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Cuffed in Public

I was driving like a madwoman, and I knew it. I watched that little needle creep up until it hit 80. The green sign whizzing past me, almost too fast to read, reminded me that the speed limit was 45. My knuckles were white around the steering wheel, the road clear in front of me – and behind.

What the hell, I thought. It’s not every day you dump your coke-addict boyfriend. Live a little, Sonya.

I grinned, thinking back to Donny’s dumb face when I pulled up to his mom’s house with my car full of his shit. I threw it all out on the lawn, fast as I could, dodging and weaving as he followed me around – begging for forgiveness, then screaming at me for being a bitch, then begging again, then screaming again. I blocked it out. All of it. I’d had enough of Donny and his controlling, abusive behavior. I should have known when we got together and he spent our whole first date in and out of the bathroom.

I always did have a soft spot for the damaged ones. Thinking I could fix them or whatever…what a load of crap. Donny was the last bad boy I’d ever waste my time on. I was a free woman, and I was going to enjoy it. Starting right then and there, on that empty country road, I was going to enjoy the hell out of my freedom.

Or not.

I groaned aloud, easing my foot off the gas. As the car slowed, I turned down the volume knob on the radio. It had been blasting so loud that I hadn’t even heard the whoop whoop of the cop’s siren warning me to pull over. I just saw the flashing lights in the rearview. My stomach flipped over.

Dammit, dammit, dammit!

What strike was this gonna be? Two or three? My driving record wasn’t exactly immaculate. I really didn’t want to deal with another dumb ticket. And I’d been going really fast. I pulled to a stop, and leaned forward in my seat until my forehead hit the steering wheel. I shook my head slowly, back and forth. What the hell was wrong with me? This was such bullshit…

My keys hung from the ignition, glinting in the light. What if I just sped off? Maybe I could lose the cop somehow, or…

Well, that harebrained idea died quickly as the cop got out of his cruiser and approached my car. Despite myself, I let out a little whistle. He was hot. Like, way hot. I always thought that man in uniform thing was bullshit, but this guy was built. Tall, dark and handsome. A million times better than Donny looked on his best day.

I was only vaguely aware of myself adjusting my sundress to show off my C-cup cleavage, and running my hand through my bright red hair. I glanced in the rearview, happy to see that my makeup hadn’t run despite the few tears I shed when I left Donny in my rearview.

And then he was there. Leaning down slightly and knocking on my car window. I plastered on a smile and rolled it down.

“Hi, officer,” I chirped. “How are you doing today?”

“Ma’am,” he grumbled, clearly not interested in my cheery attitude. “Do you know why I pulled you over?”

“Well, sir, you see, I really didn’t mean to be going so fast, but…but I just…I…”

I desperately tried to think of a good excuse, something that would keep him from writing me up. But his bright blue eyes were distracting, as was his five o’clock shadow. He was way too good looking to be a cop. Was this some kind of candid camera show? I wouldn’t have been surprised, since the guy looked like he would be right at home in Hollywood.

“Ma’am, I need to see your license and registration,” he said, sounding annoyed. He reached for his belt, adjusting his gun. My stomach churned – I didn’t like that one bit. But I was just speeding. No need for things to get physical, right?

“Of course,” I mumbled, reaching for my purse in the seat beside me. While I dug for my wallet, Officer Dreamboat stepped back and examined my car. I found my license and then popped the glove compartment, pulling out my registration.

“Here it is!” I said, turning back to the cop. To my surprise – and dismay – he was staring at something through the back window, and frowning.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step out of the vehicle,” he said, blue eyes flashing in my direction. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. This felt…bad. Did he see something back there? What could he possibly find in my Corolla? I – unlike my ex – never touched drugs.

“Now,” he repeated, and I realized I’d been sitting there staring at him for a few seconds too many.

“Of course,” I hurried to comply, stepping from the car. On the way, my dress rode up a bit. I was too flustered to fix it, and I noticed that the cop – whose nametag read O’Connor – took the chance to check out my black panties. A flush of shame and excitement ran through me at that, but it was soon replaced by fear as he stepped forward.

“Ma’am, do you have any weapons or illegal substances on your or in your vehicle?” He asked as though he already knew the answer.

“No, officer,” I swore. “I don’t…”

“Then what is that?” Officer O’Connor growled, pointing through the back window. I whipped around and immediately saw what he was pointing at.

It was one of Donny’s baggies. Some hidden stash that must have fallen out of a pocket or something while I was hurling all his clothes onto the lawn.

“Oh, my god! Sir, no! That’s not mine, I swear, it’s…”

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to turn around and put your hands on the car,” he said, taking a very menacing step towards me.

“Okay, okay, but please, just listen…”

“Now!” The cop barked. I squealed, turning around and planting my hands on the hood of my car. I still held my license and registration in one hand, and Officer O’Connor stepped closer to snatch them from between my palm and the car’s hood. The engine idled underneath me, vibrations running up my arms. Tears began to prick at the corners of my eyes. Dammit, Donny! Dammit, dammit, dammit!

“Ms…Perkins?” Officer O’Connor asked, looking at my license.

“Yes, sir, that’s me, Sonya Perkins,” I agreed, desperate to get on his good side. “That’s my boyfriend…my ex-boyfriend’s, I swear it. I just broke up with him, I had all his stuff in my car, I had to drive it to where he’s staying to give it all back to him, it must have fallen out and…”

“Quiet,” Officer O’Connor barked, and I shut my lips tight. His voice was kind of rough and sexy, which surprised me a lot considering the circumstances. The road was still totally empty, which was a relief since I was bent over enough for my sundress to cover almost nothing.

“Sonya Perkins, I am placing you under arrest…”

My mind stopped working at those words. Under arrest?! Oh, god! How would I explain this to my family, my job, my…

Oh, my. Officer O’Connor grabbed my arms and pulled them back. I fell forward onto the car hood with a squeal, my dress riding all the way up to expose my panties. I felt cool metal click over my wrists, and realized that I was being handcuffed.

Officer O’Connor lingered where he was, against my prone and bent-over body. I could feel him pressed against me, pinning me to the car. He was still reading me my rights, but I couldn’t really focus. I was caught between panic over being arrested and a crazy arousal at having his weight on top of me.

Donny was shit in bed, and he was so jealous that if I even looked at another guy, it would be big trouble for everyone involved. This was the closest I’d gotten to hot sex in a long time. To my shock and shame, my pussy tingled and my nipples got kind of hard.

“Do you understand?” The cop growled in my ear, his breath hot on my flesh. I stammered, unable to respond. “Do. You. Understand?”

“Y-yes? N-no! What’s…”

“Ugh,” Officer O’Connor lifted his weight off me and yanked me up onto my feet. I tested the handcuffs – no surprise, they were legit. Tears began to flow down my cheeks liberally; I had lost all control. As the cop began to walk me towards his cruiser, I could barely match his pace. We only got to the trunk of my car before I fell forward, my knees hitting the rough asphalt. Officer O’Connor fell on top of me, straddling my ass. “Fuck!”

“Sir, please, don’t do this,” I wailed. “I’ll do anything! I swear, I’m a good girl! I’ll do whatever you say, just don’t arrest me!”

I expected him to pull me up to my feet and drag me the rest of the way to the cruiser. But for a long moment, he did nothing. Just sat on my exposed ass. Then I felt something…hard.

“You’re going to cooperate?” He asked.

“Yes! Yes, sir!” I exclaimed. “I’ll do anything!”

“Anything…” Officer O’Connor’s voice took on a lilt of humor. “Listen. I believe you, okay? Pretty girl like you, probably got with the wrong guy…”

Hope blossomed inside me like a flower. He believed me! He was going to help me!

Oh, he also totally had an erection, and he was pushing it against my ass. Without meaning to, my hips pushed upward.

“…so let’s work this out. If you’re a good girl and take your punishment here, I won’t bring you in.”

“P-punishment?” I stammered, getting a pretty good idea of what that punishment would be.

“That’s right,” he said. “You were still doing double the speed limit, after all. So I’m going to discipline you right here, right now. All you have to do is do what I say. Whatever I say, as soon as I say it. Are you willing to work with me, Ms. Perkins?”

Believe me, I really did consider saying no. I considered letting him take me downtown and booking me. I mean, what kind of woman agrees to perform sexual favors for a police officer on the side of the road in exchange for her freedom?

Well, me, I guess. Because with my mouth full of gravel, I heard my own voice saying:

“Yes, sir. Yes, I’ll do whatever you say!”

“Good,” Officer O’Connor said, and I could hear the grin in his voice. He got up, my body suddenly feeling very light without his weight on top of it. I squealed in surprise as he lifted me up in one smooth motion, getting me to my feet just before pushing me over the trunk of my car. I hit the metal with an oof. My dress was a total mess, torn in at least one place. My knees hurt from the gravel that still stuck to them. And now I could feel the cop pushing my head down until my face pressed against the hot metal of my car.

“Spread em,” he growled, kicking at my legs. I did as he said, not that I had a whole lot of choice in the matter. I was facing the street, and to my horror I heard a car approaching. I thought I’d have the whole road to myself! But then again, it was getting to be five o’clock, when people would be getting out of work…

Oh, no!

But it was too late to go back now. The cop already had me spread and bent over the trunk of my car. I felt his hands on my calf, patting their way upwards. He started at my right ankle, working his way up to my inner knee. He did the same to my other leg, stopping at the knee again. Then he grabbed both my legs at the same time and slowly made his way up my thighs.

The approaching car sped past in a blear of honking. I shuddered as the officer’s fingers trailed up my inner thigh, my dress now bunched around my hips. He wrapped his hands around my thighs, pulling them even further apart as he moved closer and pressed his hips against me. Involuntarily, I groaned when I felt his hard cock against my ass.

“You like that, huh?” He growled, suddenly yanking on my panties. I squealed as he pulled them tight, tight enough to show the outline of my slit. “I guess you’re just a nice little slut after all.”

“Mmmhmm,” I couldn’t help but agree as he slid a finger between my lips, rubbing me through the fabric of my panties. Another car sped past while I let the cop grind his hips on my ass and rub my clit. It felt so good, to have a man’s hands on me again. When he let go of my panties and reached his hands up my back and belly, I squirmed in disappointment. My pathetic excuse for a dress was no match for his strong arms as he pushed his way up. It was hard, considering that I was still cuffed, but somehow Officer O’Connor managed to get my dress all the way off – leaving me half-naked on the side of the highway.

“Sir?” I said, wondering if this was going to get me in more trouble somehow. ‘What if..”

“Shut up,” the cop barked, grabbing a handful of my hair. He yanked my head up and spat into my face. “Don’t you speak unless I tell you to speak, understand? You’re in custody, slut.”

I bit my lip and nodded, somehow even more turned on by how badly he was treating me. I guess I’ve always had a submissive side, and being at his whim with my hands cuffed and visible to anyone driving down the road…it was all getting to be a bit much. He slammed my head back down onto the car and tugged my bra down.

My generous tits pressed against the hot metal, my nipples rock hard. I cooed at the sensation, then nearly cried out as the cop grabbed me again and lifted me off the trunk. Grabbing me from behind, he groped my exposed tits. In the distance, I heard something larger than a car approaching. But I couldn’t focus on the sound, could only feel the heat rushing through my body as he teased and tweaked my hard nipples. It sent jolts of pleasure and desire straight down to my clit, which had started to throb.

“That’s better,” Officer O’Connor breathed into my ear. “Just be a good girl…”

A huge truck barreled past us, the driver honking loud and long in appreciation of my exposed tits. I moaned, surprised at how turned on I was. Even when the cop reached down and yanked my panties to my knees, I was more horny than ashamed of being nude in public. I fell forward again, hands bound behind my back, bare ass now on display. Officer O’Connor hummed his appreciation at my bubbly ass, and slapped me hard on the ass.

“I think you deserve a spanking,” he said. “What do you think?”

“Yes, sir,” I panted, staring at the road as another car drove past. “Spank me, please.”

I knew it was what he wanted to hear, so I said it. I didn’t know what to expect. I’d never been spanked before. I squealed as he began to smack my ass, first one cheek, then the other. The sound was surprisingly loud, and my body jumped and jerked with each blow.

I counted five hard smacks on my ass – my flesh was starting to burn, tears dripping down my cheeks now as more and more cars passed by and witnessed my humiliating punishment. It only seemed to make the cop more enthusiastic, as he continued to rain open-palmed slaps on my tender flesh. I bit my lip, my pussy starting to drip as the adrenaline in my body ramped up higher and higher.

Slowly, Office O’Connor began to wind down his spanking. I knew my ass must have been cherry-red, and it was burning with pain. No fewer than five cars had passed, each of them slowing to gawk at me as I was spanked.

“Good girl,” Officer O’Connor praised, rubbing his hand firmly over my tender flesh. “Now, just hold still…”

I jumped, hips jerking, as he suddenly thrust a hand between my legs. My wet slit ached for his touch, and I moaned in satisfaction as he finally found his way to my throbbing clit. Rubbing it in slow circles, he send shudders of pleasure up my spine. I was nearly drooling onto my trunk – and I couldn’t hear him unzipping his pants over the sound of another truck going by. But I certainly felt it when he pushed the head of his cock against my dripping entrance.

“Oh, my god,” I couldn’t keep from exclaiming when the first inch slipped inside me. I could tell he was huge. Way bigger than Donny. And he was thick! It felt like he was tearing me in two as he slid forward and began to bury himself in my aching cunt.

“That’s right, my little slut,” he chuckled. “You better take it. All of it. I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’ll be ruined for anyone else.”

“Urrrhgh,” I groaned into the metal, feeling his long, thick cock thrust all the way inside me. It felt like he was deeper than humanely possible, like he was fucking me all the way to my womb. My eyes rolled back in my head as he began to thrust. His hand never stopped rubbing my clit while his hips slammed against me, pushing me against the car, making me cry out with pain and pleasure. Two cars in a row slowed to a stop, the drivers staring at me, reaching down to stroke their cocks while I stared right back at them – unable to move my head. Unable to move anything. All I could do was take it as Officer O’Connor punished me with his thick, hard cock.

And then I gasped. It felt like the cop had a map to my pussy, and he’s just found the x. His cock angled upward and stroked my g-spot, rubbing it back and forth while he gripped my hip with one hand and teased my clit with the other. I couldn’t see anything but colors, and my whole body went rigid. All at once, it was like a spring unleashed inside me, and I cried out in pleasure. I came harder than I’d ever cum, jerking and bucking against his cock, slamming my body against him desperately, milking his thick shaft until he groaned and began to fill me up with hot, thick seed.

“Nice slut!” A voice screamed from a passing car. Something bounced off my car, a soda can or something. I didn’t care. I couldn’t care, about anything, except for the cock that was still pumping cum into my pussy. My spasms were barely subsiding, my body light and tingly all over, when Officer O’Connor pulled out of me.

“Geeze,” he said. “What a mess. Get on your knees and clean me up, slut. Then you can go.”

I looked at him, dazed, over my shoulder. He was standing with his pants held up by his sizeable thighs, his cock still half-hard and now coated in our combined juices. Groaning, I squirmed my way off the heated metal trunk of my car and onto my knees. With my hands still cuffed behind my back, it took considerable effort to turn myself around and face him; but I managed it at last, and found myself head-to-head with his cock. He held it loosely in one hand, and I blinked up at him, opening my mouth wide. Just this one little thing and I was free. Another truck blared by, and this time the driver slowed to a stop. I glanced up just as Officer O’Connor slid the head of his cock past my lips. The driver had his cock out, and was furiously stroking it. I was naked and dripping cum, bathing the cop’s shaft in my tongue, while another man jacked off. It was the dirtiest thing I’d ever done in my life, and I’d never felt so…free.

I closed my eyes and moaned as Officer O’Connor’s cock began to swell up again. I hadn’t realized he actually wanted to cum again, but I was more than happy to serve him if it meant he wouldn’t serve me up to a judge.

“Here,” his voice growled. I opened my eyes, and he pulled out. Unfastening his nightstick, Officer O’Connor knelt down and slid it between my thighs. I groaned as the smooth metal slid against my still-swollen clit. I caught the stick in my cuffed hands, and held it awkwardly between my pussy lips. I blinked up at the cop and he grinned. “Go ahead. I know a slut like you probably won’t be able to resist fucking yourself while you have your throat fucked.”

With that, he grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged me towards him. I landed mouth-first on his cock. Glancing to the side, I watched the truck driver jerk himself furiously while I began to slide my hips back and forth on the nightstick. It slid smooth across my clit, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the friction while Officer O’Connor took control over my mouth. There was no way his whole cock could fit in my mouth, but damn if he didn’t give it the old college try. I was gagging, eyes tearing, as he jammed his shaft down my throat again and again. I focused on the pleasure of humping the nightstick, and watched as the truck driver stared at me. My makeup must have been running, my nipples hard, my ass red from the spanking. And I was starting to drool around the cop’s dick, saliva running down my chin.

“Hey, shit or get off the pot, asshole,” a voice called. I noticed another car behind the truck. The truck driver’s eyes rolled back, and he came into his hand. Rolling the truck forward, the next car took his spot, another man stroking himself to the sight of me on my knees, fucking a nightstick and being throat-fucked by a cop.

“Alright, ah, fuck,” Officer O’Connor began to grumble. I moaned as he shoved his hardness even further down my helpless throat. My own body was beginning to vibrate with pleasure as I humped the nightstick faster. “Take it, slut, all of it...”

With a hot burst, Officer O’Connor came in my throat. Again and again, his cock spasmed and released thick ropes of sticky spunk. Overwhelmed, I thrust myself against the nightstick and came, too. The driver must have cum, too, because I heard his tires squealing away. While the cop continued to fill my belly with his seed, I gushed and rode the club until my body was limp.

Slowly, the cop pulled his soft cock from my mouth. Semen trailed down my chin, dripping onto my chest. I fell back onto my heels, licking my lips. Two cars drove past quickly, one of them honking. I blinked, watching Officer O’Connor zip himself back up.

“Okay,” he said, hands on his hips. “I’m a man of my word. Lean forward. Forehead on the ground.”

I did as he said, my forehead hitting the asphalt. My knees were cut up, my thighs and calves aching. But I felt a sudden rush of relief as Officer O’Connor undid the handcuffs. My arms fell forward, aching and heavy. The cop walked over to where my dress lay ruined on the side of the road, and kicked it towards me.

“Get rid of that shit in the backseat,” he advised, walking towards his cruiser. I began to crawl towards my dress, shaking with disbelief and the aftershocks of my orgasms. I heard his door shut. I pulled the dress over my head, finally covering myself from the cars going past. Officer O’Connor turned on his cruiser and began to pull back onto the road while I got to my feet. He stopped in front of me, and rolled the window down.

“And no more speeding, you got that?”

“Yes, sir,” I nodded, knowing I had learned my lesson. No matter how good you feel about dumping your boyfriend, there’s no excuse for speeding. Unless you happen to be going down a certain county road, at a certain time of day, when a certain cop is on duty…
 


Bonus Story: His Living Doll

I can’t imagine wanting to be anything but a living Doll.

I guess other girls want to be doctors or teachers or whatever.

Not me. I knew from the time I was a toddler what I wanted to be.

And as soon as I could make the decision, I went for it.

Sure, my parents were sad to lose me. But what I was doing was important. And training for Dollhood has to start early, so you’re ready for your Owner the minute you turn 18.

On the night before my 18th birthday, I was so excited I couldn’t sleep. I’d spent years training for that morning. I would be boxed up and sent out to meet Owner. My Owner. The man I would spend the rest of my life serving.

See, a Doll’s life is very simple. All you have to do is be the perfect toy for a man to use. We are taught how to live on very little food, and with very little attention. We need to be easy pets to keep, not too much of a hassle.

We are trained to take all sizes of men. We don’t actually have sex with anyone until we turn 18 and meet our Owners, but there are tools we use to make sure we can pleasure any size of man, from the smallest to the largest. We are trained to be perfect cocksuckers, again using tools designed for that purpose alone. Owner would be the first man to touch me, but I was well prepared to please him any way he wanted me to.

A Doll doesn’t speak unless she’s spoken to. And when she does speak, she always calls Owner by his rightful title of sir. A Doll has one purpose: please Owner. Love Owner. Serve Owner. So anything you do or say should fulfill this purpose. We must be gorgeous at all times, trim but buxom.

We have artificially designed bodies that resist aging. Our breasts are uniformly large but perky, perfectly round. Our nipples are altered to show constant arousal, and it is our job to always be wet and ready should Owner decide to fuck us. We have had all our body hair removed with laser hair removal, and make-up tattooed onto our faces. Even our voices are trained to be pleasingly high-pitched and innocent.

At any time, our Owner can walk away. And if he comes back a week later, we will be just as beautiful and ready to serve him as we were before.

An Owner can choose whatever type of Doll he wants. Me, I’m a blonde Dolly with blue eyes. My nipples are a nice, bright pink. I didn’t know what to expect from my Owner, but I knew I would love him.

The morning of my 18th birthday, I bid a happy farewell to the Doll Training Academy. I had friends and mentors there, but they didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered now was Owner. I was placed in a large box and put on a truck. Some time later, I felt the box being moved. Each passing moment had me more excited than the last. Finally, I knew, I was close to Owner! I must be, because I could hear male voices. A bunch, at first. And then only one.

“Alright, Doll,” the voice said. “Let’s have a look at you.”

My first vision of Master was almost too much. He was perfect. He was in his 50’s, with grey hair and glasses. He had a nice, roundish body. He was the most handsome man in the world. I loved him so much. I couldn’t wait to serve him. I hoped he would let me take him in my mouth first, so I could taste him.

“Huh,” he said. “Well, you’re pretty enough, I guess. Come on out there. Take a look at your room.”

The room he had for me was amazing. There was a table and a chair, and the walls were light blue. There was a small bar set up in one corner, and a bunch of chains attached to one of the walls. There was a closet with lots of fun clothes in it. Outfits ranging from French maids to nurses to schoolgirls. And I could see a toybox, too, overflowing with toys. Whips, chains, dildos, vibrators, and all sorts of joyous things. Owner was so thoughtful to provide such a nice room for me.

“Why’d they dress you in this shit? I want to see what I paid for,” he grumbled, sounding annoyed. My heart broke. I didn’t want Owner to be upset. He was right; the dress I wore was loose and dull. It didn’t show off my perfect breasts or my ass or my pink, glistening pussy. He pushed the box out of the door and walked past me to the closet. He skimmed the clothes, then picked out a dress and brought it to me.

“Put this on,” he said. “I’ve got to make a call. When I get back, you’ll be dressed and ready to start your new life, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, thrilled beyond my wildest dreams. I couldn’t wait! Immediately, I stepped from the boring burlap sack of a dress and slipped into the outfit Owner gave me. It was quite short, barely covering my rump. It was also very frilly, like a baby doll’s dress. The top had no straps, my breasts basically overflowing, my perpetually hard nipples showing through the thin fabric. Its pale pink color and blue ruffles complimented my painted-on make-up.

The heels Owner left for me were very pointy, and I had to really concentrate when I stood up or walked so that I wouldn’t fall over. With my new outfit snugly adorning my body, I waited in the dark for Owner to return. Since I didn’t know how long it would be, I shut off my mind. That’s an important skill for a Doll to have. We can shut our minds off, and think only about cock and pleasing Owner, which keeps us wet until we’re ready to be used again.

When the lights came on again, I snapped back into consciousness. Owner admired his new Doll, his eyes rolling up and down my body. He clearly approved of what he saw, which made me very happy. There is nothing more wonderful for a doll than an Owner’s approval.

“You certainly look like you’re worth the price,” he growled. Owner cut across the room and settled himself into the large leather chair. He crossed one leg over the other. I followed his path, turning so that he always had a clear view of me.

“Let’s see what else you can do,” he said. “Make me a drink. Whiskey, on the rocks.”

I beamed, happy to serve Owner. I was desperate to show him I was worth the money he’d spent. I tip-toed my way to the bar, focusing very hard on not falling over. All Dolls know how to make and serve drinks, as well as certain basic meals. After all, men enjoy more than just sex. A Doll should be a perfect addition to a household, not just a bedroom. I fixed Owner’s drink and tottered back to him. He sipped it and nodded in approval.

“Not bad,” he said. “Come closer.”

I came to him as quickly as the heels would allow. He set the drink down on the table beside him. Now, up close, he could really admire and judge my body. He moved his hands down my waist, over and around my rump, examining me for flaws. He pulled my thighs apart and looked at my shaved pussy.

When he slipped a finger between my lips and found me sopping wet, I sighed in pleasure. A Doll is always wet, so that her Owner can take her whenever he wants. And nothing brings a Doll more pleasure than serving her Owner and taking his cock wherever he chooses to put it. Owner pulled his finger away and sucked it, tasting me. Our chemical make-up is altered during our training, so that we always taste like vanilla. I knew Owner enjoyed it as he grinned.

“Very nice,” he said. “And you can feel everything, can’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I can feel everything.”

“And you like the way I touch you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like the way you touch me.”

“What if I were to touch you like this,” he said, and grabbed my chest, pulling at my breast, kneading it hard as he yanked me towards him. I bent at the waist, holding still while he tugged and abused my tits.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like it when you touch me like that.”

“Or this?” He released my breast and slapped my ass, which was totally exposed as I bent over. He slapped it hard enough to leave a mark. I kept my eyes on his, my cheeks reddening as the pleasure of Owner’s hands on me set in.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I like it when you touch me like that.”

“Hm,” he said, apparently satisfied by my answer. “Very nice. Kiss me.”

I was filled with joy as I leaned in and pressed my painted lips to his. He grabbed at my head, his hand burying in my hair. I let him take control, his tongue spreading my lips wide and plunging into my mouth, down my throat. He kissed me hard, daring me to keep up. I used my tongue to explore every inch of Owner’s mouth, savoring his taste for the first time. When he pulled away, I couldn’t wait to taste him again, everywhere. Already, his taste and scent were branded into my mind. I would always crave him.

He grinned now as he looked down into my cleavage. He reached up with both hands and ripped the top of the tiny dress down. My D-cup breasts, designed to have perfect bounce and perkiness, spilled forward. He grabbed them from below, kneading them roughly once more, enjoying the smooth weight of them.

When he teased my hard nipples, I moaned in appreciation. A Doll’s body is designed to be so sensitive that I could cum from the mere stimulation of my nipples. Owner knew this, and seemed determined to test it out for himself. He glared at me while he pinched and twisted my nipples, each tug sending jolts of pleasure to my pussy.

“You’re a perfect little fuck machine, aren’t you?” he said through a dark grin. “I want to see it. I want to see you cum for your Owner.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. Already, I could feel the swell of pressure in my womb. Owner leaned in, pulling me forward at the same time. He sucked one breast into his mouth and bit down on my nipple; immediately, the pressure exploded, and I came for him, shaking as pleasure rolled up and down my spine.

His hand continued to play with my other breast as he suckled and nipped my nipple, moving between my tits until they were both red and swollen from his abuse. Each lick and tug had me dripping, my clit ringing with pure pleasure. Looking down, I saw that Owner was hard, his cock swollen as he forced his new Doll to cum again and again. He pulled away, noticing where my eyes had gone.

“See something you like, Doll?” he grinned. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve been trained for.”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, my mouth watering as I dropped down between his legs.

I unzipped him and moaned in pleasure as his cock sprang forth. It was beautiful to me, and I couldn’t wait to taste it. I would always adore his cock, and worship it night and day. Leaning in, I began to lick at it, from base to tip. His smell filled my nose, intoxicating. I covered him with my lips and tongue until he was wet from my spit, and then lapped at the head. Sliding down to his balls, I sucked and licked them into my mouth, enjoying the way his hips thrust in pleasure. I could – and would – suck and lick him all day, but Owner was impatient.

He yanked me up by my hair and forced his tip between my lips. Eagerly, I relaxed my throat and slid down his shaft. At the same time, he thrust himself into me, and the combined force had him lodged all the way into my throat. He groaned as I deep-throated him, wrapping every inch of his cock in my warm, wet mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft while I cupped and teased his balls. I knew how to breathe through my nose so I could take him for as long as he wanted.

Owner’s hips were thrusting, his hand stiff as he held my head in place. My nose was pressed into his curly pubes, and I was filled with the smell and taste of him. I was desperate for him cum, wanting so badly to please him. Owner’s cock throbbed and swelled in my mouth, and his hips jerked harder.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum…”

It was music to my ears. And soon enough, I was rewarded. His cock throbbed once more, and he released a warm burst of seed into my throat. Each drop of his cum was sacred to me, and I swallowed it all happily, feeling it fill my belly. I moaned in lust, wanting even more, sucking hard throughout his climax so that nothing would be left over when he finally slid from my lips. The taste of him was my new favorite flavor.

When he began to wilt, I kept my mouth around his shaft. I wouldn’t be done until he told me I was done. He could fuck my throat again  and again, and I would be happy to take it all.

He pulled at my hair, forcing my head up. Immediately, I found his eyes, and was thrilled to see his approval.

“Not bad,” he mused. “But now I guess I’ll have to wait before I try out the rest of you.”

I didn’t respond at all. Whatever Owner wanted to do was fine.

“Just sit here,” he said. “I’m going to go do some work. Don’t move.”

I sat back on my haunches, doing as he said. He got up and walked to the door. He looked back at me once, making sure I hadn’t moved. I didn’t even turn my head to follow him, but waited, frozen in place. He chuckled, the lights went out, and the door clicked shut.

I could still taste him in my throat. For however long he was gone, which felt like forever, I just enjoyed that taste. Owner’s taste. His cum was so delicious. I couldn’t wait to eat it every day. I hoped he liked my mouth enough to let me serve him with it often.

When he came back, I wasn’t sure how much time had passed. Time doesn’t really mean anything to a Doll. We don’t know how to tell time. We’re just objects, so it doesn’t matter. He flicked the switch and light flooded the room.

“Ha,” he laughed, walking over to me and towering above me. “You really didn’t move an inch.”

“No, sir,” I said. “I obeyed you, see?”

“So you did,” he grinned. “And now I’m ready to try out the rest of you. See? Nice and hard again.”

I salivated, looking at the bulge in his pants.

“Take it out,” he barked. I hurried to obey, my fingers shaking in excitement. “Show me how much you missed me.”

Moaning, I enveloped the head in my lips and tongue, sucking it into my cheeks. I swirled my tongue around the tip over and over again, desperate to taste his pre-cum. He grabbed me by the hair and grunted, pulling my face away, tilting it up so he could look down at me.

“Alright,” he said. “That’s enough. Lay down on the carpet, Doll.”

I eagerly rolled onto my back. He towered above me, as an Owner should. My breasts were still exposed from before, and now they pointed towards him in a way I hoped was appealing.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and walked around until he was standing at my feet. I parted my thighs, stretching them as far apart as I could, giving Owner a good look at my pussy. He rubbed at his chin, examining me.

“Very nice, my little fuck toy,” he said. Pride bloomed in my chest and I smiled up at him. He crouched down between my knees and reached forward. Even though he had been gone for a while, I was still dripping wet and ready for him. I would always be wet for him. Owner thrust two fingers into my spread slit and felt me from inside.

I moaned in pleasure as he tested my pussy. He rubbed my clit at the same time, using the pad of his thumb. Within seconds, I was ready to cum for him again. I was trained to cum on command, and had only to wait for his order. I was at Owner’s total control. I could only be satisfied when he wanted me to be satisfied. Only his command could release me. I squirmed and waited for him to decide whether or not I deserved to cum.

“Shit,” he smiled, crooking his fingers inside me to press harder against my pussy walls. “You’re a desperate little thing, aren’t you? Tell me, fuck toy. Do you want to cum for Owner?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped. “I want to show you how good you make me feel. I want to show you how much I love you, Owner.”

“Hmm,” he said, continuing to torture me with his thumb and fingers. “I think I’d like to see that, Doll. Do it. Cum for me. Now.”

With a squeal, I obeyed, my pussy clenching and gushing around his fingers. I panted and groaned as he drove me to climax, prolonging it with every jerk of his fingers. I kept eye contact with him as I came, showing him what a good little Doll I was. How obedient and sweet and eager to make him happy.

Before I was even done with my spasms, he was crawling over my prone body, his cock hard as it dragged along my thigh. He grabbed my tits again, roughly using them to support himself as he buried his face in my neck. He bit hard on my flesh, claiming me as his property. His thighs pushed my thighs further apart, and then I felt his cock nudging at my entrance.

I kept still, an inanimate object, waiting for him to penetrate me for the first time. He groaned as he slid his cock up and down my soaked lips, getting himself even harder.

“Perfect little toy,” he moaned. “Ready to take me. Ready for every inch. Fuck. Beg me for it. I want to hear you beg me for it.”

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “I need your cock inside me. I want to be your perfect little toy. Please fuck me. Please, fill me with your cock. I need to feel you inside me…”

“Shit,” he groaned, and suddenly I felt him thrust into me. I gasped as the sensation thrust me into pure ecstasy. Being filled with Owner is the closest to paradise a Doll can get. The way his cock filled me, it was better than anything I’d ever felt before. As much as we were trained to love and worship cock, there was no preparing for the utter bliss of being taken by Owner for the first time.

He grinned down at me as my pussy clenched around his cock. We are well-trained in how to pleasure a man, and I put every muscle to use as he started fucking me. He went at me hard, still kneading and twisting my breasts as he buried himself inside my tailor-made cunt.

“God damn,” he groaned, rolling over so that I was splayed out above him. Immediately, I took the position we were taught for riding. A Doll should be skilled in every position. It’s not fair for an Owner to have to do all the work. I began to bounce up and down on his cock, loving every inch as it pierced me.

My breasts bounced along with me, giving him something to look at and feel. He grabbed them from below, grunting as I slid my tight pussy up and down on his member. Pinching and twisting my nipples, he sent my body into throes of torturous pleasure. I could have come again at any second, but I would wait for his command.

“You’re good at this,” he groaned, his hips shifting so that each bounce drove him deeper and deeper into my warmth. “Do you like it?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. “I love riding your cock. It’s all I want to do. I want to be the perfect Doll for you, all I want is to take your cum…”

“Yeah, bitch,” he grumbled, moving his hands to grab my waist. He began to lift and lower me at his desired pace, my slight figure light enough for him to use however he desired. This was what I was made for. To be used as his toy, whenever and however he wanted. “I’m gonna cum for you alright…but not here. I want to cum in  your ass. I want you to fuck me just like this, with your ass.”

“Yes, sir,” I groaned, heat flushing through me as his words pleasured me to my core. “Thank you, sir. I’m so happy to please you, sir.”

“Shut up and do it,” he growled, grabbing my hair. “Turn around so I can watch your ass bounce on my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, and immediately did as he commanded. I lifted myself off his cock and turned around so I was straddling him the other way. We were well-trained in anal sex, as well, and we were taught to always keep ourselves neat and clean so that we would always be available to our Owners. Positioning my tight rosebud against his cock, I groaned in pleasure when he thrust forward. He grabbed my ass cheeks and squeezed them, his dick buried deep in my ass.

“Ride me,” he barked, and I was eager to obey. I used every muscle in my thighs and hips to ride his cock, feeling him throb in my ass as I showed Owner how good and obedient I was. He was panting with pleasure. “You like this too, don’t you, you slutty little Doll? You like having your ass full of cock?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, loving it more than words could say.

“You want me to fill your pretty little ass with my cum?”

He was teasing me beyond belief with his filthy promises. Of course, nothing would give me more pleasure than to know that my Owner was satisfied.

“Yes, sir, please,” I begged. “Please fill Dolly’s ass with your cum.”

“Fuck, yeah,” he groaned, and slammed himself against me. I felt wave after wave of hot seed filling me as he came, his balls churning against my slit as he gave me every ounce of his satisfaction. I panted in pleasure, feeling him burst inside me.

“Thank you, sir,” I groaned, the warmth of his seed radiating in my ass. He slid out, cock limp, and pushed me off. “Thank you so much for treating your Doll so well. I love serving you.”

“So I see,” he chuckled. “Shit. I’m dripping out of you. Can’t waste a drop, can we? Why don’t you go ahead and fuck yourself for me. Use my cum to tease that hard little clit of yours. I want to get this on tape. Show the guys what they have to look forward to.”

He pulled out his phone and started recording me from above. I didn’t know what he meant, but it’s not a Dolly’s place to question anything. I just collected his cum as it dripped from my asshole and used it to further lubricate my clit, rubbing myself desperately for him to film.

“Go ahead and finger yourself,” he grinned. “I know you want to.”

I moaned in satisfied pleasure, digging my fingers into my cunt and pulsing them. I was strung out on pleasure, ready to burst as soon as he said the word. His cum was still warm on my fingers, and knowing that it was Owner’s seed made me shudder all over.

“Cum for me,” he finally said. “Cum for the camera.”

“Y-ye-yes, sir,” I groaned, and cried out in pleasure. My pussy gushed and clenched with my climax, my clit jumping as I kept rubbing it. Owner’s cum was smeared all over my pussy now, from my ass to my clit. I drove my climax deeper, sucking his seed from my fingers, tasting my own pleasure at the same time. Soon, I was spent, lying before him on the carpet, waiting for his next command.

“Alright,” he said, putting his phone away. “That was fun. You’ll be a fun toy to play with.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, pulling myself up to kneel at his feet.

“You need to eat and drink, right? Yeah, they said so. Alright, give me a second…”

He left me alone in the playroom, and I waited patiently, not moving, until he returned. He held two bowls, one with water and the other with cereal. He set them on the floor.

“There,” he said. “That should keep you satisfied for the night.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, feeling my hunger rise at the sight of food. We Dolls don’t eat often, but we do get hungry. We try to satisfy ourselves almost completely on Owner’s cum. It tastes so much better when you’re hungry. And it’s almost filling enough to keep you going for days at a time.

“Tomorrow will be a big day for you,” he mused. “I have friends coming over. Mama always did tell me to share my toys. We’ll keep you busy, for sure. I’d say you’ll have at least five cocks to suck and fuck all day. Does that make you happy? Knowing you’ll have plenty of cum to swallow? Lots of dicks to worship?”

“Yes, sir,” I nodded, thrilling at the idea.

“But you know who your Owner is, don’t you?” he grinned, reaching down to pet me.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “You are my Owner. I only love you. Your cock is my God. I am yours to play with whenever you want. I will always belong to you and no one else.”

“Very good,” he said, stepping back through the door. He put a hand over the light switch. “Now stay here until I’m ready to play with you again.”

He switched the light out and closed the door. I was hungry and thirsty, but I decided I’d wait exactly where I was. I wanted to make sure I hadn’t moved an inch when Owner came back. And I had lots of exciting things to think about to keep me distracted. Like how much I loved being a Doll, and couldn’t wait to serve Owner for the rest of my life.


Bonus Story: Please Teach Me, Sir!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” 

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

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

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

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

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

“Lydia, darling, what's wrong?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My parents...” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But he texted me...?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He smirked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. 

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

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

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

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

He grinned. 

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

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

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I brightened up. 

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

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

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

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

Bonus Story: Punished for Teasing the Gardener

I was in big trouble.

At least, that’s what all my friends told me.

“You can’t go to college a virgin!” They said. “They’ll eat you alive!”

And I believed them. I’d turned 18 at the end of my senior year, and I was the only one of my friends who was still a virgin. It wasn’t by choice, really. It was just that none of the guys I knew in high school seemed up to the task. They were always so nervous and kind of pathetic. I wanted the first man to take me to be…well…a man! Someone strong, who knew what to do with me. Someone like…
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“Hey!” I shouted, rising from my lounge chair beside the pool. The gardener turned, his face obscured by the wide-brimmed hat on his head. He was working shirtless, as usual. Was that why I always made sure to do my tanning when he was working? Maybe. Maybe it was also why I untied my bikini straps and barely covered my impressive chest when I tanned.

“Yes?” He called, irritable.

“Don’t cut those bushes,” I yelled. “Daddy doesn’t want them cut.”

“Who says?” He challenged me.

“Daddy says!” I hollered back. Who did he think he was, questioning me? My Daddy was his boss. He couldn’t talk back to me. No matter how much I teased him with my body, he ought to always remember his place, right?

He stared at me a few moments more. I held my bikini across my chest with one hand, showing off plenty of under- and over-boob. He shook his head slowly; I couldn’t see much of his face, but I could see the scowl. Then he turned away and moved off to another part of the yard. I could still watch him, but he was farther away. This frustrated me. I liked watching him. Tan skin glistening in the sun, muscles working, long black hair tied up in a bun…

When he disappeared around the side of the house, I harrumphed myself up and went inside through the patio doors. I hopped up the stairs to my room, discarding my bikini. Naked, I walked to my window, which overlooked the yard. I opened the curtains and saw him, working on the hedges. I knew that if he looked up, he could see me, too. Good. Let him take a nice, long look at my fresh, young, teenage body. He’d never have it. I liked having that power over him.

I waited until I knew he’d seen me plenty, then got dressed. Sometimes, I’ll admit, I didn’t get dressed right away. Sometimes, I touched myself, right where he could see it. But that day, I was more bored than horny. I threw on a tank top and short skirt. I was in the house and not planning to go out, so I didn’t wear a bra.

Daddy wouldn’t be home for another hour and a half. I was bored. Bored enough to do some mindless eating, so I hopped down to the kitchen, bouncing all the way. On the way down, I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror: long blonde hair in a high ponytail, big green eyes, perfectly luscious lips. I was 18 and every bit the princess. With my c-cup tits and perky ass, I figured I was doing the gardener a favor by showing off my body in front of him. Where else would he get this close to perfection?

I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped short.

He’d never come into the house before.

But there he was, in the kitchen, drinking from a glass of iced tea.

The nerve!

“What are you doing here?” I demanded, crossing my arms over my chest. The cold air in the house had my nipples hard. Or maybe it was his dark eyes and scrubby beard. He looked at me with something like boredom.

“I was thirsty,” he said.

“So?” I demanded, stalking across the room towards him. “You didn’t think to knock before barging into our house? Daddy wouldn’t like that!”

“Daddy wouldn’t like that,” he teased, mocking me. “Yeah, there’s a lot of things that Daddy wouldn’t like, aren’t there?”

My mouth opened, then snapped shut. He turned, and I found myself face-to-face with him, staring into his black eyes. He really was very handsome, and with his shirt off, abs hard as sculpted marble, inches away from me…

“That’s what I thought,” he smirked. He took a step forward, and I took a step back. I felt my ass hit the kitchen table, my heart thudding hard in my chest. “Don’t have anything to say? That’s a first, you mouthy brat.”

“Y-you can’t talk to me like that,” I said. “My Daddy is your boss. That means I’m your boss, too!”

“Like hell you are,” he growled, advancing even further. I could feel my pussy getting wet from being so close to him, trapped by his dark eyes and his demanding tone. I thought he was the kind of guy who’d just take my teasing. But I was wrong. He was the kind of guy who’d take my virginity. The realization drove a chill down my spine. “You’re nothing but a bratty little tease.”

Suddenly, he reached forward and pulled at the strap of my tank-top, and I slapped his hand away, but not before he managed to pull it halfway down my arm. Where his fingers grazed my flesh, I was all goosebumps. No sooner did his hand leave one strap then it was on the other, pulling just as hard, heedless of my slapping hand.

“You’re crazy,” I hissed, feeling my heartbeat speed up as he smirked at me. “You can’t treat me like that!”

“Why not? You like being treated this way, don’t you?”

Yeah, I did, but that was beside the point. So what if I liked knowing he watched me undress? So what if I liked the way he licked his lips when he saw my breasts, barely covered by my bikini, nipples hard? So what if I wondered what his rough, hard-working hands would feel like on my chest, tweaking my nipples…

“No,” I said, voice shaking. “I don’t.”

“Oh, please,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “You’re not fooling anyone, princess. I’ve seen you. Through the window that you always conveniently leave open. I know every bra and panty you own, and you know it, and you like it. The blue lacy one is my favorite. Especially when you stick those fingers into your panties and…”

I was blushing now and breathing hard. I never thought that all my teasing, all my fantasies, would lead to something actually happening. But I guess you can only push a man so far before he pushes back.

“And what?” I challenged, noting how his body kept moving towards mine, inch by invisible inch, closing the distance between us.

“You know,” he growled. “You know exactly what you’re doing when you watch me work and touch your pussy. Dreaming about what it would be like to let the dirty gardener fuck that rich little twat of yours. Get dirt all over your tits and your ass…”

He leaned in now, putting his hands on either side of the kitchen table, pinning me in place. He leaned down enough that our lips and eyes were aligned. My mouth was watering, my nipples tingling, the hair on the back of my neck standing up. His hips moved towards me, and I gasped as they met my pelvis, grinding me back into the marble edge of the table. I could smell him, earth and sweat and musk. I could see the drops of sweat on his forehead, the trails leading from his ear to his neck.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? I bet those nipples are begging for me to touch them, hard and aching…”

I moaned, his words igniting fires across my flesh, my throat closing as lust choked me. I pushed my hips against his, put my hands on his chest; I wanted to push him away, but I also wanted him to come even closer. My hips and my hands fought the war for me, the lower half of my body grinding against him while the top half resisted.

“Do you think Daddy would like it if he knew that his little brat was stripping for the help? Touching herself right where they could see? Do you think Daddy would like it if someone like me had pictures of you, naked, your fingers buried in your slit?”

Everything inside me went cold at once. Pictures? What was he talking about? He couldn’t…he wouldn’t…

“You think I can’t afford one of those fancy phones with a  high-res camera?” He was grinning now. My hips had stopped grinding against his, shock overwhelming my lust for the moment. But he kept pushing me against the table, and now I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

“You’re gonna let me touch, lick, and suck everything you’ve been teasing me with,” he said, his hot breath whipping through my brain and making me shudder in pleasure. “Starting with your tits. Right, princess? Say it. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I didn’t want to stop him. But I needed to stop him. But I didn’t want to. But I was a good girl, not a slut, and I couldn’t let the man who mowed my father’s lawn grab my tits and…

“Ohhh,” I moaned as he ripped my off, my generous chest bouncing free and into his waiting hands. “Yessss, pleeease…”

“Yeah,” he growled, his knee still lodged against my pussy, sending shockwaves up my spine. “That’s right. This is what bratty little teases get.”

He licked his lips, cupping my breasts from below and kneading them roughly. I could feel every callous, could feel the dirt on his palms, felt him hardening against my body.

“God damn,” he growled. “They feel even better than they look.”

As if to prove this to himself, he squeezed them both, hard enough to make me cry out. His eyes danced up to mine, his mouth set in that awful smirk.

“And look how fucking hard your nipples are,” he whispered. His thumbs rolled over them and my back arched in response, my hips grinding down harder against his leg now, my clit buzzing as I pressed it against him and thrust.

“Please,” I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Did I want him to stop, or keep going? Did I want it to end – or did I want more? Did it matter what I wanted anymore…or was it about what I needed?

“I love the sound of a brat begging,” he growled, and pinched my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, still grasping and massaging each breast in his large hands. “And you know I can feel every move your hips make, right? I can feel you trying to fuck my thigh, you needy little tease.”

“P-please,” I said again, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as he pinched my nipples harder, then pulled them, then twisted them gently. Could he feel how fast my heart was beating, too? Could he feel how wet I was – soaked through my panties? My stomach coiled tight as he teased my breasts, claiming them with his calloused hands.

“If only Daddy could hear you now,” he smirked. “Begging the hired help to suck your nipples. That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours?”

He twisted them again, harder this time, and the coil in my stomach tightened. I found myself nodding, ferociously.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please…suck…my nip…”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make my mouth say those dirty words. But his thigh moved away and his hands dropped from my tits and my whole body screamed in protest.

“No,” I whined, opening my eyes to watch him retreat. “Please…I need…”

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” he said. “I don’t care what you want, or need. Understand? Teases like you don’t get what they want. They get what I’m willing to give them. And I want to hear you beg me to kiss your fucking tits and suck your nipples.”

“Please,” I moaned, moving towards him; he pushed me back. “Please…suck my nipples.”

My cheeks were flaming red, and my voice sounded small and childish, but he smiled. His hands landed on my hips and suddenly I felt him lifting me, setting me down on the edge of the kitchen table. The cold marble was a shock to my bare thighs, but I barely had time to register it before his lips were between my breasts, his hands kneading and pushing each globe together, his tongue lapping at my flesh as his mouth came closer and closer to the center of my breast.

His fingers played with one nipple while his lips closed on the other, his tongue lathing me in warmth. He forced himself between my knees, his cock clearly hard behind his zipper. Growling, he switched sides, pinching one nipple while sucking and lapping at the other. I groaned, loud and long, as my panties flooded and my flesh warmed. He bit down gently and I started at the sudden pain.

“Not so hard,” I whined, but he didn’t seem to care, and bit down again, harder this time. I had to admit, it felt strange…and good. I was panting, my hands on the table behind me, my back arched to give him full access to my chest. My hair tickled down my back, sparks of pleasure that bounced across my body.

“Fuckin’ nice,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and nipping and licking me into a frenzy. My eyes fell on the microwave, where the clock told me that Daddy would be home within the hour. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Daddy…he’ll be home…” I moaned. “We can’t…”

“Don’t you tell me what I can’t do,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging so that tendrils of pain mingled with my pleasure. “I hope your Daddy does come home, just in time to see his little brat impaled on the gardener’s cock.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my eyes trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. I was going to lose my virginity right there on the kitchen table, to the gardener. I was dripping onto the marble countertop, my tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

“That’s the idea,” he growled, releasing my hair. “In every hole, princess. Every hole.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond, but pushed on my chest, catching me off guard; I fell backwards, my back on the marble, his mouth trailing between my breasts and down my taut, fluttering stomach. His hands yanked my skirt down, then my drenched panties.

“So wet,” he growled, kissing just above my mound. “Such a wet little tease, getting off on this. You love it, don’t you? You love spreading your legs for me, don’t you? Rich little bitch…”

“Mmm,” I could barely even manage to hum as his breath blew across my clit, causing my thigh muscles to clench, my hips to jerk. He had one hand on my stomach, keeping me down, restricting my movement. The other traced up my thigh, his eyes gazing at me from between my legs, watching my every move. When he slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, I jerked, my hands gripping the end of the table, nails digging into nothing as pleasure flooded my body.

“Tight as fuck,” he growled. “You really are a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “Mm-hmm.”

“Perfect,” he growled, and a second later his mouth was on my clit, his fingers thrusting inside me, meeting resistance but pushing through it; I felt something stretching, a brief jolt of pain, and then the deepest pleasure I’d ever felt. I’d fingered myself before, but not like this. My fingers were thin and short, his were thick and long; he must have torn my hymen, but it didn’t even matter. I was lost in the sensation of his fingers thrusting and stroking while his tongue wrapped around my clit, suckling between his lips, flicking it and teasing it until my thighs quivered around his head.

My hips were straining against his hand, my body desperate for release. His fingers curled inside me and stroked some place deep inside me. At the same time, his teeth grazed my clit, and the dual sensation set me off. The coil in my stomach released violently, my spine going rigid as I came, flooding his mouth with my juices. I gasped, then panted, feeling my jagged nerves ringing with the sensation.

He sucked my clit hard, one more time, before rising, towering over my prone body. He wiped his mouth with his hand, eyes hungry as they roamed over me, naked from head to toe, spread before him like a virgin offering. He never took his eyes off me as he undid his zipper, his pants falling to his ankles. His cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. He stroked himself a few times, staring down at me, then smirked again.

“Get up,” he growled. I rose, lowering myself onto the ground, my pussy still dripping down my thighs. We stood close, my breasts pressed to his chest. I felt his hand on the top of my head, pushing. “Now get down and show me how you suck cock, princess.”

“I don’t know how,” I whined, trying to resist the force of his hand. I was afraid to put him in my mouth. He was so big, and my mouth was so small, I was sure it would be uncomfortable.

“Perfect time to learn, then,” he growled, and pushed harder, until I was forced onto my knees. It stood before me, throbbing and angry-looking. I looked up at him, eyes pleading for mercy. But he wasn’t in the mood for mercy, it seemed.

“Better get to it, if you want me to come before Daddy gets home and sees you sucking the gardener’s cock,” he growled. “Let me see your tongue.”

I could do that, at least. I opened my lips and stuck my tongue out, still watching him for guidance. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head toward him while driving his hips forward. The head of his cock slipped along my tongue; the taste was strong, but I liked it, the deep musk, the naughtiness of it all. I instinctively grabbed the base of his cock, barely able to close my hand around it, as he began to rock his hips against my mouth. My tongue rolled along the underside of his shaft, feeling the thick vein throbbing there.

“Don’t forget my balls,” he growled. “Little bratty teases like you always forget the balls.”

I groaned in pleasure at his rough tone, and cupped his balls in my free hand, feeling their weight, heavy in my palm. Inch by inch, he pumped his dick into my mouth, stuffing me until I was struggling for each breath. His hand in my hair held my head in place, until he began to pull and push me back and forth in time with his hips.

My spit flowed down his shaft, my hand pumping the base while he thrust further and further into my virgin throat. My other hand was still fondling his balls, feeling them churn as he slid into the very back of my throat, making me gag. My eyes were watery, a tear escaping from one corner as he choked me with his cock. He grabbed my head in both hands and wrenched forward with a grunt, shoving every inch of his member into my mouth and holding me in place, watching me squirm underneath him, my nose flaring with each desperate breath.

My clit was throbbing, my pussy dripping down my thighs, I was so turned on by the way our gardener was fucking my mouth like he owned it. I heard a deep, satisfied moan, felt his balls pulse, and then a burst of wet, sticky fluid hit the back of my throat. His dick was throbbing against my tongue with each spurt of cum, filling my mouth until it dripped from my lips; I had no choice but to swallow what I could, filling my belly with his seed while he kept on fucking my throat, not stopping until he had nothing more to give me.

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

“Fuck,” he growled. “That’s hot. I’m not done with you, brat.”

I glanced at the clock. It was getting dangerously close to the time Daddy always got home, and I whimpered as I looked back up at him.

“But…Daddy…”

“I said I’m not done with you,” he growled, and pulled me up by my hair. With one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “And you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand.

“Say it,” he growled. “I wanna hear my little brat beg me to fuck her virgin pussy.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please fuck me, sir. Please fuck my virgin pussy…”

“Good girl,” he said, pulling his fingers away, making me whimper in need. He smirked, grabbed me, and spun me around, pushing down on my back until I was bent over the kitchen table, my tits pressed against the cold marble, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my thighs open; he used his free hand to grab one thigh and lift it, opening me to him.

“Sweet fuckin’ pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as he slid the head of his cock between my lips, my juices lubricating it as he slid it from my clit to my entrance, back and forth, teasing me, coating himself in my arousal. “I love fucking virgins. I love the way you scream. I love knowing you’ll always remember my cock.”

He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance, my hymen already broken by his fingers, my pussy still tight even with all my juices dripping from it. Finally, slowly, he began to enter me, and my whole world spun. I reached forward, grabbing the opposite end of the table to brace myself as his thick cock split me wide, his hand still lifting my thigh at an angle to give him complete access to my virgin slit.

Each inch of his cock was torture and bliss, pain and pleasure, filling me even as it stretched me past comfort. I could feel his cock burying inside me, inching closer to some deep place inside me that craved it. But when he was halfway inside me, he suddenly stopped, and started to pull away.

“Noo,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me, please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not ‘til I fuck every hole, bitch.”

And with that, he rammed forward, slamming every inch of his cock into my virgin pussy. I howled, back arching, as he filled me up. Bottomed out inside me, he split me in two and reached every dark well of need I never knew existed. His hand that held my thigh shifted, until he could lift my thigh and thumb my clit at the same time, rubbing me as he began to slide in and out.

The sensations were wild, unmanageably delicious, my body craving it faster, harder. As though he could sense it, he sped up, his thumb flicking my clit while his cock pistoned into my deepest center, drawing cries of pleasure from my mouth with each thrust. He fucked me like a beast, taking me without mercy, fucking me blind. And it was so good, I could feel something rising inside me, rushing against my stomach, a storm of pleasure that darkened and swirled faster with each pump of his hips.

“You gonna come for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls. Come before your Daddy comes home and finds you fucking the gardener…”

I exploded, the storm breaking inside me, his thumb rubbing my clit hard as his cock pierced me and stilled, letting me ride him through my climax, my pussy contracting around his cock, the head of it pressed against my womb, driving me into deeper and deeper throes of ecstasy. My juices spilled in a flood across his shaft, and it was only when my body went limp that he pulled out, releasing my thigh. I moaned against the table, still reeling. I barely realized what was happening when I felt his hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart, his cock positioned against my asshole.

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I’m not…oh, please…”

I was afraid of what that dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open. And I was afraid of Daddy coming home and seeing the hired help rutting with his daughter. But the gardener didn’t seem to care about any of that.

“I don’t want to wait,” he growled. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, little girl. And you’re gonna love it. Be a good little tease and touch your pussy for me.”

I wanted to resist but…I couldn’t. I was too lost in this dirty world of pleasure, I was too far gone. Every demand he made sounded like a promise. I’d already come so hard, and I wanted more. So I bit my lip and slid my fingers between my legs, finding my juicy slit while grinding my clit with my palm.

“Yeah, baby,” he growled. “That’s it.”

His cock was drenched in my juices, and as the first inch pressed into my asshole, I was filled with unbearable pain. My legs kicked up, feet rising from the ground, the world going white. But after that first inch, after the head, the sensations changed. I ground harder against my clit, and realized that having his cock in my ass while my fingers filled my pussy was the best thing I’d ever felt.

He had his hands on my hips, holding me where he wanted me. His hips met my cheeks, his cock fully buried in my virgin ass, and then he began to pump. His hands moved my hips in time to his thrusts, my fingers desperately trying to keep up, the feeling of his cock in my ass divine. He was going faster and faster, and his breathing was labored.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he growled. “I’m gonna fill your perfect, bratty, virgin ass with my cum. Are you ready, princess? You ready to take my cum? I want you to thank me, I want to hear you thank me for taking your virginity…”

“Oh, god,” I moaned, feeling my body tensing all over as another orgasm threatened to break. “Thank you, sir, thank you for fucking me, thank you for fucking my ass and letting me come on your dick…”

The dirty words just flew out of me, like I was possessed. But they did the trick, and I felt him slam into me one last time, his cock shooting cum into my ass.

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. He groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp. I didn’t think I could move, but when I glanced at the clock I knew I didn’t have a choice. As though willed by some omniscient power, I heard the telltale sound of my father’s car approaching down the driveway.

“Better get your skanky, bratty ass upstairs,” the gardener said, slapping my ass as he spoke. I turned, watching him adjust himself and zip up his pants. “Wouldn’t want Daddy smelling all the sex on you.”

“B-but…what…what happens now?” I whimpered, scanning the floor for my clothes. I had precious few seconds to waste, but I needed to know if this was a one-time thing or…

“Now? Now, you’re mine,” he growled. “Every week, you’re gonna greet me on your knees, naked. Got it? You’re my bratty little slut now. I own you.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, really enjoying that idea. “But I don’t even know your name.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, just as Daddy slammed the car door, making me jump. I grabbed my clothes from the floor. “You’ll just call me sir.”

I had no time to respond, I was running up the stairs, taking them two at a time as I heard the door unlocking.

“Ah,” my father’s voice said. “The man himself. Have I thanked you recently for the great work you’ve been doing on the lawn? I always seem to miss you.”

“No thanks necessary,” Sir said. “I just came in to get a drink of water. Your lovely daughter told me how much you like my work. She said that you were very grateful for my services.”

“And she’s exactly right, my friend,” Daddy said. “You keep up the good work, there’s a bright future for you here in my home.”

“I’m sure of that,” Sir said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Quite sure, indeed.”
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