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Chapter 1


“What are you doing?” Jenna, my best friend asked, sipping her chocolate milkshake while sitting across the table from me.

“You remember that app I told you about?” I arched an eyebrow, typing vigorously on my phone. “The one where you can find people whose kinks match yours?”

“You’re still on it? I thought you deleted it because you were pissed off about me installing it on your phone in the first place.”

“The thing is…I might actually have a use for it.” I shifted my ass on the chair, crossing my long tan legs. The two horny guys from the table across had been staring at me all this time. Desperate for a peek at my panties. They seemed to lose their shit every time I readjusted my miniskirt or repositioned my legs. I loved having that effect on men. But there was something I loved even more. A fetish I had become aware of only recently.

“I have something I want to try out,” I told Jenna. “I’m deferring my college admission to find myself. And part of that discovery is exploring all my sexual desires.”

Jenna clapped on the table, interested. “See? I knew a minx was hiding somewhere under that bored face of yours.”

Not a minx, I wanted to tell her. A slut. A slut who loves to be treated like one. 

But Jenna didn’t need a lowdown on my deviant behavior in the bedroom, so I swallowed the words.

“Yeah. Thanks. I’m so glad you’re my friend.”

“And I’m so glad you’re mine,” Jenna replied. “By the way, my birthday party is on Sunday. At my place. You’ll be there, right?”

“In my sexiest bikini.”

“The one I bought for you?” Jenna ventured.

I nodded.

“Well, you’re really taking risks. I can’t wait for us to be in matching swimsuits.” She rose from her chair and hugged me. “It’ll be the best birthday ever. Thank you so much, Ruby.”

“Anything for you.” I swallowed.

“You’re not going to be uncomfortable in that bikini, right? I mean, it’s pretty risqué. I don’t want you feeling pressured.”

“Not at all. In fact, I’m looking forward to showing off my body for once.” I wasn’t a nun by any means, but I usually dressed more modestly. High school was brutal enough without people judging my body. Ever since I had hit puberty, my breasts had grown to the size of melons. So had my ass. I was way curvier than most girls in my class, and being leered at wasn’t high on my list of priorities so I covered myself up in baggy clothes that swallowed and erased my shape.

But the real reason was that boys would often make fun of my body.

And I enjoyed it too much. I enjoyed being degraded. Being judged, and being called a fat cow and attention whore made me wet. Once, my panties got so damp in class after someone berated me that I was afraid it would deep through my white shorts and embarrass me.

That’s when I started covering up.

In the past, I never felt comfortable exploring my desires sexually. Boys my age were inexperienced, mean, and clumsy. They’d probably take it too far if I told them about my secret fetish.

What I needed was someone older, more experienced, who could take control. Someone who knew his shit.

I had met someone like that on the app last week. An older man who was in his forties. His profile picture showed his delicious abs and lower body in swimming trunks but no face. His name wasn’t mentioned, just like mine wasn’t.

We had started chatting casually and I’d instantly felt a sense of comfort with him. He was able to quickly understand my needs and the scenarios he talked me through were so erotic, I had masturbated to them on my bed.

I couldn’t wait to enact them with him.

“I’m so happy you’re stepping out of your comfort zone,” Jenna said.  

I had just finished my ice cream sundae and we both started walking back to my house.

“I think I might be meeting someone this weekend,” I confessed. The man I had chatted with had said he was available this weekend.

“Be careful about guys you meet on the app.”

“I know. That’s why I’ll be seeing him in a public place where there’ll be lots of people.”

The good thing about being into degradation and humiliation was that public degradation required an audience. Most scenes took place in restaurants, malls, parks, and places with people, not someone’s dingy basement.  

“Text me to let me know where you are, okay?” Jenna said. “In case something happens.”

“Will do,” I answered, easy breezy.

My phone pinged with a text. It was from the man I was going to meet this weekend. Jenna was checking her phone, too, biting on her bottom lip. So I took the opportunity to read the message.

DDD: You said you enjoy public humiliation and degradation. Would being a server at a party, having to obey my commands, and being punished in front of people turn you on? Because I might be able to make that happen. 

Me: Tell me more. What kind of party?

I was imagining something corporate with drinks and cocktail dresses. But his reply came like a bolt of lightning, shattering my perfect illusions.

DDD: It’s my daughter’s birthday party. A pool party. 

A nagging suspicion arose in me.

Me: When is it?

DDD: This Sunday. Are you up for it?

And that’s when I knew who my mystery man was.

It was Mr. Archer—Jenna’s father.

Shit. Shit. My dream guy, the nameless face I had masturbated to was Jenna’s dad. Mr. Archer was divorced. Jenna had grown up with him, not her mom. He was an amazing father and if I was being honest, I’d had a huge crush on him since middle school. Plus, he was a hot man for his age. I had once spied on him coming out of the shower with just a towel on. He was muscled and well-maintained with abs that I dreamed of licking with my tongue.

I was eighteen now. Legal. And my tongue needed to be on those abs right this instant.

Still, for a brief moment, I wondered if I should tell him who I was if telling him would make him block me immediately. He already knew I was eighteen and didn’t have a problem with it. But realizing I was Jenna’s best friend, a girl he had seen since childhood, might make him question everything. I couldn’t have that. Not when my pussy was clenching at the need to have Mr. Archer’s cock buried inside it.

Now that I had him in my mind, my body refused to accept anyone else. He was so reliable and I knew he was great in bed because every woman I’d seen do the walk of shame at Jenna’s house during high school had always had a satisfied look on her face.

I imagined being humiliated in front of people at the party when they discovered I was screwing Jenna’s father behind her back. I pictured Jenna calling me a two-faced bitch, a horny slut.

And it turned me on. The taboo element, the thrilling anticipation, being degraded in front of people I knew. This was like all my fantasies coming true at once—I would be doing this with a man I trusted and liked more than anyone else, and I’d be doing it in a place where Jenna could step in if things went south.

As far as hookups went, this was safer than a government vault.

I texted back.

Me: Sure. Just send me the address.

The very next instant, I had Jenna’s address plastered against my phone screen.

Yep. It was definitely Mr. Archer.

DDD: Wear something skimpy. That way, you’ll be humiliated every time I tell you to bend down and pick something up.

A thrill raced through me. I was already so hot.

Me: Yes, sir. 

“Something interesting happened?” Jenna was staring at me with a playful grin.

“Yeah.”

“Tell me.”

“Later.” I slid my phone back into my purse. “I can’t wait for your birthday party.”

Jenna would understand, right? She was the one who downloaded the app, and encouraged me to go out of my comfort zone and wear that slutty bikini to her party. She could handle the consequences.

My life had been boring since graduating high school and turning eighteen. I had deferred my admission to college because I wasn’t sure about what I wanted to do. This year was going to be about me discovering my passions and exploring who I was as a person.

And my discovery was going to start with me fucking Mr. Archer.


Chapter 2


Jenna’s house was huge and her pool was like a celebrity’s. That was the reason she had decided to hold her birthday party by the swimming pool. The official dress code was swimwear.

I approached her house with trepidation, knowing what was coming for me. After stepping in, I waded through the crowded living room and kitchen to the back where the swimming pool was located. There were way too many people here. More than I’d anticipated. I knew some faces from high school but some were strangers. Jenna was a social butterfly and easily befriended a lot of people. Plus, her father, Mr. Archer was well-connected and often invited some of his acquaintances to her birthday party as well.

I adjusted the strap of my slinky bikini as I thrust out my chest and skirted the crowd of rowdy people. My breasts had grown so much in the last year and I wanted to show them off with the sluttiest bikini possible. The bottom was a G-string that barely covered my intimate parts. The top was simply two triangles that stuck to my big, juicy nipples while my pale breasts overflowed from the side. The side boob alone could get a man erect—as was evident with how many men were drooling over me at the party while sporting semi-erections. They all wanted to get a piece of my sexy ass.

But I was here for someone else.

Jenna’s dad, Mr. Archer, was all covered up in his t-shirt and shorts. He did a double-take when he saw me in my outfit.

“Hello, Mr. Archer,” I said in a husky voice, winding my way to his side.

“Hello.” His voice was cold as ice but I didn’t miss the heated lust in his gaze as it settled on the fat nipples poking through my slinky bikini top. “You look different today.”

Pleasure shot straight to my brain when I caught something expanding under his shorts. His penis. It looked massive even though I knew it wasn’t even fully erect. I licked my lips, imagining that my best friend’s dad’s cock impaling me, fucking me rough and hard as he whispered filthy, degrading words in my ear.

Little slut. 

Your place is under me, taking my cock in every hole. 

Tingles and goosebumps skittered across my skin at my filthy imaginings. I couldn’t wait to experience it for real.

And for that to happen, I had to get Mr. Archer to drop his inhibitions first.

I clicked on the screen of my cell phone, opening up the app to our online conversation. Then I flashed it in front of his face.

“I’m here, sir,” I said. “How can I serve you?”

Mr. Archer cursed under his breath. “Wait, you were the one texting me?”

“I told you I was eighteen. How many curvy eighteen-year-old girls do you know in this town? I thought you’d have put it together by now.”

Mr. Archer lowered his gaze like I’d caught him red-handed. My blood heated at the knowledge that he’d probably suspected all along that it was me.

And he’s still agreed to it.

“We’re both adults,” I told him. “There’s no reason to treat me like a child now. I am serious about this.”

I squirmed, clasping my arms so my big boobs bumped together and spilled out of their inadequate clothing, giving him a nice view of my assets.

The bulge in his pants grew bigger. Fuck yes. I was going to give him blue balls until he had no choice but to give in to me.

He ground his teeth and then he did the unthinkable—he slapped my ass. Hard. So hard, I could see the red imprint it left in my reflection.

“Stop being such a whore, Ruby,” he whispered in my ear. “I asked for a server, not a slut. Do you want me to tell the whole world what a horny little bitch you are? That you seduced your best friend’s father.”

“Yes, please,” I begged.

“God, you’re such a whore. Your brain doesn’t even work anymore. Did you forget you’re at my daughter’s birthday?” Mr. Archer’s expression became gentle. “Any time you want to stop, you say the safe word we agreed on in the chat. Otherwise, this is on.”

“Understood. Do you want me to serve drinks like we originally planned?”

In an instant, a cruel smile was on his face. He coughed out a bitter laugh. “You think you’re good enough to serve drinks to my associates? They’re men whose boots you’re not fit to lick.” He paused, waiting to see my reaction. Then continued, “No, you’ll be doing a different kind of serving altogether. But before that, let’s give you your nametag.”

My heartbeat picked up when Mr. Archer produced a marker from his pocket. From the looks of it, it was a permanent one. Heat slicked the spot between my legs when he scrawled the word SLUT across my breasts in big, bold black letters.

“A nice name, isn’t it? Now everyone will know what to call you.”

The word was like a brand on my skin, a humiliating tattoo I couldn’t wash off. I’d have to parade it all afternoon and anybody who saw me would look at me like I was a worthless piece of trash, a horny cow with big jugs and nothing else.

My pussy tingled at the thought. We’d discussed my turn-ons in detail on the app and being treated like a worthless object, like a cumslut was one of my big fantasies.

“One more thing. Your uniform’s a bit tardy.”

His big hand settled on my boobs. He couldn’t help himself from brushing his thumb pads over my nipples and that made them pebble into hard peaks that poked through my thin bikini top.

“You have such fat nipples.” He scrunched his nose in disgust before grabbing one breast and pulling it out of my top, exposing it to his view. Cool breeze stroked across my stiff bud, are the shame of having a boob hanging out in front of so many people sent a waterfall of sensations to my pussy. I was going to be humiliated if anyone saw me displaying my bare tit to my best friend’s father. My spine shivered at the names they would call me:

Hussy. 

Whore.

Ungrateful brat. 

I moaned at the phantom voices whispering in my head. It was so erotic to have a big, juicy tit hanging out of my top while everybody else was fully clothed. I really was a whore. My core clenched in anticipation as Mr. Archer scrutinized my exposed boob. “Look at your big areolas. You look like a milking cow. These udders are sagging down your chest.”

His disapproval stung in all the right places.

A surge of moisture spurted from my dirty pussy hole, making a wet spot on my panties.

It didn’t escape Mr. Archer’s attention. He stroked the moist spot in my panties, smiling in pleasure. He massaged and rubbed my clit through the thin fabric of my bikini bottom shamelessly, not caring that I was his daughter’s best friend.

“Your pathetic cunt is dripping,” he hissed, then brutally inserted one finger into my wet channel. My feet almost buckled at the intrusion. It was painful but at the same time, it relieved the ache in my pussy. “Look at this deplorable hole clenching around my finger. It wants to be stuffed.”

“Yes, please, sir, fill me with your cock.”

His laughter was arrogant and breathtaking at the same time. “You think you’re good enough for my cock? What a delusional hussy. You’re a server, not a hole worthy of me. Understand?”

I nodded demurely. “I’ll do my job well. If I’m good, will you please let me—”

“If you’re good, I’ll think about it.”

I straightened. My core was still slippery with moisture. Mr. Archer leaned closer to me and whispered. “Now here’s your task: You’ll be collecting all the empty cups. Make sure you don’t miss any.”

It sounded like an easy job—if you ignored the part where I had SLUT scrawled across my chest. I’d have to be careful skirting around people if I didn’t want that to be seen.

Of course, this proved impossible the moment I melted into the crowd. There were discarded plastic cups everywhere. Some of them were in hard-to-reach places. I had to bend down again and again, exposing my ass cheeks and the unmistakable wet spot on my bikini bottom to pairs of strange eyes that narrowed with judgment.  

My cheeks burned at the gazes that were stuck on me. I lowered my head. I knew they were reading the four letters on my chest.

When I bent again to reach a plastic cup under a chair, I felt an eager hand groping my backside as I came back up after grabbing a plastic cup that was stuck under a chair.

“God, that’s a thick ass,” a male voice said. I recognized it immediately. It’s one of the guys who went to school with me. He was a pervert even in school and his compliment only made me hate him more now.

“Hands off,” I said, turning around.

Being face-to-face allowed him to read the word written on my chest. My humiliating tattoo was made doubly shameful by the taut nipples poking out from my blue top, screaming my sluttiness to the world.

He broke into a howl of laughter. “Damn, were you always such a whore? You sure hid it well under your baggy clothes in school.”

The way he looked at me like I was an easy piece of meat, a worthless object, got my blood pumping. A rush of blood hit straight between my thighs, pulsing in my hot cunt. My pussy quaked.

“Leave me alone,” I said sternly. “I’m collecting trash right now. It’s my job.”

“Come on, you can spare a few minutes can’t you?” He grabbed my arm, making me nearly drop the trash bag that I’d been filling up with cups.

But almost instantly, his grip eased. I saw a huge figure standing over us.

“I know it’s a party, but we’d like to keep it from getting out of hand.” Mr. Archer’s firm, authoritative voice filled my ears. He had the guy’s wrist in his hold and from his feral look, he didn’t plan on letting it go. “Ruby here is Jenna’s friend and she’s helping me collect trash. So I’d advise you to stay out of her way.”

The guy’s eyebrows narrowed. He was pissed off, but Mr. Archer held too much power in this town. He was the richest man and well-connected to the mayor and council. Even a blockhead knew he wasn’t the type you brushed off without consequences.

“I’m sorry, sir,” he said.

“Now go and enjoy the party. The pool’s that way.” Mr. Archer shooed him away before turning to me.

This time he clicked his tongue in disgust. “The company you keep is as worthless as you.”

“Thank you for that,” I said.  

Mr. Archer shook his head. “Just do your job properly. You have five more minutes.”

“There’s a time limit?’

“Of course there is. My patience isn’t endless.” He gave my ass a light slap. “Now go.”

I knew I hadn’t covered a lot of areas yet. I’d been walking cautiously making sure to avoid eyes on me. But now it was time to get cups from the area around the pool—which also happened to be the most crowded.

There was no avoiding the eyes here. Catcalls and slurs whistled into my ear as I eased past the horny high school boys and men. Heat burned in my cheeks.

Jenna spotted me immediately and stepped out of the pool. She came rushing over to my side.

Her jaw dropped when she took in my breasts. “Okay. First, you look like a bombshell. But second, why is that written across your chest?”

“A new tattoo,” I lied.

“Ruby, are you okay? You aren’t embarrassed?”

“Sorry if I’m ruining your party.” I pulled away. “I can go now.”

“No! You’re my best friend and you’re not leaving. Are you having fun at least? God, these people are being so mean to you. Why are you picking up trash?”

“I’m helping your dad,” I said. “He’s been stressing about how much litter there is. And I want your party to be great, so I’m helping him clean up. You have fun.”

“Join me in the pool,” Jenna said.

“Later.”  

“Okay, I’m going to hold you to that promise.” Jenna was swamped by two more girls needing her attention. I was so glad there were enough people here to distract her. She probably didn’t suspect that the SLUT across by breasts had been written by her father.

That thought made my pussy wet again. What would she think of me if she knew her father had just stuck a finger up my tight, needy hole? And that my walls had squeezed those fingers and demanded more?

“Time’s up.” Mr. Archer’s voice flayed across my senses. He poked at my back with a finger. “Follow me.”

He walked to the kitchen where he gestured at the bin. I put the trash bag with all the cups I’d collected there.

“That’s all your collected?” he asked. “That’s not all of them.”

“I’m sorry. I got distracted.”

He heaved a long sigh. I could sense the anger simmering under his calm façade. He crooked his finger at me, beckoning me to follow.

“On your knees,” he demanded.

There were a few people—older people—in the kitchen. I swallowed as I wondered what they’d think of me.

My knees rested on the cool tiled floor. I looked up to the strong, powerful man standing above me. His grin twisted.

Mr. Archer leaned with his back against the counter, looking like he owned this lavish kitchen—which he did. His wife had died a long time ago, so he was the one who cooked in the family. I’d always found that to be so sexy. He was such a provider, a rich banker who took care of money as well as food for his daughter. He was stable, responsible, secure, and nothing like my own father who constantly complained about having to pay for my school and look after me.

Mr. Archer’s eyes locked on me. I waited for his next command, my pussy walls convulsing around empty space, needing his next words to be ‘Take my cock like a slut’.

But he denied me once more.

“Crawl,” he said. “Crawl up across the kitchen to the powder room. I’ll be waiting for you there.”

He nodded and sprinted ahead.

I squeezed my thighs together, trying to contain the electric sparks that were exploding across my cunt. I was already on my knees so it wasn’t much of an effort. Every surprise whisper that hit my ears fluttered in my pussy like a butterfly beating its wings inside my cunt. God, I’d never experienced so much in such a short period.

And the best was yet to come.


Chapter 3


“You useless piece of shit.” Mr. Archer bit out the moment I was in the powder room and he had locked the door. “I gave you one simple job and you failed at it.”

I whimpered in pleasure as his harsh tone shot straight to my already-dripping hole. It was true I’d not managed to collect all the cups. But I was more excited about the punishment that awaited me.

“Please, sir, I can be useful,” I said.

“How?”

I skimmed my fingers over Mr. Archer’s raging erection at the front of his pants. Knowing that he was enjoying humiliating me as much as me only made me feel better.

“I’ll be your cock sleeve. You can stick your hard dick into me whenever you want.” I exhaled. “You can fuck me rough and even come inside me. I’ll be available for you every single moment of the day, your own personal cum dumpster. I’m always ready.”

“You think I want to dip my cock into that cunt that everybody just saw when you bent to pick up trash? Do you think I’m lacking quality pussy? That I’d lower myself to using yours?”

“No, sir. I’ve seen all the women who come and go out of this house. They’re all so beautiful.”

“And accomplished,” he added with a sadistic smile. “All of them successful. Not like an incompetent girl who can’t even do a simple task.”

“I’m sorry, sir, for being so bad at everything.”

He rubbed his chin while looking around the powder room as if searching for another way to humiliate me. When his gaze snagged on the wash basin, he stroked my hair. I was still on my knees, kneeling in front of him.

“I think I may have found one use for you,” he said at last. He pointed to the tap. “Lick it clean with your tongue.”

The request was so base, so degrading. It was perfect. But at the same time, not too extreme. If he’d asked me to lick the floor tiles, even I might have rebelled. I enjoyed public and verbal humiliation and belittling, but more extreme forms weren’t my cup of tea.

I bent my head over the metal tap. It smelled like metal. My blonde strands fell over the basin, clinging to the white ceramic. Like a whore bent over a customer’s cock, I angle my mouth over the tap and licked its long, straight length. God, it’d feel just like a cock in my mouth, albeit thinner and shinier. The metal was cold but the coldness only made shivers course up and down my spine.

“Every nook and crevice,” Mr. Archer barked. “Get everything.”

I slid my wet tongue over the surface in long up-and-down strokes before I started coughing. My mouth was so dry but I knew drinking water was out of the question.

I continued with my task, swiping the tip over the tap’s handles for cold and hot water.

“Pull your hair back. I can’t see your face,” Mr. Arched complained.

I moaned and fisted a hand in my hair, holding it in a ponytail at the base of my head.

“That’s a good view,” he rumbled. Even his voice was so sexy, it made the hunger inside me thrash.

My thighs felt sore from wanting his cock between them and squeezing around nothing all day.

I kept giving him the side eye as I continued to lick the tap’s aerator. I hoped he got the message.

Mr. Archer folded his arms in front of his chest.

“This tap isn’t the filthiest thing your tongue has licked, is it?” He crooked an eyebrow. “Tell me where else that mouth has been. Tell me your humiliating secret, Ruby.”

He was so insightful. He knew exactly what was going on inside my head.

Silence rushed between us as I finished licking the tap. I didn’t want to risk stopping before I’d completed my task, in case he punished me again.

I knew he expected an answer from me. But when I lifted my head from the tap, I gave him my most embarrassing, honest truth.

“I sucked my pussy juices off my fingers after I’d masturbated to you,” I said.

His eyes bugged out, then shook his head. “Such a depraved slut. Are you that hungry to fuck your best friend’s dad? A man over twice your age? A man who is successful and competent, not a useless ditz like you?”

“I’ve fantasized about you all my life,” I admitted. “About having your strong, experienced hands glide over my curves. About having you scold me and belittle me in that Daddy's voice. About having you bury your cock in me again and again until my pussy remembers your shape.”

“Filthy little thing,” he growled. “But I’ll let it go. Do you know why? Because I’ve thought about you, too. God, how snug my dick would feel inside that tight, teenage cunt of yours. And those big tits would bounce like a porn star’s when I fucked you raw from behind.”

My spit got stuck in my throat. Heat incinerated every cell in my body. Mr. Archer wanted me as much as I’d wanted him. That fact alone could make me weep.

He stood up and sauntered over to me. His hand lightly brushed my stiff nipples. I was on edge. I could probably explode with a single touch.

“Did I do well, sir?” I asked. “Will you please let me come now? My pussy is so wet and aching. I want your cock inside me.”

Mr. Archer let me stand on my feet before he bent me over so my face almost hit the wall. He pulled down the toilet seat and sat on it like an emperor on his throne. I was still bent facing forward, my pussy was exposed to him.

“Finger yourself,” he said. “I’m going to watch.”

“What?”

“You wanted to be stuffed, didn’t you? The only thing that’s filthy enough for that slutty hole is your fingers. So do it. Let me see how much of a desperate whore you are.”

He reached over and ripped down my flimsy bikini bottom, fully exposing my slick pussy lips to his view. Then he slapped my ass and more moisture dribbled out of my hole. I couldn’t wait for him anymore. “Hurry up.”

I had masturbated to him so many times already. But doing it while he watched me—while he judged me and berated me—was another experience altogether.

I brushed a thumb over my ripe swollen clit. The shocks immediately pulverized my system. The relief was so good. Finally, after denying myself an orgasm while being aroused to the breaking point, I could make myself feel good.

I continued to massage my clitoris and when it was stimulated enough, I pushed a finger into my wet pussy hole. I pistoned it in and out slowly at first, then as the pressure in my groin swelled, I needed harder, faster thrusts. I added two more fingers sliding them against my wet pussy walls, curling them against my G-spot, but my orgasm still eluded me.

“Are you satisfied now that you have something inside you?”

“My whore cunt wants more. It needs a big, hard dick to ride.”

He scoffed. “What’s the job of a slutty cunt? To come quickly. Yet you can’t even do that.”

“Sir, please, tell me how useless I am,” I begged. “You are so smart. You know all my faults so well.”

His insults turned me on and my fingers could only do so much.

“Shut your dirty mouth,” he said. “I don’t need your filthy screams echoing in my house.”

“

My cunt clenched and squeezed in delicious pleasure at his insults. The tingles were making my puffy lips slick with moisture.

Shocks of delight made my pussy feel alive and hot for the first time. His hands were so big and ruthless, stroking my sensitive nipples. Every brush was a volcano exploding in my stomach. And the best part was how taboo it all felt, right here where we could be discovered by anyone.

“That’s enough,” he said, just when my eyes were starting to roll back and I was going to hurtle over the edge to release.

He came over and physically pulled my fingers out of my pussy, probably because he suspected I wouldn’t obey. That rough, dominant gesture, the way he controlled my body to the extent of dictating when I could come, sent more heat flooding into me.

He pushed my hand to my face.

“Now lick your fluids clean. With the same tongue that licked that filthy tap,” he said.

“But sir, I didn’t come—”

“It seems you’re a complete idiot after all. You can’t even finger yourself to orgasm. My patience has run out.”

“But sir—”

“No buts. Now suck those fingers,” he demanded. “Before I change my mind and send you home without an orgasm.”

That threat was all it took. I stuck my digits into my tongue and cleaned my pussy fluids off them. It tasted like humiliation. It tasted like ecstasy.

It tasted like denial.

Mr. Archer was staring at my chest and I noticed that one of my nipples had slipped out of the thin fabric triangle.

Mr. Archer stuffed my boobs back into my top and whispered, “Careful they don’t peek out again. My guests will be disgusted if they see your hideous nipples. If you happen to have a slip? I’m going to make you scream so hard.”

“What will you have me scream, sir?” I asked because I couldn’t resist.

“Your name.” He pointed to the SLUT written across my chest. “Now go up to my room. You know which one that is, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Go up there and wait for me like a good little cum dumpster. I need to mingle with my acquaintances for now. But later, I’m going to dump a load in that mouth of yours.”

My nerve endings lit up with excitement at the prospect of having Mr. Archer’s hard shaft forcing its way into my tiny mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

“Use the mouthwash in my bathroom to rinse your mouth. I’m not going to risk germs from you. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“One last thing,” he added, grabbing my bikini bottom and stuffing it into his pocket. I gasped because I was left naked below my waist. “No panties. I want you to run upstairs with your pussy bare. And if someone sees you? That’s your problem.”

“But sir, I’ll be completely exposed.”

“You’re inside my house,” he reminded me. “And my bedroom is not in another country. Run fast.”

I couldn’t protest anymore because the idea of walking in front of party guests with no panties on had set my nerves on fire.

I exited the bathroom quietly, hoping to make no noise. I quickly ran past a group of people who gaped at my big, juicy ass hanging out in the open. Their shocked gazes excited me, fueling the firestorm that was burning up my cunt.

I slid up the staircase. The breeze hitting my wet, slick folds rubbed against my clit like an invisible finger, stroking my groin which was tight and painful with the need for release. I knew as I padded up the stairs that people could see my buck-naked ass cheeks jiggling. That they would imagine that I was a prostitute or a hussy.

I felt every stranger’s gaze clinging to my hot curves. To the pink folds of my pussy and the shiny liquid dripping out of it. And with every humiliating eye contact with those people downstairs, my core clenched harder. My arousal climbed higher. My brain went numb with the feeling of being judged by strangers.

I threw open the doors of Mr. Archer’s bedroom and kneeled on the floor.

Waiting.

For him to come and give me my release.


Chapter 4


He made me wait for half an hour. I almost detonated from the unspent tension inside my body, from the remnants of the orgasm I’d been so close to in the powder room downstairs. When I got really horny, I started to smell his sheets.

They smelled of sage and musk; expensive yet stable and comforting. Just like Mr. Archer. There were a few framed photographs on the nightstand, all of him and Jenna. Part of me relished the absence of Jenna’s mom.

Jenna never spoke of her mom positively because she’d been absent from Jenna’s life. I had heard that Mr. Archer had she had gotten into a lot of arguments before their divorce because of her irresponsibility. Once, she’d taken Jenna to her swimming lessons and forgotten to bring her back. That was probably the last straw for Mr. Archer.

I was so glad she was out of the picture. Because my devious mind was churning all kinds of methods to get closer to Mr. Archer and be a permanent presence in his life already. We were so physically compatible and I knew there wasn’t a more responsible and caring man in all of the world.

My thighs squeezed as footsteps marched up the wooden stairs.

Click. Click. Click.

The breath was knocked out of my lungs when he opened the door. He was shirtless. His well-maintained muscles rippled under his torso, looking like a chocolate bar I wanted to eat.

I couldn’t take my eyes off his bronzed, hairless chest.

“My eyes are up here, slut,” he reminded me in his degrading tone.

“Sorry, sir.” I did my best to move my gaze upward but they quickly latched onto his boner. He definitely wanted me. And that thought turned me on even more.

Mr. Archer licked his lips slowly and sensually. Then Mr. Archer had dropped his shorts and boxers. His hard erection had sprung free and he was stroking his massive length, a look of ecstasy on his face.

As he sauntered closer to me, my pussy leaked more fluid, desperate to swallow up that big cock in its depths. Now that I’d seen it, I wanted it. The guy I had previously banged had been nowhere near as physically strong or attractive as Mr. Archer. Mr. Archer was a real daddy. That cock was a monster, a monster that had plowed into many women and given them happy orgasms.

It was my turn now.

“Your cock looks so big and juicy sir,” I told him. He liked praise. He’d said that on the app and this cock deserved all the praise in the world. “I want to put it in my mouth. Worship it with my tongue.”

He gave a nod of approval. “There’s nothing better than a cum dumpster who knows her place. You’re nothing but a hole for me to empty my fluids into. Now open your dirty little mouth and take Daddy’s cock.”

I stretched my jaw and lips as wide as I could. But when Mr. Archer stuffed his dick into my mouth, I could barely contain it. I choked, coughing.

He grabbed my hair roughly. “Stay still,” he ordered. “First, lick my length. That’ll get you used to me.”

I circled the tip of his beautiful member with my tongue, licking the pre-cum from it. It tasted so sweet, the taste of a virile man who was going to dominate me and toss me around like an object. My toes tingled with delight as I glided my tongue up his length. His cock was steel hard, so powerful and thick. I felt so small and insignificant in comparison. When he impaled me on that thing later, I’d be stuffed so full.

That thought made me hornier.

My nipples strained against the thin material of my top, and I rubbed them against his thighs like a hussy. God, it felt so good to grind those stiff things against his manly thighs.

Mr. Archer bent forward and untied the strings on my bikini. When I pulled back, the top fell away and my bare breasts stood exposed to him.

He raised his foot and fondled one breast before he grabbed my jaw all of a sudden.

“Now, take me in your mouth,” he commanded. “It’s time for you to serve your role.”

“Yes, sir.”

I lived to give him pleasure right now. He had helped me act out so many of my fantasies, giving me the courage to liberate this part of myself that I’d always kept closeted.

I swallowed him inch by inch, sucking, licking, and fisting my hand at the base of his dick. I pumped him with my hand until I could get my jaw to accommodate the thickness of his member. With every inch that I fed myself, the pressure expanding at the back of my mouth radiated out to the base of my skull.

When his cock finally hit the back of my throat, tears ran down my eyes. That intersection of discomfort, pleasure, and pain hit straight to my core, inviting a fresh surge of moisture to spill down my thick thighs. Sensations bloomed in my belly; a thousand needles of heat pierced my cunt all at once.

Mr. Archer slid in and out of my mouth, bottoming out at the back of my throat. I could only control my gag reflex so long before he had to pull out. Then I breathed and we did the whole jig again.

I’d admitted that I was a novice on the app, so he was patient with me throughout the process, pistoning in and out slowly. Drool and tears dribbled down my cheeks, collecting on his bedroom floor, making a wet mess of fluids.

I loved coming apart like this, being in that trance-like state where all I could feel was the salty taste of his cock in my mouth and the pleasure and pain that was searing my veins.

The wet slaps of his balls against my drooling chin burst in the air as he plunged in and out of my mouth faster. I could tell Mr. Archer was close to coming from the grunts he made. But before I could push him over the edge, he extracted his cock out of my mouth.

“What?” I opened my eyes, baffled.

“I changed my mind,” he said. “I don’t want to spend in your mouth. I want to use that dirty pussy hole.”

I blinked, using an arm to wipe away the drool. Mr. Archer helped me by picking up my bikini top and using it to mop up all the tears on my face. Then he let me grab his strong hand as support as I came to my feet.

My legs were shaking when I stood up. I walked a few paces over. When I was a few inches away from him, I turned back and bent over, giving him another look at my wet pussy that had grown sore yearning for his dick.

I was so ready to take his big cock and be a big girl. I knew only Mr. Archer’s cock could satisfy me.

“Sir, I’m your cum dumpster, your cocksleeve. Please use me,” I said. “I’m on the pill so you can take me bareback. I’ll make you feel so good raw.”

“Are you excited you get to be useful after all?” He brushed his hard length over my overstimulated clit and pussy lips. Electricity crackled inside me. He used his dick to push aside my pussy lips before venturing into my soaking slit with the tip. Even the head was so big, my pussy felt so full.

“Ah!” I moaned. “God that feels so good. To have a real man’s cock.”

“Can your little kitty take this massive cock, slut?”

“Yes, sir. I will worship every inch of your erection with my dirty pussy walls.”

“I’m not going to go slow, you know. I’ll ram it all in at once. Understood?”

He pulled back out and stroked his dick in preparation. To let me get used to its size visually. It was massive in his hands and his hands were already so much bigger than mine to begin with. He was going to tear me with that thing. I had only been broken into once, by an inexperienced guy I’d met at a party. And that was ages ago.

“Yes, sir.”

“Go to the window. Press those cow tits to the window so everyone can see your big nipples as I fuck you from behind,” he instructed.

“But we can’t. Jenna might see—”

“That’s what makes it worth it.” His evil grin made shudders course down my body. He really didn’t care if my best friend discovered we were together?

I pressed my face and breasts to the cool window glass. There were no curtains. Below, the pool was in full view. Jenna was swimming in her pink swimsuit with her friends. Not one person was looking upward.

But any moment, someone might catch the movement in the window and then they’d see my tits bouncing as I was fucked from the back.

Mr. Archer advanced on me, his gaze glued to my folds that were spread because I was bent over. My pussy lined up almost exactly at the same level as his thick cock.

“That’s a whore’s cunt. So pink and wet for your master.” He ground his rough fingers against my slick folds, making them wetter. I wept with pleasure as he plunged a meaty finger into my crying hole. His touch was so dominant, powerful, sure. I always knew I wanted a big hot Daddy like him to make me his slut, to fuck me rough and primal.

To own me and make me his in every way.

“Shall I stuff my giant cock into this wet hole and rough up your little cunt? Make your useless body worth something?” My eyes bulged open when he slapped one of my ass cheeks.

I whimpered, lost in daydreaming about the ecstasy he would soon give me. “Yes, yes, sir. I rub my nipples and fuck myself rough with my fingers every night, just like I picture you would. And I come so hard thinking of being your cum dumpster. I want to be overflowing with your spend until it’s running down my thighs and everybody knows you’ve been inside me.”

“God, you’re such a whore. You want to be mine so badly?”

Arousal pooled in my stomach. “Yes.”

My core was vibrating with need. Being bare and exposed from the back while having my naked breasts slammed against the window where anybody could see my big, fat boobs hanging like ripe fruits if they just looked up from the party added a whole layer of kinky pleasure.

Mr. Archer gave my clit a flick. Then he sheathed himself into my channel with one hard, sure stroke. I cried out at the shock of being penetrated by such a big dick. My pussy burned with pain. I closed my eyes, breathing hard.

Mr. Archer stroked my clit again. My knees nearly gave out at the shocks that reverberated through my system at the contact of his calloused thumb pad with my sensitive flesh.

He grabbed my hips with both hands to hold them in place. He glided in and out of my slick pussy in fast, rough strokes.

Primal.

Brutal.

Animalistic.

Like I was nothing more than an object, my cunt nothing more than a fleshlight he could use like a toy.

His balls slapping against my clit intensified. Taking it from the back was the best.

“Come on my cock like a good slut. Come on your master’s dick that forced its way into your cunt raw and stuffed you full,” he said.

I was whining from pleasure now.

“Open your eyes. People are looking at your breasts bouncing vulgarly. Laughing at how stupid you are,” he whispered in my ear.

My cheeks were on fire when I opened my eyes. A guy was standing below in his swimming trunks glancing up at me. The moment our eyes met, he turned away as I’d scalded him.

“You’re so dirty nobody wants to look at you anymore,” Mr. Archer said, and his scathing tone made my pussy walls clamp around his shaft. “Nobody except me will use you. Look at you fucking a man bareback like a dumb little bitch. You don’t even care about getting knocked up anymore.”

His words fulfilled a dark need inside me. I milked him with my tight walls, massaging his beautiful cock with my wet flesh. His breaths came faster, hitting the back of my neck like air bullets.

Every thrust hit an intimate spot in me as he buried himself balls-deep in my channel again and again.

Currents sizzled up and down my groin, spreading into my blood, stroking the raging fire into an untamable inferno.

Pleasure stabbed at me when he nibbled my ear. My heartbeat jumped in my throat.

“Come for me, slut,” With that final degrading command, my body exploded into a climax so earth-shattering that my legs trembled from the force of the sensations wrapping around me.

My fluids soaked his bare cock, pouring and pouring, lubricating his passage into my vagina.

Soon after, Mr. Archer came, too. He shot his release into my cunt until the sticky white cum was dripping down my thighs in thick ropes. The trickling sensation against my skin reignited the flame in my belly. I could go another round. Or multiple rounds.

Mr. Archer panted hard, still in the thrall of his release. When his breathing evened out, he tapped me on the shoulder.

I was hoping he’d tell me to lie on the bed with my ass in the air so he could mount me like a stallion, but he’d been away from the party too long. It was his daughter’s birthday and his long absence would look bad. I wondered if Jenna had seen me pressing my breasts against the window at any point.

“What are you thinking?” Mr. Archer asked, his blue eyes scanning me with interest.

“I want you to push me to the bed and fuck me with my ass in the air. I want to scream your name like a cheap whore,” I said.

He looked down to his limp dick which was hardening again.

“My cock likes that idea,” he said.

He dug his fingers around my neck, guiding me to the bed. He slammed me face-down on the pillows. The mattress squeaked when his weight came down over me. His knees on both sides of my spread legs.

I raised my ass in the air, wiggling it suggestively.

His hands spread my ass cheeks apart. Being spread open instantly sent a rush of excitement down my spine. Mr. Archer kissed my wet opening, licking his tongue along my slit. His mouth suctioned around my clit, pulling every ounce of pleasure out of my wasted body.

I wailed in pleasure, wanting him inside me. “Fuck this whore,” I said.

He did. He angled his hard cock and pressed right back into my slit. At this angle, in this position, the burn was even stronger. I screamed “No,” but it didn’t mean a thing. We had a safe word already and it wasn’t no.

Soon, pain merged into mindless heat when he thrust in and out aggressively. He was like an animal rutting in heat. He treated me just like a bitch in heat, like a subhuman creature.

It was amazing to let go of every inhibition of mine and be screwed like a bitch in heat, a bitch who needed to be pleased and used.

“Mr. Archer!” I screamed when the deep strokes began to light fires inside me.

“It’s sir, bitch,” he reminded. “Are you so mindless you forgot what to call me?”

“Sir!” I yelled so loud that the whole world could hear it.

“I’m going to pay you a dollar for this pathetic performance. That’s all it deserves.” He was driving hard into me, nailing my face and arms into the bouncy mattress. I was suffocating with my nose against the pillow but even that only heightened the experience for me. “I’ll treat you just like a cheap whore I paid to fuck.”

“Please!” I shouted as my voice frayed.

I was already so sensitive from my last climax that this one came so quickly. I rolled my eyes back in pleasure as my body shattered in the ultimate release.

He was right on my heel, coming inside me, spraying ropes of cum into my abused pussy.

“That was amazing,” I said as the waves of my second release ebbed away. My body collapsed to the bed. I lay there for minutes, catching on my breath after the most intense sex session of my life.

Mr. Archer went over to his discarded shorts and retrieved my bikini bottom. He handed it to me. He also tossed a dollar coin on my bare tits.

“This is my last command of the day. You’re free to go home after,” he said. “I want you to put your clothes back on and walk home with cum dripping down your legs.”

“I was going to do that anyway,” I replied. “I want everyone to know what we did. And if anyone asks me who fucked me, I’m going to say it was Jenna’s dad.”

“You want to make it public?”

I gave him a determined nod. “This was the best sex of my life and I don’t intend for this to be the last time. I don’t care if other people know. I won’t hide what I feel for you.”

“I loved it, too, and I hate skulking around,” he admitted. “But Jenna might not take it well.”

“She’ll come around. I’m her best friend, after all.”

“I’ll see you again next week, then.”

“I’m so glad I found you on that app, Mr. Archer.”

“Baby girl, I have wanted your body ever since you turned eighteen and I couldn’t ignore how sexy you had grown.”

“And I’ve wanted you forever, too. I’m so glad it happened.”

He smiled and gave my ass a pat. “Now go outside and let everyone see what a little whore you are. You fucked your own best friend’s dad.”

I smiled. Then I walked outside with Mr. Archer’s cum dripping down my thighs and watched everyone’s eyes grow big.

It was the best feeling.


Also by Krystal Clark


Bred by her Sugar Daddy

Elena used to be a down-on-her luck high school graduate until she met Dominic, a wealthy older man who paid for her to go to college in return for regular dinners with him. However, as Elena graduates, she realizes she has fallen for Dominic and wants him to make her his in every way possible.

Dominic is a wildly successful businessman and billionaire who has been smitten with Elena since he first saw her. When she tells him she wants to have his children and give him the family he has always dreamed of, Dominic finds himself breeding his young sugar baby. And the fun times continue once her belly is swollen with his heir.

Kinks: Breeding, age gap, daddy, Pregnant sex.

The Billionaire’s Milky Wife

Elena and Don’s kinky adventures continue once Elena has her first baby and her tits are bursting with sweet milk for her husband to enjoy.

Soon, Don’s back to breeding his new baby mama, making her belly round with another child as she nurses their first baby at her breast in public, giving everyone a view of her ample assets.

Kinks: Lactation, breeding, pregnancy, pregnant sex, age gap, daddy.

Coming later in 2023…

Forced by the Mafia Boss: A non, dub con breeding mafia romance
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