggestion that she is enjoying it all has made her body crave everything we’ve done to her. When I tell her that she wants someone to take her virginity, she will soon be begging for someone to take her virginity.”

Take my virginity?! No way! I opened my mouth, about to protest, but Dr. Mullins cast his steely eyes over me.

“You want to lose your virginity, Heather,” he said. “You want it very badly. You want it to happen now, so everyone in this room can see it. In fact, you want it so badly that you’ll beg for it.”

“Please,” I heard myself whine. “I need someone to take my virginity!”

Dr. Mullins grinned and the crowd cheered. I didn’t bother to look at the audience; I knew they all had their hands raised. I was dripping wet, tingling again at the thought of losing my virginity in public, to a stranger. The man who appeared before me looked like any normal guy I’d see on campus. Maybe a little older. But your average guy on campus isn’t stroking a huge, ten-inch dick that’s about to rip your virgin pussy open!

“Alright, Heather,” Dr. Mullins said. “Beg him for it. Beg him to fuck your tight, virgin cunt.”

I spoke without thinking, merely obeying his every command.

“Please fuck my virgin cunt,” I said. “Please take my virginity, sir.”

“Good girl,” Dr. Mullins grinned. I was already splayed out on the table, legs wide. I watched the man move as he positioned himself between my legs. His cock teased my dripping sex, sliding up and down my puffy lips. The head would press against my clit, then slide back down to my slit. I was nervous about having such a big dick for my first time, but I knew this was the thing I should do. Dr. Mullins said it was, and I clearly wanted to obey him. Had to obey him. The man finally settled at my entrance, then caught my gaze.

“Heather, turn your face to the crowd, so they can watch your cherry pop,” Dr. Mullins said. I turned, facing the throng of anonymous strangers. The man grabbed my legs and pulled them up onto his shoulders; with his hands on my hips, pinning me down, he forced his cock into me, splitting me in half as he tore my hymen open.

I screamed, fingers digging into the desk, as pain jolted through me. It was worse than I imagined; and with my legs on his shoulders, his first penetration felt like it was piercing my very core. The crowd cheered and laughed, watching me writhe as I was deflowered before them.

“Now, Heather, you don’t feel pain anymore,” Dr. Mullins said. “You only feel pleasure. More than you’ve ever felt before. You love having a cock inside you. You want to have a cock inside you at all times. You’ll do anything to have a cock inside you.”

Once again, Dr. Mullins was right. He was so, so right. It felt amazing! I loved the way this ten-inch cock pushed against my womb, buried so deep into my tight, teenage pussy that his balls hit my ass.

My eyes widened as my pussy stretched to fit him, and he slowly started sliding in and out of my cunt. Each stroke sent a thrill up my spine, had my tummy clenching, my tits swaying gently with his movements. My hips started moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me.

I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. The man slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his thick, long dick. Every eye was on me as I came, shivering and bucking and begging for more. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again.

One hand reached down and grabbed my tits.

“Cum for us again, Heather,” Dr. Mullins growled. “Show us what a good slut you’ve turned into thanks to my amazing product. When he cums inside you, thank him for letting you take his jizz.”

I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking the shaft: I felt him spasm inside me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my cunt, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry. I wasn’t on birth control, but I didn’t care.

“Thank you, sir,” I groaned. “Thank you for letting me take your cum!”

The man groaned, giving me one last jerk, one last spurt of cum. The whole room watched as he slid out, trailing cum down my thighs.

“Now, gentleman,” Dr. Mullins said. “You have seen what my wonderful product can do. But you haven’t all gotten to experience it. And I think Heather agrees that’s very unfair. Right, Heather?”

I didn’t have the energy or sense to answer with words, but I nodded. It wasn’t fair. At all.

“Heather, would you like to invite the audience to take their fair share of pleasure from your body?”

I nodded again and turned to the audience. It only made sense.

“Go ahead then,” Dr. Mullins said, grinning. “Ask for volunteers.”

“Does anyone want to take his fair share of pleasure from my body?” I asked.

As you can imagine, there was no shortage of volunteers.

One by one, or more like two by two, the scientists approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. My stomach ached from swallowing so much cum, my pussy dripped onto the table and spilled down my ass. They even started fucking that, and I enjoyed it! Whatever Dr. Mullins said came true! That’s how I learned that I loved being stuffed in every hole at once.

Finally, though, everyone in the crowd had taken their fill. I lay on the desk, panting, head spinning, my body aching from all the orgasms, pussy dripping fat dollops of cum. I groaned, rubbing my seed-filled belly.

“And there we have it,” Dr. Mullins said, standing in front of me and addressing the crowd. “By the time Heather wakes up tomorrow, the product will have worn off. But she will have already learned the pleasures her body is capable of when she submits to a man, and she will carry that lesson with her for the rest of her life. If I wanted, I could turn Heather into my own personal fuck toy. I may have to administer a few more doses, but eventually she will be a completely submissive slut without any chemical help at all.”

I heard it all without really listening. Dr. Mullins started to take questions from the audience. It was a lot of science-sounding stuff. I let my mind drift. Daddy would hate the things I was thinking.

Dr. Mullins was right. I had learned something important. About myself, mostly. I had never enjoyed anything the way I enjoyed servicing all those men. Nothing had ever tasted as good as their cum. I’d been missing out on sex for far too long. It was the best thing ever – the most important thing in the world!

Now that I understood, nothing was going to make me go back to being  a good girl.

I was a cum slut, and I was happier than I’d ever been!
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