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BLACKMAILED



Sarah Parker has a problem. She turned legal today, just in time to get her stripper mom out of a jam. Sarah’s mom has gambling debts to be paid, and no money. In order to save her mom Sarah’s got to be willing to put the WORK in.



Problem is, she’s never done it before. So her mom’s boyfriend has to give her a crash course in everything grown ups like to do. He’s the rough alpha man of the house, and gentle isn’t in his nature. The Con is very Dub in this raunchy thrill ride. Trigger warnings are appropriate for this title! Go deep inside the first step of a virgin about to take an erotic journey into submission and surrender. This is only the first hour of what is going to be a very LONG night as Sarah grows up in a hurry. Buy this book and keep your kleenex close!



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Sarah looked at herself in the mirror. Today was her birthday and it was a pretty big milestone. Today she was an adult. She didn’t know how this was going to affect her. But it was.



She was skinny. She knew it and she yearned for womanly curves, for big soft breasts and curving hips and an ass like Kim Kardashian. That wasn’t her. Her breasts were the size of tennis balls and she doubted they’d ever get much bigger.



Standing there in her bra and panties she wondered it a man would want to fuck her. She didn’t know, only boys had tried to get with her and something in her recoiled from their fumbling, goofy attempts. She wanted muscles and a five 0’clock shadow and a big dick…



She blushed and stopped that line of thought. Her soft brown eyes stared back at her. Her hands found the place between her legs.



“My pussy,” she whispered.



Her searching fingers found her clitoris and teased across it. She pinched it and pressed her legs together, excited. This was what she longed for, but a bigger hand, a rougher hand. One that could hold her neck while thick fingers explored her.



She knew the man she was fantasizing about. Randy. Randy was her mother’s boyfriend and she couldn’t help but think about him. A hard drinking, motorcycle riding, tattooed Army vet who, judging by her mom’s screams of pleasure, must be sporting some serious meat.



She sighed as dampness went down her leg. It slicked her finger and she pushed it in a little ways. Tingles of pleasure radiated into her belly.



“Sarah Jane Parker!”



Mortified, Sarah whirled as her mother, without knocking, entered the room. Her mother was still in heavy makeup and high heels from her job as an exotic dancer. Right behind her, eyeing her in her underwear the way a predator does prey, was Randy.



“Mom!” she yelled, furious. “I’m dressing!”



Alice May Parker didn’t have time for that bullshit. She entered the room in a cloud of cheap perfume, tanning lotion, and cigarettes. There was vodka on her breath. Her mom wasn’t a mean drunk, but she was a drunk.



“I don’t have time for your bullshit, Sarah-girl,” she said. ‘Sarah-girl’ was what she’d been called since she was a little girl. “I’m in big trouble and I need your help?”



“Oh, mom,” Sarah sighed. “Did you gamble?”



Drunk, Alice May couldn’t meet her daughter’s eyes. “I’m so afraid, baby,” she said. “I owe some bad people a
 lot
 of money. If I don’t get it or something they’ll take instead, they’ll hurt me!” Alice May shook Sarah, “is that what you want?” she demanded. “Do you want men to hurt your mom?”



“N-n-no…” Sarah stuttered.



She was confused. Her mom had a lot of problems and her earnings from lap dances frequently got ate up at the slot machine. Banks didn’t give strippers loans The kind of people who gave gambling addicts loans were scary. Even she knew that.



Alice May locked eyes with her daughter. “So you’ll help me, baby? No matter what you have to do?”



“I will?”



What will I have to do?
 She wondered. ‘
 No matter what’
 left a lot of options on the table.



Alice May enveloped her in a huge, the hard mounds of her fake tits pushing into Sarah. She leaned in close and whispered boozily into her ear.



“It won’t be so bad, and by the end you might even like it.”



“What?” Sarah was starting to get scared now.



“Okay, Alice May,” Randy said. “You better let me take over now.”



Just in case there was any doubt about who might be in charge, Randy grabbed Sarah’s mom by the arm and ushered her out of the room.



“I love you, baby!” Alice May called as Randy shut the door in her face.



“Go have a drink,” he told her as the door slammed shut.



Slowly he turned back around. Randy was sexy, it was hard not to realize that. He looked carved from rock. In the summer he liked to lift weights in the yard in front of their trailer. He looked hard.



He let his hand come to rest on the substantial bulge in his pants. He pursed his lips as he eyed her. Gently he squeezed his crotch. It was amazing how blunt and square his jaw looked. His eyes, cobalt blue, burned into hers.



“What is she talking about?” Sarah asked him.



She went to reach for her ratty old bathrobe but stopped when Randy shook his head. She froze, arm reaching.



“Just leave that alone for a moment,” he said. “We’re going have a fast fucking conversation and at the end of it you’re either going to agree and you won’t need that goddamn robe, or I’m going to leave and you can stay here and twiddle your goddamn pussy all you want.”



Sarah blushed. She felt the heat of her shame burn through her. She was naked before his stare. The sheer force of his personality kept her pinned beneath his eyes. The idea that had seen her with her hands slipped down the front of her panties was mortifying.



He kept kneading his cock through his jeans and it was starting to grow. She forced herself to look away and met Randy’s smirk. He’d seen her watching him. She blushed some more.



“Sex,” Randy said.



“W-w-w-hat?” Sarah stammered.



“Sex,” Randy repeated.



He grinned like a hungry wolf and took a half a step toward her. The outline of his dick was clear beneath the fabric of his jeans. It was big. It looked like a club.



“Sex?” she repeated just to be saying something. She took a little step backward.



“Yeah,” he growled, “sex. Fucking. Cock in pussy.” He stopped walking and grinned even wider. “Well,” he said, “among other places.”



“How could this help my mom?”



“Well,” he stepped forward again. “Your main problem is that your mom is a dumb bitch. Absolutely aces at sucking dick, but just not that smart.”



He was closer to her now. She saw the tattoos swirling on his arm. She smelled the musk of his body. He was very warm. She stepped back and her butt came up against her mirror.



“Oh,” she said.



“Your mom borrowed six hundred dollars from the Angels and now they want their money back.”



“Six hundred dollars?” she asked. Her heart sank. “So much?”



“I was not pleased when I heard myself,” Randy said.



He stopped just in front of her. Sarah realized she was holding her hand over her mouth and felt self conscious. She quickly lowered it but they were so close that when she did the back of her hand brushed the bulge in Randy’s pants.



“Oh,” she said.



“I assumed that meant your mother was going to have to put some work in on her back, or knees, or bent over a Harely, what-the-fuck-ever.” His breath smelled like beer. The smell of beer was an odor she associated with men.



“She is?”



Sarah was still confused. She didn’t want her mother to have to do these things but the Angels were a rough motorcycle club. Not paying them really wasn’t an option.



“No,” Randy said.



He stepped just a little closer and the hard bar of his cock was between them. The heat radiating from his erection was such that her pussy felt it and grew damp in response.



Randy put his hands on the wall to either side of Sarah. He’d fought in Iraq and Afghanistan as a Marine. He wasn’t someone people messed with. He couldn’t fight an entire motorcycle gang though.



Outside in the living room which was about six feet away through the plywood walls of the trailer, Sarah heard her mother crying.



“No,” Randy repeated. “It seems Amos found out you turned legal today. So either you’re going to pay your mom’s debt by spreading your legs for whoever he says to spread them for, or he’s going to send four or five steroid jacked thugs over here to put your mom in the hospital.”



Sarah felt her eyes sting with tears. She gave a quiet little sob. The hardon in Randy’s pants pressed up against her panties. She was scared but her body was primed and ready. She’d never had sex but she knew she want to. She hadn’t thought that losing her virginity would be like this.



“You don’t want your mom to go to the hospital do you?” he growled the question.



“N-n-n-no,” she got out. Tears streamed down her face.



“Good,” Randy said. “That’s a real good girl. Are you a virgin, Sarah?”



His eyes bored into her. When he spoke his body pressed into hers. She was soft, he was hard. His lips were so close she felt the touch of his breath when he spoke. She felt the prick of his stubble. She could feel his cock
 throbbing
 against her.



Looking away in shame she nodded, squeezing her eyes shut.



“That’s a bit of a problem for you,” Randy said. “See Amos and the Angels ain’t exactly what you’d call ‘woke,’ or ‘allies,’ or ‘liberated,’ Hell, it’d be easier just to say they ain’t very good people. Which, being meth dealers, is to be expected and is exactly why your stupid bitch of a mother shouldn’t have borrowed so much money from them in the first place.”



Sarah was confused. She still couldn’t look at him. Did she really want to do this? No. Was she willing to do it to save her mother? Yes. But why would her being a virgin be bad?



“Why is my being a virgin bad?” she asked. “Won’t the Angels like it?”



Randy took her wrists in his hands and lifted her arms above her head. She felt open to him in this position and vulnerable. Randy didn’t just look strong, she realized, Randy was strong.



He easily pinned both her wrists against the wall with one hand. She didn’t try to get away, knew that even if she tried it would be laughable.



Randy laughed in her face. “Oh, the Angels will like it, but that’s a hard way for your tight little pussy to get broke in. You’re going to be rode hard and put away wet. It’s usually better to pop your cherry with someone not quite so…” he trailed off.



“Rough?” she asked.



“Mean,” he corrected.



His hand came up between her legs and a shiver of pleasure exploded out, warming her belly, warming her thighs. Her juices made her slick, soaking her panties.



“So,” Randy continued. His fingers began working her. She moaned in shame but also in pleasure. “I’m going to make you a one time offer and feel free to say no, though, honestly, it’d be stupid if you did.”



“What?” she asked.



“I’ll pop your little cherry,” he growled. “I might be rough, but I won’t be mean. That’s about the best you can hope for in this situation.”



How many times had she laid her bed underneath her Frozen covers left over from when she was younger and fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit thinking about Randy? A lot, if she was being honest.



“Won’t mom be mad?” she asked.



“She knows it’s the best thing for you.”



His strong, blunt fingers snaked past her sopping wet panties and fingered the slit between her legs. Sarah’s heart hammered in her chest. She moaned as Randy curled his finger in a “come here” gesture inside of her.



The pad of his finger stroked across the roof of her vagina. The waves of pleasure were suddenly accented with sharp jolts of sheer ecstasy. She went up on her toes as if trying to escape, her legs trembled.



“That pussy is tight, Sarah-girl,” Randy said.



His mouth roamed her neck as his finger slid in and out of her vagina. He began working the finger faster, building friction. Sarah was practically dancing. She tried shying away from the pleasure but pinned as she was she had nowhere to go.



She gasped as his palm ground into her clitors. It was swollen and sensitive. She couldn’t seem to draw a breath and her back arched. The pleasure grew so intense it felt almost painful, a burning intensity that kept building.



“Please, please,” she whimpered.



She didn’t know what she was begging for. The feeling between her legs continued building. It seemed to suffuse and over take her entire body. She felt her own juices rolling down her legs the way her tears had rolled down her face before. The sound of Randy’s finger plunging in and out of her pussy was moist. She smelled herself. The scent of her cunt was filling the room. Her brain blazed at the smell. She was gasping.



“Please,” she moaned.



As he finger-fucked her harder and she squirmed his grip on her wrists tightened. Pinned, helpless, she felt the strength of his grip, the sheer physical power of him. He could break those wrists if he wanted. She’d do anything he wanted, whatever he asked.



His finger stroked the roof of her pussy again and finally the volcano between her legs went off like a bomb. She inhaled then groaned, almost crying with the intensity of it. Her hips bucked and wiggled of their own accord.



“Damn you’re a hot piece of ass, Sarah-girl,” her mother’s boyfriend whispered in her ear.



She smelled the beer on his breath, mixing with the smell of her own damp cunt. His stubble rubbed her face as he whispered in her.



“Uhh, oh,” she managed to get out.



The explosion of her orgasm caused her tense up like a woman electrocuted. Now she knew why her momma was always praying to Jesus whenever Randy took her into the bedroom and closed the door.



She sagged as the intensity began receding. She felt exhausted, as if she’d just run two miles. Her chest heaved. Her nipples, erect as pins, brushed against Randy’s muscular chest. Little shivers of after pleasure washed threw her.



Mind still spinning, she made an unconscious moan of protest as Randy pulled his hand away from her sopping twat. Her eyes still closed, she fought to slow the pounding of her heart. She smelled herself more strongly.



“Open your mouth,” Randy said. “Do what the fuck you’re told.”



Obediently Sarah did. Randy’s finger pushed into her mouth. She tasted her juices on it, tasted her own pussy. The scent seemed to trigger daisy chains of explosions through her mind.



“Suck it,” Randy said. “Suck my finger clean. That’s it.”



Submissively, she closed her mouth around his finger. Her tongue flickered and she sucked as if trying to drink soda through a straw. The lush taste of her own pussy began to be washed away by her spit.



“Good, girl, good girl,” Randy said. His eyes found hers. “You’re going to do
 exactly
 what I tell you, aren’t you?”



Butterflies danced in Sarah’s belly. She found she wanted to obey him, wanted to do whatever he wanted her to do, no matter what it was. That explosion between her thighs had been nothing like the ones she generated by herself. She nodded.



“Say it.”



“I’m going to do what you tell me,” she repeated.



Randy stepped back. He released her wrists and she let her arms fall to her sides. She looked at him, uncertain what was coming next. She couldn’t take her eyes from the bulge in his jeans. Somehow, if that was possible, it appeared even bigger, even harder.



“Amos and his boys aren’t going to be gentle, understand?”



Frightened at the idea she nodded.



“The best thing you can do is be really eager to make them happy, got it?”



Again she nodded.



Reaching up he slapped her with probably a tenth of his strength. It still hurt. His rough hand stung her cheek. It had been a lazy motion, she could only imagine what a real blow would have felt like.



“Ow!” she protested. Her cheek burned and her hand went to it automatically.



“You want to quit?” he demanded. “You want the Angels to come over here and break your mom’s legs cause you couldn’t take it.”



“No,” she said softly.



Randy struck her again. This blow was a little harder and her head turned to the side with the force.



“Louder!”



“No.” she said. It was half a sob.



Crack
 . This open palm slap rocked her. She gasped at the pain, shock in her eyes. Randy was staring at her more intently than he’d ever done in the past.



“Louder!”



“No!” she cried.



Grabbing her, he pulled her in and kissed her hard. Her nipples, still sensitive from her orgasm tightened as they rubbed against him. His cock was a baton of flesh pressing into her belly.



Something strange was happening. Somehow the stinging effect of the slap seemed to heighten the pleasure in her hard little nipples, and seemed to harden the pleasure in her pussy. She was scared, afraid of what Randy might do next, but somehow that fear made her want him, his cock, even more.



She melted into him, clinging like the survivor of a shipwreck clinging to a raft on a violent sea. His kisses bruised her lips and after a moment she couldn’t help but respond to his passion. She felt incredibly desired, like a force of nature wanted her.



She felt ashamed, humiliated but her belly ached with longing. She wanted more of what he had to give. She wanted all of what he had to give.



God,
 she thought,
 is this what momma feels every night?



Her hands came up and clasped him. She pushed her pussy against him, clumsy with the passion of it. She drug her moist opening against the pole in his pants.



Randy broke off the kiss. She remained with her face turned upwards, eyes half closed. He took her by the throat and pushed her to arms length. She was small, weighed nothing, he could do whatever he wanted with her body. He could choke her and she’d be helpless to stop him.



Crack



He slapped her again. This time the other cheek stung. Adrenaline and pain endorphins surged through her system. Her hair whipped across her face as if windblown. Her vaginal muscles clenched like a fist. He held her up on her toes with one hand.



Both of her hands went to the wrist of the hand holding her throat. Her fingers looked frail and tiny against the knotted muscles bunched along his arm. Her vision began to blacken at the edges and she felt dizzy.



Randy opened his hand. Unprepared she tumbled to the floor of her room with a soft cry of surprise. Unsure of what was happening she looked up. Randy loomed over her. He ripped his t-shirt off his body. He didn’t look like a bodybuilder, he looked like a primitive hunter, like a warrior.



Around his lean waist he wore a leather belt. Breathing furiously he unbuckled it and ripped it clear of the loops. He fumbled a bit and she saw he was breathing just as heavily as her. This was not a cold and calculated domination, this was more like being ravaged by an animal.



The realization of how aroused Randy was sent a thrill through her. Despite being on her knees she felt suddenly powerful. If she could drive an alpha male like this wild then she
 must
 be beautiful, as beautiful as her mother. She had a sort of power over him.



When Randy spoke again his words came out rough and raw, as if he were the one who’d been half strangled. His chest swirled with the reds and blues of his tattoos. His abdominal wall flexed and relaxed as he breathed in and out.



“Take it out.”



The leather belt dangled from one hand at his side.



He fixed her with a stare and she felt a thrill of fear. He was insane now with his lust for her. It would sweep aside all protests, she knew. She
 was
 consenting. She panted with the intensity of all of her emotions.



Sarah watched the belt in his hands, thought about the sting of it across her flesh. She needed to please him, she understood. He was rough but he’d promised he wouldn’t be mean.



“I said.” he repeated with a dangerous undercurrent in his voice, “Take. It. Out.”



She made to get up and he shook his head. His grin was back. Holding the belt in one hand, he pointed with the other.



“Crawl.”



Something icy stirred in her stomach. She felt acutely embarrassed, on display before him like some exotic pet. Crawling was humiliating. This shame did not sting, it burned. She protested but saw the belt sway just a bit in his grip. The look in his eyes was fire. He wanted her so bad it made him seem insane.



When he finally fucks me,
 she realized,
 he’s going to fuck me hard.



The thought made a cocktail of emotions bubble in her. Shame. Fear. Exhilaration. Power. This is how it had been for thousands of years. The women crawled to the mightiest warriors and pleasured them.



Hand shaking, she stretched out her arm and began crawling forward. Randy made a sound like a man eating a delicious meal. Slowly, placing her hands carefully she began crawling toward him. She felt at once meek and compliant and also powerfully slutty. A very big part of her wanted to free that big cock straining to break free of his jeans.



She crawled up until she was at his feet. She bowed her head, keeping her eyes down. Her entire body shook. She was utterly vulnerable.



“Undo the zipper.”



Rising from the waist she held out her trembling hands. Randy moved his arm across his body and the leather strap of his belt brushed her arms. She froze.



“No,” he said. “Use your teeth.”



Her cheeks exploded as if combustible. Everytime she thought she could be shamed no more Randy found some new way to make her compliant, to force her surrender. And part of her longed to see his cock. She remembered the rough feel of his hand as he finger banged her. If that was what one finger could do how would she ever stand the feel of his cock up inside her?



Closing her eyes she lowered her hands back down to the thin carpet of her bedroom. How many nights had she lain in here, earbuds playing music loudly so she wouldn’t have to listen to her mother getting fucked, and getting fucked well, by this outlaw biker?



Now it’s my turn,
 she thought.



“With your teeth, Sarah-girl,” he said slowly. “Slow and careful.”



Arching her back like a stretching cat she leaned forward, mouth open. Quivering, her lips drew closer to the fly of his jeans. She scooted forward on her knees and pressed her face into him.



Her lips worked the cloth of his fly where it covered the zipper. She smelled man-cock for the first time in her life. It was the same musk as his body but something else, something more. She inhaled and the scent injected itself into her, awakening parts of her brain left sleeping until now.



Quaking now she closed her teeth around the metal zipper. Her lips were against the jeans now. Less than a centimeter of cloth separated her mouth from his hardon. Her nose rubbed against the outline, felt the meat firmness of it. Again its scent detonated in her brain, in her belly, down between her legs.



She moaned.



“That’s it,” he hissed.



Biting, she tugged the zipper down. The sound of the parting teeth seemed unnaturally loud.
 Zzziiiipp.
 It was right there. It was almost free. She was about to see the cock she’d imagined in the shower or in her bed so many times.



Impatient, she bit his jeans above the button and jerked her head. The pants came open. Randy cock sprang out. It flopped against her cheek and she realized the fat thing was longer than her face. The weight of it resting against her skin was shocking. It was very, very warm.



Randy moaned.



Mesmerized, she reached out to touch it. Remembering just in time she stopped.



“May I?” she asked. She felt painfully self conscious.



“May you what?” Randy asked in his best Big Bad Wolf impression.



“May I touch it?” Her cheeks were aflame.



She couldn’t meet Randy’s eyes.



“Touch what?”



“Your cock.”



Randy grinned. “You may.”



She took it one end. It was pink and long and curved and she couldn’t close her hand around it. Each testicle was big as her fist. Veins ran in pudgey rivers of purple down the shaft. She put her other hand on top of the first, double fisting it. She squeezed gently.



As her hot breath blew across the swollen, engorged head of the cock she realized it was Randy who was trembling now. On her knees before him like a servant before a lord she found she held more power than she’d thought possible.



Extending one arm, Randy let the length of belt drop onto her back, the buckle still in his hand. Pregnant with the promise of the lash, the leather touched her skin, at peace for now. Reaching down with his other hand Randy took his cock from her.



“Look at me,” he demanded.



She did as she was told, heart pounding. As they locked eyes he slapped her with the warm meat of his dick.
 Smack.
 It felt good. He shifted his hips, pulled with his hand and slapped her with the cock from the other direction.



The male smell from him lit up her pleasure receptors. She was like a drug addict looking for a fix now. She might have been legal, but she was still only a girl. No awkward fumbling in a car with a boy had ever come close to this. She was at his mercy. Her humiliation made her shudder, and brought tears to her eyes. Yet she couldn’t deny what was happening inside her, in her cunt.



Of their own volition her hand crept between her legs. She found herself wet and ready there. She tried to mimic his movements from earlier, rubbing along the top of her pussy roof while grinding her palm into her clitoris.



She made a plaintive sound of longing.



Randy pushed the head of his cock against her lips. She might not have her mother’s tits, but Sarah had her mother’s full lips. It was an arresting feature that she knew drew men’s attention.



Randy liked to call them “cock sucking lips.” Her mom would laughingly sush and tell him not to say things like that in front of Sarah-girl. But now Randy’s cock was pressed into those soft lips.



Her mouth popped open. Her mom, after a drink or eight, would always tell her “if you want to get anywhere in this world, you better learn how to suck a cock.” Sarah thought it was time for her to start getting somewhere in this world.



She kissed his cock the way she would a pair of lips, pressing hers into his.



“Lick it,” he demanded.



She complied. Her tongue lathed the warm shaft, tasting him. Between her legs her hand worked faster. Suddenly Randy hurled the belt down. She flinched thinking she’d made him angry, worried she might be slapped again. Her hand kept working her pussy.



Instead of slapping her however, Randy buried his hand in her hair. He was breathing hard, like a man running up stairs.



“Fuck this,” he snarled. “I can’t take it you little slut. Suck it! Suck my cock!”



Obedience was second nature now. She opened her mouth to envelope his head, jaw stretching to its limit, but he didn’t give her time. Instead she found the hardon punching into her mouth, filling her, pushing back toward her throat.



She gagged and he laughed. Drool spilled out of her mouth and hung from her lips. The taste of dick filled her tongue. He had her by the hair with both hands, pulling hard as he fucked her face. His cock slid in and out of her mouth as tears welled up in her eyes. She couldn’t suck his cock. She could only submit.



Randy snarled and suddenly she was being lifted to her feet like a doll. She gave a little squeak of surprise but in the next moment she’d been turned and put belly down on the bed. Her panties ripped as Randy tore them free.



This is it,
 she thought,
 this is how I lose my virginity!



She was enthralled, fearful and curious. Her stomach knotted with emotions but her pussy was slick with her own juices.



Randy grabbed his ready cock with a big hand and pushed the head of it against the boiling, moist folds of Sarah's exposed and swollen vagina.



She grunted hard and shook her head back and forth as he pushed his erection in her. He gave her a moment to take him, felt the velvet grip of her inner muscles squeeze along him, drawing him further in.



“That’s it,” he growled. “Take the cock, let me have your cherry, Sarah-girl.”



  He reached out with his long, brawny arms and grabbed Sarah by the shoulders. He yanked back on her as he thrust his hips forward, impaling her along his length in a swift, vicious movement.



  Sarah screamed at the sudden sharp pain then groaned low in her throat at the hurt and Randy moved his hands down to the sweaty curve of her hips. He began fucking her in earnest. Sarah started shrieking her pleasure. It hurt. The pleasure was there but the feeling of that hard log ploughing into her tight little cunt was overwhelming.



She wanted him to slow down to be more gentle but that wasn’t happening. Randy seemed crazed.



“Take it!” he shouted. “You little bitch, take it!”



Her hands slapped the bed and dug into the covers. Sarah felt like she was outside of her own body. The smell of the woman’s damp was pungent and the sound of Randy’s wet, slapping rhythm was vibrant and pugnacious.



  “Do you like getting fucked?,” Randy demanded as he sawed in and out of Sarah. “Do you feel it? Say it!”



  “Uh, uh, uh,” Sarah grunted. She couldn’t form words.



  She bit down on her lip hard as she struggled to take what Randy was giving her. A line of drool rolled out of her mouth and dropped in a rope of salvia to the bouncing, sweaty slope of her little breasts.



  “Say it!” Randy snarled again.



  The muscles of his arms stood out in vivid relief as he squeezed his hands hard, digging his blunt fingers into the soft flesh of her hips. Sarah’s head rolled back and he thrust his hips forward hard, snapping it back then pushing it forward. He continued to grind his cock into her, relentless, merciless.



  “I, I feel it,” she managed to just get out the promise.



  Her voice sounded rough and hoarse from the sex to her, the words coming up from deep within her. Randy lifted his right hand up and brought it down hard against the curve of her buttocks.



The slap echoed in the room like the pop of a slave master’s whip. Her ass turned red immediately and began to puff up. Randy lifted his hand and slapped her again.



  Sarah screamed long and loud as she came and Randy felt the heat on his swollen cock increasing. Slick, warm fluids spilled out of her opening and splashed his balls and the flat plane of his hips. He grunted and began thrusting even harder.



  He pushed his cock in and pulled it out, pushed it in and pulled it out as the pressure and fire began to build at the root of his penis. She trembled, crying out. The inside of her pussy clung to his cock. It felt like he could pull it inside out if he wanted. He thrust hard into the trembling girl, shoving her rudely across the bed and up against the trailer wall.



“You. Are. So. Fucking. Tight!” he roared.



He felt his cum roll up the length of his shaft like lava and spill into the gasping, moaning Sarah.



  He leaned forward and rested his weight across the girl’s back as the tingling shiver washed over him and his balls drew up tight between his thick thighs. He forced himself to stand and stepped quickly back, withdrawing from Sarah's grip in one fast pull.



  She moaned in protest and collapsed to her knees with Randy’s seed spilling out of her. She fought to catch her breath and her hands began to work at the hard nipples of her breasts as her body refused to shut down from her fever pitch.



He stepped over to her. She looked up at him from her submissive position on the floor. The wet head of his waning erection hung barely a foot away from her pretty face. She saw a smear of her hyman-blood on his dick.



  “Get that towel,” he grunted. “Get the towel and clean your cherry off me.”



  Sarah sprang to obey. With small hands she used the soft fold of linen to wipe the last traces of dampness from him. To clean her blood  Her hand held his penis and lifted it as her other worked quickly to blot up the wet. She could feel the beat of the big man’s heart through the throb of a thick vein running down the length of his manhood.



“Thanks for the fuck,” he said.



He wasn’t smiling now. He’d gotten what he wanted and now he wanted the chore of giving her over to the Angels done with, she realized.



“Put on the Girl Scout uniform you have.”



“Uh, that’s, like, left over from a while ago. It’s probably too small.”



“I didn’t say ‘let’s talk about,’” Randy snapped. “I said put it fucking on right fucking now, ‘kay?”



“Ok,” she said.



If this is just rough and not mean I don’t know what’s going to happen later tonight,
 she thought. She was worried. She was excited. She was worried and excited and her pussy was already sore.



He went to the fridge and grabbed a beer as she dressed. She came out of her room with a Hello Kitty backpack full of things she thought she might need, wondering what her mother was going to say.



“Let’s go,” Randy said, shrugging on his own Angel cut.



He didn’t bother looking at her as he went outside and started the Harley. Sarah’s pussy throbbed like a fresh bruise between her legs. Her mom sat on the couch, clearly hammered drunk, an empty bottle of Monarch vodka next to her.



“Your welcome for me letting my boyfriend fuck you first,” she sneered.



Not sure why she was helping the woman Sarah went outside and climbed on the back of the Harley. The big engine vibrated between her thighs. The reverberations shook her ultra-sensitive pussy.



She slid her arms around Randy and leaned against him as he took off hell-bent-for-leather. The trailer disappeared behind them as he hit the open road.



Her education had only just begun.



END



Sarah’s adventures continue in the next kinky hot installment of the Educating Sarah series! Look for the many other VIXEN WADE titles available on Amazon!
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