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Surrendering to the Janitor

The most embarrassing moment of my life was when Principal Dennis came to my economics class and pulled me out. In front of everyone, he called my name and told me he wanted to speak to me in the hall. The whole class went “ooooh”, like they knew I was in trouble. But I didn’t know I was in trouble. What could I have been in trouble for?

See, I’d never been in trouble before. At 18, I was the senior class president and head of the cheerleading team, a decent student and really popular. Everyone liked me. I was pretty, blonde, blue-eyed, with an athletic body and bouncy tits that drove guys like Principal Dennis crazy. I had every male employee at Reynolds High under my thumb.

So what could I be in trouble for?

I left the classroom, blushing hard and racking my brain for an answer. Principal Dennis let the door shut behind me and started walking down the hallway, beckoning for me to follow him.

“Samantha, you’ve been a pleasure to have in my school for the past four years,” he said, frowning despite the nice words. “So I was really quite shocked when it came to my attention that you’ve been so rude to my staff.”

What? I was nice to everyone – every teacher I ever had loved me! I pouted, ready to defend myself, but Principal Dennis kept talking. I wasn’t sure where we going, we just seemed to be meandering down the hall aimlessly.

“I’m not sure if this was some kind of senior prank, but I have hard evidence that you have been teasing the janitorial staff!”

I was so shocked that I stopped walking. Principal Dennis turned to me, his frown deepening. That is what this was all about?  That dumb prank? I huffed, hands on my hips.

“You can’t be serious!” I said. “Teasing? But…but…”

“No buts,” Principal Dennis said. “I don’t want to hear it!”

“It was just a dumb prank!” I whined.

And it was. Actually, it was more of a revenge thing than a prank, but still.

It all started on that Wednesday when I accidentally threw my gum wrapper on the floor in the hallway. I didn’t have time to find a trash bin, since I was late for class. So I just let it fall to the ground. And I guess our janitor, Darryl or whatever his name was, saw it, because I heard him grumble something about it. That really made me mad. After all, my parents paid his salary – he should have just done his job without complaining!

So I told him. Right to his dumb face, I told him exactly where he could put his grumbles. He should consider himself lucky to get to clean up my trash. I guess he didn’t like hearing that, because as I was walking away he called me “rich white trash”. The nerve!

Of course, I couldn’t let someone like him get away with saying something like that to someone like me. So one day after cheerleading practice, when I noticed him waxing the floors in the hallway, I made a point to pull my shirt down as I skipped past him. And sure enough, he looked at my tits! Catching him in the act of being a perv felt good, so I turned to him and told him that he’d only ever dream of touching a body like mine. Then I flipped my skirt up to show him a glimpse of my toned, round ass  and left him standing there stunned. The whole thing was stupid, but it made me feel good knowing that the gross old janitor was going to be tortured knowing he’d never get his hands on me.

But I guess he’d gone and blabbed to Principal Dennis about it!

“Dumb prank or not, I can’t believe someone of your age, someone about to graduate, has so little regard for other people. In fact, I’m considering holding you back from graduating at all! High school isn’t just about learning algebra, it’s also about learning to be a good person. A lesson you clearly haven’t learned yet.”

“What?!” I gasped. He would actually hold me back a year just for flashing the janitor? I was so shocked I barely noticed that we were standing outside the janitor’s office, which was little more than a closet with a desk and some buckets and brooms. My stomach rolled over. Was he going to make me apologize to what’s-his-name? How embarrassing!

“Now, I haven’t made my decision yet,” Principal Dennis said, knocking on the door. “It will depend entirely on how you treat Devin from here on out. I’ve arranged for the two of you to have some privacy. While you’re in there, you’re to do anything he says to make it up to him. If you’re a good girl and apologize nicely and make up for what you’ve done, you might just graduate after all.”

I was shocked beyond speech. I was going to have to be alone with the creep? To apologize? And what did Principal Dennis mean, making it up to him? He didn’t mean…

The door swung open, revealing Devin in his janitor’s uniform. It was all stained and smudged, and he even had a mark on his cheek from oil or something. He leered at me, a scowl on his face.

“Devin, as we discussed, I’m leaving Samantha here in your hands,” Principal Dennis said. “You’re to instruct her on how she can make it up to you. Whatever you deem necessary. Truly, the sky is the limit.”

Before I could argue further, Principal Dennis had pushed me into the room and the door shut behind me. The room was dim, but I could still see the janitor clearly, his lewd gaze making me blush.

“Look, I’m sorry, or whatever,” I said. “I guess it was, like, mean. Okay? Can I go?”

I turned, figuring that had to be enough. Not quite. I felt him grab my wrist, stopping me before I could leave.

“No, I don’t think that’s enough,” he said. “I think I want more. A lot more.”

His hand was firm on my wrist, his heat pulsing on my flesh. I kind of liked it, in a weird sick way. But I was a virgin! I wasn’t going to do the school janitor in the closet! That was crazy…right?

“Like…like what?” I whimpered. He grinned, teeth gleaming.

“You a virgin?” He asked, starting to unbutton his shirt. I gaped as his chest came into view. It was like…totally chiseled! He had abs and everything! I found myself nodding, even though the question was totally inappropriate.

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

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!”

“That’s funny, because according to Principal Dennis, I can treat you however I want,” he chuckled. “Or you don’t get to graduate.”

He leaned in, putting his hands on either side of the 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 groaned. It felt so dirty and gross to be in here with him, knowing that I had to do whatever he said. But it also felt really good and exciting.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? Little rich bitches like you love being fucked hard and rough. You love getting a big black cock between those thighs. 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.

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 knew I couldn’t stop him, but I also didn’t want to. The thought of having my sweet young body ravished by the school janitor in his dirty little office was really exciting!

“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.

“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 table. The rough wood 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 door, and I knew that on the other side my friends were walking the halls, going to class. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“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 in the janitor’s closet, with my classmates just on the other side of the door! 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. The janitor 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 thick, black cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. The head was lighter than the shaft, which was black as night. 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 to graduate,” 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 heavy 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 the janitor 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 dark shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, the enormous size of his cock making his big hand look small, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

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

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. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to have the school janitor’s fingers inside me!

“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 table, my tits pressed against the wood, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my milky 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 the janitor 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. Especially with the way you’ve treated me….I’m gonna savor this, bitch.”

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.”

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.

“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 I knew I had to. I couldn’t just lay on that table in the janitor’s closet forever.

“Sir…do you think you’re gonna tell Principal Dennis I did good?” I asked. “I really want to graduate….”

“Maybe,” Devin said, smiling as he tossed my clothes at me. “But I bet that you can convince him yourself. In fact, I think he’ll probably want a taste after he sees what a good slut you are. We both thought it, but…”

“What…what do you mean?” I asked.

The janitor pointed to a corner of the ceiling, where I noticed a blinking red light. My eyes widened.

“You were recording?!”

“Don’t worry,” he chuckled. “No one but me and Principal Dennis will see that video. Maybe we can all watch it together. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Two big cocks stuffing you while you watch yourself beg for more…”

The thought of it…had me panting. I slowly got dressed, feeling his cum slide down my thighs.

“I’ll see you after school,” he said. “In the principal’s office.”

I giggled, lightheaded at the thought. Waving goodbye, I slipped back into the hallway, into the sea of students, wondering if I smelled like sex. If anyone could tell what I’d just been doing with the janitor in the closet…and what I was going to do after school, in the principal’s office.

I definitely learned something important at school that day. A lesson I’d never forget! And if I ever did happen to forget it, I’d have video evidence to remind me!


Punished by the Principal

So, you know how I said that being pulled out of class was the most embarrassing moment of my life? Well, I guess that wasn’t super accurate.

Sure, what came after, losing my virginity to the janitor in his closet of an office, while my peers walked the hallway just on the other side of the door, was pretty embarrassing. And the fact that I came so many times…that could be embarrassing, too.

But wait til you hear what happened next!

I spent the whole rest of that day with my stomach in knots. I was supposed to meet Devin, the janitor, in Principal Dennis’ office after school. There, I hoped he would tell Principal Dennis that I had made amends and was off the hook. But either way, the whole thing had been captured on camera, so there’s no way he could say I didn’t obey his every command.

So why was I so nervous?

Well, maybe it wasn’t really nerves…

Anyway, by the time all that cum had dried on my thighs and in my panties, the final bell rang and I made my way to Principal Dennis’ office. The receptionist was leaving for the day. She gave me a stern look and pointed to one of the chairs outside the Principal’s office. His door was closed.

“Sit there until he calls you,” she said. “Don’t you think about trying to sneak off just because I’m not here.”

“No, ma’am,” I said, looking down at my lap. I crossed my legs at my ankles, wondering if I would get a note for missing cheer practice. Or if I’d even have time to do my homework. I was a senior, 18 years old, and it was the last few months of school, but we still had finals coming up. The receptionist closed the door behind her and left me alone in the office.

It was super quiet in there. At least, it seemed super quiet at first. But then I began to detect faint noises coming from the other side of Principal Dennis’ door. I leaned in to hear better. It was…moaning. High pitched moaning that sounded sickeningly familiar. And grunting – masculine grunting. My cheeks burned as I put two and two together and realized that my principal was watching the video! He was watching me get drilled by the janitor!

I was so ashamed. But hearing those sounds also reminded me of how it had felt. And it had felt really good. To my shock, I could feel myself getting kind of wet as my memory played over the events. The janitor’s big, black cock ramming into my throat…then splitting me in two…

“Samantha!” Principal Dennis’ voice snapped me out of my daydream. I realized I was burning up, panting and clenching my thighs together. I looked over to find Principal Dennis standing in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at me with anger in his eyes. “Get in here!”

He stepped aside as I bounced to my feet, scurrying past him into his office. The TV he’d been watching the video on was paused, a single frame of me bent over with the janitor’s cock lodged deep in my pussy. My tongue swelled as my mouth went dry, bright blushing on my cheeks. I wanted to pull my long blonde hair across my face, hide me from Principal Dennis’ glare. Instead, I just looked down at my feet, my hands clasped in front of me.

“I did what you said,” I said, my voice kind of whiny. Principal Dennis walked around to his side of the desk but didn’t sit down. I could feel him staring at me, like I was naked before him. “So…it’s okay, right?”

“Jesus Christ, Samantha,” Principal Dennis scoffed. “Did you actually think I meant that you should fuck him?”

I lifted my head in surprise, my blue eyes widening. What? Did that mean…

“I can’t believe what a sick slut you actually are,” Principal Dennis growled. “Head cheerleader. Class president. And school whore, apparently.”

“But…but…I thought…” I stammered, more ashamed than ever. How could I have misread the situation so direly?

“Shut up,” Principal Dennis said, sounding weary. “What am I supposed to do with you now? I can’t let you get away with that. Fucking on school property…the nerve! And enjoying it, too, from the looks of it.”

A single tear rolled down my cheek.

“Well,” he sighed. “I suppose I’ll need to show you what happens to sluts who try to use their bodies to get what they want. They end up getting used.”

“Um…sir?” I whimpered, wiping at my wet cheeks. Principal Dennis was walking towards me, leering. “What do you mean?”

“Well, for starters, I think you need some hard discipline,” he said. He grabbed me, his grip rough. Shocked, I stumbled along as he pulled me over to his desk. The next thing I knew, I was leaning over the desk, my ass in the air.

“How are you gonna punish me?” I pouted, feeling his hand firm on my upper back, keeping me down. My tiny skirt rode up my thighs, and I felt totally exposed even with panties on.

“There’s only one way to punish bad little sluts,” he said. I gasped as he grabbed my ass, kneading it through the fabric of my skirt. Immediately, my body went into hyperdrive, blood boiling at his rough, erotic touch. The next thing I knew, he had my skirt up around my hips, my cum-soaked panties on display. I bit my lip, looking back at Principal Dennis. He raised his hand in the air and then suddenly brought it down against my flesh. He was spanking me! My principal had me bent over his desk and he was spanking me! The shock left me utterly unable to move or even make a sound – all I could do was feel the sharp slap of his palm against my ass. Again and again, he disciplined me with his hand, until I began to squirm in discomfort. My flesh was starting to tingle and burn from his spanking, with the only relief coming when he would slap me again. The more he did it, the more I found myself craving it, until eventually I was pushing back against his palm, wanting him to go harder on me.

“See? Do you see what bad sluts like you get?” Principal Dennis grunted in between spanks, his free hand now buried in my hair and pushing my face against the desk. I felt my thighs spreading as I shifted my legs to give him better access to my tender flesh.

“Yes, sir,” I mumbled against the wood of his desk. “Thank you, sir!”

“Damn right,” he growled, grabbing a handful of flesh and shaking it roughly, kneading my sore ass while I whimpered for more. I knew I was dripping wet by then, and drooling onto his desk, dazed and hypnotized by the pleasurable pain. I never knew a spanking could feel so good, but all I wanted was more! So it was really upsetting when the next slap never came. I moaned, trying to lift my head to look up at Principal Dennis. But he had me in a tight grip, my cheek against the desk, unable to move. I felt his position behind me shift, and then he was pressing up against me! I could feel his cock, hard, rubbing at my panties through his slacks!

“Sir!” I squealed, surprised. Wasn’t he just punishing me for being a slut. What was he doing now? He actually had an erection, and he was rubbing it against me, making weird noises as he pinned me down. My body responded, of course. My hips lifted, forcing me onto my tiptoes so meet his grinding hips.

“Good girl,” he sighed, one hand holding me down while the other grabbed my hip. “Good girl. Grind against me like the fucktoy you are.”

Moaning, I did as he said. I heard a zipper being pulled down, and then the warmth of his cock sliding between my thighs, underneath my wet slit. My panties clung to my flesh, they were soaked.

“Are you gonna make it up to me the way you made it up to Devin?” Principal Dennis asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said, nearly begging. He moved his hand between my legs, pushing my panties to the side. When he dipped a finger into my slit, I gushed, my legs shaking in excitement. I really wanted his cock inside me!

“Hmm,” he said. “Doesn’t seem quite fair, though,” Principal Dennis mused. “Devin already fucked your pussy so hard it’s gotta be all stretched out. Plus, I don’t want to fuck you after he dumped all that cum in you. Guess I’ll have to use another hole.”

Mind reeling, I noticed his finger move from my slit upward – soaked in my juices. He paused at my asshole, then his finger began to circle it slowly. Realization of what he was thinking of doing dawned on me, and everything clenched.

“My ass?!” I squealed. Principal Dennis laughed, and then his finger entered my rosebud! I struggled to stand but he held me down fast.

“Don’t you want it?” He asked. “I promise, I’ll make it feel just as good as fucking your pussy.”

I already started to relax as he toyed with my ass gently, his finger slick from my nectar. It did feel pretty good…especially when he pushed it in further…and it hadn’t been bad with the janitor…but then, I’d been pretty distracted from the shock of losing my virginity. And the janitor hadn’t even lasted that long in my rosebud – it felt like a few pumps and he was done. Wouldn’t it be worse with Principal Dennis fucking my ass like it was a pussy? Still, what did I really have to lose from giving it a shot?

“Okay…” I sighed, groaning as he went another inch deeper into me. The feeling was totally different than having the janitor in my pussy, but it didn’t feel bad at all! It felt good in a different way. It felt so good that when he pulled his finger out, I whined.

“Hold on, now,” he said, letting go of me for the first time since he bent me over the desk. “I’ve got just the thing…”

I waited in position, knowing that would probably make him happy, as he rummaged through the drawer of his desk. He found what he wanted and pulled it out.

“What is that?!” I asked. He held a weird, silver bullet-shaped thing. Principal Dennis grinned as he pushed a button on it and it started to buzz. It was a vibrator! I’d never used one before but of course I knew what they were. My body tensed up again in anticipation as he returned to his position behind me, his cock still hard. Then I felt the sleek metal slipping between my lips and cried out. It felt amazing. It was the best thing I’d ever felt in my life.

“Hold onto it,” he instructed, and I reached down, taking it from him and rubbing my clit with it. The feeling was so amazing that I barely paid any attention to what the principal was doing as he slowly moved his hand from my pussy to my asshole, lubricating me with my own juices. I was on the verge of cumming when I felt pressure against my rosebud – much more than a finger.

“Now, relax,” he said, and I tried to obey, tried to focus on the buzzing against my swollen clit. It still hurt when he thrust forward, and he wasn’t exactly gentle about it. His body weight pushed against me until I bumped into the desk. His cock wasn’t as big as the janitor’s, but it felt really big as he rammed it into my nearly-virgin asshole. I screamed as he buried himself up to the balls inside me – even the buzzing vibrator between my legs couldn’t distract me from that feeling!

“Shut up,” Principal Dennis growled, grabbing my hair. “All I want to hear from you is begging for more. Tell me you like getting fucked in the ass.”

He was thrusting into me slowly, stretching me out as he did so. The more he stretched me, the less it hurt and the more it started to feel really good. Especially with the vibrator on my clit…

“Oh,” I moaned. “Yeah…yes…”

“Say it,” Principal Dennis demanded.

“Yes! I like getting fucked in the ass!” I yelled, my pussy dripping as he took my rosebud. I could feel his balls against my thighs each time he slid all the way inside me.

“What kind of girls like being ass fucked?” Principal Dennis asked, starting to pump into me faster now.

“Bad little sluts, sir, dirty little sluts love having their asses fucked, please fuck me harder,” I cried, tension building in my tummy as he worked on my body and the vibrator buzzed on my clit. My nipples were hard, smushed against the desk, my body immobile from the hips up from the way Principal Dennis was holding me down.

“Please, sir, fuck my ass harder, please fuck me deeper,” I cried out, wanting it really badly. I’d never ever imagined I’d be getting ass fucked by my principal in his office, but it felt so good I couldn’t stop myself! Each time he pulled his cock away and then pumped it back in I could feel my ass contracting. I could feel the familiar pressure of a climax building inside me and I couldn’t help but crying out at each thrust.

I could hear Principal Dennis’ breath getting quicker, and his pumps got even faster; he was fucking me deeply now, his whole cock pumping into my asshole. The vibrator was making my swollen clit throb, and my knees buckled, toes curling in my sneakers. My cheeks burned as I reached the very edge of my pleasure.

“I’m  a bad little girl, please fuck me…fuck me…harde- oh fuck I’m comminnnng,” I screamed as an orgasm rocked me; I pressed my body harder against the cold bars of the prison cell as my orgasm shook through me, making me lose control of my legs and almost collapsing onto Principal Dennis’ dick. I was so lost in the pleasure of my orgasm that I didn’t notice that Principal Dennis had pulled out, that someone was knocking on the office door. I shook against his desk, my pussy dripping wet and the vibrator fallen to the floor, coated in my juices. When I opened my eyes at last, I saw that we weren’t alone anymore.

“Well, well, well,” Devin the janitor said, surveying the scene. “If this isn’t some shit.”

“You came just in time,” Principal Dennis said. “I almost lost it and came in her tight little ass. I’d rather wait until we’ve got her plugged from both sides. Much more cinematic.”

Were they filming me again? Did I even care? My limbs were jelly, my muscles sore and warm.

“Come on, girl, you’ve got a lot of work left to do before you’ve truly made it up to us,” Principal Dennis said, grabbing me again. This time, he led me away from the desk, stripping my shirt off as we walked. I was walking kind of bow-legged, my ass throbbing from being stretched by his cock. My generous tits bounced free, and Principal Dennis grabbed them from behind as he led me over to the couch.

“Hi, Devin,” I managed to say, watching the janitor sit down on the couch in front of me. He smiled as he unzipped himself, his big fat black cock thrusting out, hard as could be as soon as he released it.

“You’re gonna be one sore bitch tomorrow,” he chuckled, grabbing me by the hips, taking me from Principal Dennis. I let them move my body, trusting them to use me in a way I would enjoy. I found myself straddling the janitor as he sat on the couch, my pussy still tight around his massive cock. He held me poised above him, with just the head entering me. Devin leaned back, bringing me with him, my tits in his hands, nipples pinched raw as he played with them. I found myself with my ass in the air again, my pussy sliding down the janitor’s cock while Principal Dennis pushed into my asshole. I screamed at the sudden feeling of being stuffed full by two men. The janitor and the principal held me between them and fucked me hard, making my tits bounce as they used my body for their pleasure.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!” I cried out. This made Principal Dennis grab my ponytail again, snapping my head on my neck in punishment.

“That wasn’t a complaint, was it?” He growled, his cock throbbing as he buried it again and again into my asshole.

“N-no…” I moaned. “P…Please…”

“Good, because you ain’t seen nothing yet,” Principal Dennis laughed. “Wait til the football team gets a hold of you…”

I didn’t really have time to process that, because the janitor had just grabbed my breasts and was sucking on my nipple as he slammed his hips up, ravaging my pussy for the second time that day.

“N..no…birth control…” I gasped.

“Good,” the janitor laughed. “I’d like a little rich white bitch to have some babies for me.”

He grabbed my hips and slammed me down, forcing his cock all the way against my womb while I shuddered in pleasure.

“You like this, don’t you Samantha?” Principal Dennis grunted. “Being fucked like the slut you are. Always acted like you owned this school, but you don’t. You’re just a fucktoy to be used by your masters.”

“Mmmmgnnn,” I growled, out of my mind with the sensations rocketing through my body. Unbelievably, the two men were rapidly bringing me to climax again. The janitor slammed me down on his cock and drove me over the edge, my pussy clenching around his shaft as he released his load inside me. I could feel every warm gushing burst of his cum as it filled my unprotected slit. His cock throbbed and pulsed, making me cry out as my orgasm rocked me back against Principal Dennis, who groaned and came in my ass. My shuddering body milked them both dry, sucking every drop of jizz from their balls as they pinned me between them.

I’d been a virgin when I woke up that morning, and in the course of a single school day I’d lost my virginity and been double-teamed by my principal and the school janitor! I was left covered in cum, leaking from every hole. The two men dropped me on the couch so I could recover, both standing over me, putting their limp dicks away and discussing my future.

“Well, the videos will fetch a nice price on the black market,” Principal Dennis said.

“But didn’t you promise her services to Coach Luke?”

“After the big game on Friday, those boys will need some relief,” Principal Dennis nodded. “Besides, it’d be nice to have our little slut walking the halls, ready to service us whenever we want.”

“You better get used to hearing your name over the loudspeaker,” the janitor laughed. “You’re gonna get called to the office a lot.”

“G..graduation? I still get to graduate?” I mumbled, processing their words but not their meaning.

“Maybe,” Principal Dennis said. “Or maybe I’ll just have to hold you back a year, to make sure you’re fully educated. I would imagine by this time next year, you’ll be so thoroughly fucked and used that even we won’t want you.”

“Who knows, you might even be a teen mom by then,” the janitor laughed.

“Wouldn’t that be something?” Principal Dennis agreed. “But first, you’re going to do as we say, right, Samantha?”

I nodded. Of course I was. I knew there was some reason that this all had happened, but now all I could think about was how good it felt to cum and how grateful I was that Devin and Principal Dennis were willing to fuck me! I would do anything they asked.

“Then you’ll be ready on Friday night,” Principal Dennis said. “To service the football team?”

I nodded. How many guys were on the football team again? I knew, because I was head cheerleader, obviously. But the number was so big…they probably just mean the quarterback and the MVP, right? They couldn’t possibly expect me to fuck the whole team?

I smiled back at the two men towering over me, reaching down to touch my cum-filled slit.

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Friday night. Football team. Got it.”

Of course, if I knew then what I know now…

But that’s a story for a different day. Who knows…maybe I’ll even feel like telling it.


Taken by the Team

It all started when I was rude to the school janitor. I got a pretty harsh punishment for that. Maybe harsher than I deserved, but I wasn’t about to risk my high school diploma by complaining. See, at 18, I was more than ready to leave high school behind, and Principal Dennis threatened to keep me from graduating if I didn’t make things right with Devin, the janitor.

Making things right wound up involving losing my virginity in his office, which was basically a closet. He fucked me in every single hole, and recorded the whole thing on camera! All the while, my peers and classmates walked the halls right on the other side of the door. If they knew that the cheer captain and class president, Samantha Knowles, was having her ass pumped full of jizz by the janitor, I’m sure they would never look at me the same.

But it only spiraled down from there. I mean, it’s not like I’m going to lie to you and say I didn’t enjoy the experience. It was really hot! And when I met with Principal Dennis after school that day, I received another punishment – he yanked my skirt up and spanked me, then made me cum with a vibrator while he fucked my ass. And that was before Devin the janitor showed up and they pinned me between them.

So, yeah, that was a crazy day – and a pretty high price to pay for a little bit of rudeness, but it was also really hot. I thought about it over and over again, at night in my bed, while I touched myself and made myself cum over and over again.

Here’s the thing though. It wasn’t over.

Principal Dennis had told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was still at his mercy. After all, he had two videotapes of me getting screwed in every way imaginable. I still had to prove that I really was repentant and felt bad about being a snotty bitch. The final step of my road to forgiveness?

Rewarding the football team after Friday’s game.

Now, as head cheerleader, I’m pretty close with a lot of the guys on the football team. Heck, I even dated one or two. Not that I ever let them touch me, of course. But they were my friends! During the days leading up to the game, I paid extra attention to the guys in class.

And, eventually, I decided that no matter what Principal Dennis said, they wouldn’t do anything to me. How could they? We were all friends! They would never want to embarrass me or anything like that. So I felt pretty relaxed about the whole thing. Besides, I couldn’t believe that Principal Dennis would actually force me to fuck the whole team – that was, like, ten guys! No – he must have meant just a few of them, and I was sure that given the option, they would choose to respect me.

All the same, during that Friday’s game, I felt more naked than usual in my cheerleader’s uniform. All through our routines, I just felt like there were eyes on me. For sure, I could sense Principal Dennis staring…and Devin, too. He was in the crowd, practically salivating as I hopped to the top of the pyramid while the audience cheered. I have to admit, it got me kind of hot, knowing that they were thinking all sorts of dirty thoughts about my hot, tight teenage body.

But like I said, I felt more eyes on me than just Principal Dennis. Like, particularly, Coach Johnson. He was totally ogling me the whole time we performed! I could feel his eyes like hands on my body. Coach Johnson was, like, in his fifties! He was way older than Principal Dennis or Devin. He had no business looking at me like that, since he was old enough to be my father.

I even caught him licking his lips while he stared – gross! But also, weirdly hot. Like, I was pretty sure this old dude would be in heaven if he got even a peek at my c-cup tits. And that made me feel really wet between my legs. I was getting wet a lot lately, and I knew it all stemmed from my sexual awakening. Still, I finished cheering that night and was confident that I’d be going home untouched. At least I’d have my fantasies!

It was just before the game ended – we were totally gonna win – that Coach Johnson finally pulled me aside. With one eye on the field and the other on my cleavage, he whispered in my ear.

“Best be getting into my office now, don’t you think? Before anyone sees you slipping in?”

Speaking of people seeing me…Coach Johnson barely even tried to hide his hand as it snaked around and up my skirt, squeezing my ass! I jumped, gasping, at his brashness. In front of all those people, he felt like he could just feel me up! He had some nerve. But I could tell by the look in his eye that this wasn’t the time or place to challenge him. Plus, Principal Dennis was watching, and he could ruin my life with a snap of his fingers. I hung my head and obeyed, slipping quietly through the crowd and into the school, then into Coach Johnson’s office.

It was pretty boring, actually. One of those big bins of basketballs and stuff, some posters on the wall, files cabinets. It was bigger than the janitor’s closet, at least. I played with the hem of my pleated skirt, wondering what would happen next. How would Coach Johnson react once he saw that none of his players wanted to defile me? He’d probably feel pretty silly. I hoped he wouldn’t find some way to take it out on me!

As I stood there waiting, I heard the telltale sound of the football team barreling in through the gym doors. From the sound of it, I could tell we had won. I felt really proud, as I always did, of my team! I was full of school spirit. I was so full of it that I was distracted when the office door finally opened and Coach Johnson walked in.

“Alright, we don’t have much time,” he grunted, slamming the door behind him and then clicking the lock shut. 

“Listen, Coach…” I started, meaning to explain my thoughts on why this wasn’t going to work the way he thought it was.

“No, you listen,” Coach Johnson said, lumbering towards me. I backed up a step, confused. “Those boys shower fast, and I want a taste of what they’re getting before you’re all fucked up and worn out.”

“What?” I gasped. I hadn’t expected this! The obvious lust in his eyes negated any doubts I might have had. This old perv wanted to fuck me! And I couldn’t say I blamed him. His wife was an old hag. I was a hot, freshly-violated 18-year-old with big perky tits and perfect, plump lips. Who wouldn’t want to fuck me?

“Come here,” he grunted, and lunged for me. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. Suddenly, he was kissing me! His lips were all chapped as his tongue entered my mouth. And, unbelievably, I was getting really turned on by it. I moaned as his tongue began to explore my mouth, going all the way down my throat. His hands tore at my top, pulling it down and shredding it open. I had no idea how I was going to get home without a shirt, but I didn’t even care as he pawed at my breasts, his meaty hands wrecking my bra. His weight pressed me back until I hit the wall. He grabbed and squeezed my breasts, making my nipples hard while my heart pounded and I dripped arousal. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting from this old man ravaging my body!

“Nice tits,” he growled, his mouth leaving mine just long enough for him to lift my breasts and lower his head. His lips enveloped my nipple. He flicked it with his tongue, making me moan and clench my thighs together. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. No one had told me I was going to have to fuck Coach Johnson, but I didn’t really feel like saying no. I mean, I wanted to! Plus, I figured it would take the sting off the fact that I wasn’t going to fulfill my final task of penitence.

My squirming in pleasure led to my thighs slipping open, and as Coach Johnson pressed forward I could feel his cock – stiff and long, it strained against his gym pants. He grunted against my chest, rubbing himself against me. My bare thighs shuddered in reaction.

“Suck it,” he demanded, releasing me all at once. I slid down the wall, my legs going weak. As I settled down on my knees, Coach Johnson unsnapped his gym pants and released a nine-inch cock! I drooled, mouth open, shocked by the size of it. Who knew this old dude was packing so much? “Do it, fast!”

Before I could second guess myself, I grabbed the base of his cock and gripped it in my palm. I had a pretty good idea of how to suck a dick now, after serving the janitor and watching a lot of porn (I told you, I’d been horny!) My tits were out already as I leaned in, so I let them rub up and down the shaft a little before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it. His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat.

A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and salty. It drove me crazy with desire, and I couldn’t stop myself. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my pussy, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He had the biggest dick I’d encountered so far, and it was really hard to fit it all in my little mouth, but I managed. I gagged, spit covering my chin, but I did my very best to please Coach.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut. But now, I want that pussy.”

He pulled himself out of my mouth with a wet plop, and grabbed hold of my ponytail. I yelped at the pain as he ripped me off the ground and dragged me across the office. My breasts swayed and bounced with his violent movements. The next thing I knew, I was straddling him while he sat on his big, oversized leather chair.  My pussy was so wet that it dripped down his cock, which was already coated in my spit. He groaned as I slowly lowered onto the tip, heat rushing up my body as he split me wide. Coach grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up. He  slapped my ass, making me ride him faster.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? Stupid little bitch,” he growled.

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

Panting, I collapsed against him, wrapping my arms around his neck for support.

“Get off me,” he grunted, pushing me back so hard that I fell off him. “You’ve got work to do, slut. Those boys must be done by now. Can’t keep them waiting.”

“Mmmmfm,” I mumbled, confused and still aroused. I didn’t protest as Coach Johnson led me, topless, by the arm, into the boy’s locker room.

I’d never been in the boy’s locker room before. It was pretty much the same as the girl’s locker room, except way smellier. I could see jock straps and stuff lying all over the place. These guys were kind of pigs! I guess I should have expected that, though. And I was mostly thinking about the way they kept their locker room to avoid thinking about how they were all looking at me – and my tits. I was dripping cum down my thighs and my hair was messed up, my cheeks red.

Looking up through my lashes, I saw Ron and Mark, both of whom I dated. And of course there was Dave and John and Aaron and the whole rest of the team. Eleven 18-year-old boys who only ever knew me as the slightly prudish cheer captain and class president. Eleven guys who were now staring at my nearly-naked body with such obvious desire that it made my stomach flip in the very best way. I started to second-guess my theory about them not wanting to defile me. It dawned on me that I hadn’t exactly been the nicest girl in the world…

“What the fuck?!” Mark’s voice broke the stunned silence. “Is that…Samantha?”

His words seemed to ignite a fever in the team, as their voices rose and blended together. Each of them stared at me, or more accurately, at my bare chest. Incredulous looks covered their faces.

“Hold up, hold up,” Coach Johnson said, “everyone just hold their horses.”

Slowly but surely, the team obeyed their coach. He still had a hold on my arm, and now he shook me slightly.

“We’ve arranged for a very special treat for you boys,” he explained. “It’s been a tough season, but you’ve really brought it home. This is the best year we’ve had in a long time. You all should be very proud of yourselves. I know I am. That’s why we’ve decided that since you’re all young, virile young men who want to sow their wild oats, we’re leaving Samantha here in your care.”

“Woah!” the team replied en masse. My heart was pounding, blood rushing in my ears. Why wasn’t anyone coming forward to defend my honor? I looked at Ron, then Mark, for support and was met with nothing but lust.

“This bitch has been flaunting her shit around school for years,” Coach Johnson said, finally releasing me. “But she’s finally come to her senses and learned her true place in the world. Isn’t that right, Samantha?”

My throat was dry. I couldn’t do anything but nod.

“Coach, I don’t know about this…” I heard one of the guys say. Hopeful, I gazed at the players and saw the one who had spoken. I couldn’t remember his name. I’d never bothered to learn, because he had really bad acne.

“Well, I thought it might be a little awkward for you, seeing as how Samantha is head cheerleader and class president and all that, so I’m going to go ahead and blindfold her. That way, you don’t have to look her in the eye. It’ll be easier for you to use her like the fuck doll she is.”

What? Blindfolded? I didn’t know how I felt about that. My mind was trying hard enough to catch up to the reality…I was actually about to be teamed by eleven dudes from my grade!

“So, what do you all think?” Coach Johnson said. “Shall we get her on her knees?”

There was a second of silence, the boys still stunned. That second gave me hope…but it was quickly dashed, as roaring cheers broke the silence. Before I could react, Coach Johnson was trying a towel or something around my eyes, plunging me into total darkness. I immediately felt disoriented and put my hands out in front of me. I squeaked in surprise as my skirt was torn away and I was pushed to the floor.

“I’ll be in my office, boys,” Coach Johnson’s voice sounded over my head. “I’ll be back in a while to check on you. Have at her!”

The blindfold seemed to increase every other sensation. It was like I could hear better, smell better…and touch was way more intense. I could feel the slightest breeze across my skin.

Blinded, I waited breathless for something to happen. I could sense someone approaching, though I obviously had no idea who. I gasped as whoever it was grabbed my chest, roughly squeezing my tits with both hands as the rest of the team began to cheer. He let go, laughing.

“I can’t believe this,” he said, and I could tell it was Mark. He always gave me such a hard time about the fact that I wouldn’t do more than kiss him. He’d definitely enjoy this, I was sure. I could picture his smile as he slapped at my breasts, making them bounce. “You were such a frigid bitch…I’ve waited way too long for this. Open up and suck!”

I knew I had to obey him. Trembling, I let my jaw go slack. My upper thighs were wet with cum and my own arousal. I waited patiently to be used. A hand grabbed my hair and yanked me forward. Just as I felt the fleshy tip of a cock press between my lips, someone else circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. Someone circled around my back and pushed hard on my upper back, forcing me onto all fours.

“Quit moving,” Mark said, slapping me across the face. The team cheered. I was shocked. I never thought he would hit me! But I guess I wasn’t myself anymore. Not to them. To them, I was just a useless fuck toy. Mark’s cock slid past my lips, dripping pre-cum down my throat. My first instinct was to gag at the taste, but his hand in my hair tightened and he kept pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my throat, groaning all the way.

Before I knew it, he was fucking my face, ramming into my throat again and again while his teammates cheered him on. My ex-boyfriend sure had a lot of aggression to unload on me!  And it seemed he wasn’t the only one, because whoever had pushed me down was kneading my breasts from above, his hard cock rubbing up and down my lower back. Mark’s balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. Suddenly, he pulled away, keeping his hands on my cheeks.

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled. “Why couldn’t you be this way when we were dating?”

“Sorry,” I moaned, growing desperate for cock as the person behind me continued to tease and tweak my nipples while rubbing his erection on my flesh. My pussy was flooding down my thighs.

“Swallow every drop,” Mark growled. I could hear the wet smacking sounds of his jerking off in front of my mouth. “Open wide.”

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting into my still-open mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat.

“My turn,” another voice said, one I didn’t immediately recognize. “That’s not how you fuck a slut’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me. Finally, I could place the voice, and knew it was Jose, a guy I’d never give the time of day in any other situation. He wasn’t even that good a football player.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. The guy behind me finally lowered his cock to my slick entrance, and he dropped one hand low between my legs. He went straight for my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as Jose filled my mouth with his seed.

“That’s a good little girl,” the boy behind me said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that jizz.”

So it was Ron! I’d know his voice anywhere. He must have been dying in satisfaction as he finally slid his thick cock into my waiting, eager slit. I groaned, cum dripping from my cheeks as he filled me up and rubbed my clit. My climax was quick and hard; I flooded over Ron’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. Just as I came, a new cock pressed against my lips, insistent.

Fingers entered my mouth, pulling my lips open even wider as he thrust forward. Whoever it was, he was huge! And salty. I gagged, feeling myself stuffed from both ends, my pussy  fucked as raw as my throat. Ron was fucking me like an animal in heat, his balls slapping my thighs as he jackhammered into me while the guy in my mouth forced me all the way to his pubes.

I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, but couldn’t tell who was doing it. It was hard to make sense of the noises around me as the team cheered each other on. More and more hands seemed to be laid on my body, like the whole team was grabbing me at once. I was going crazy with sensation, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied.

Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around Ron’s cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me. He let out a guttural moan and I felt his hot cum splashing into me, coating my unprotected pussy with his seed.

No sooner did he pull out than someone had taken his place. Cum burst into my throat and I swallowed it all before a new cock was thrust into my throat. My belly hurt from all the cum I’d eaten, but I knew I’d have to take even more. The guy fucking me was rubbing my clit as he thrust.

“Cum again, bitch,” he said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as he split my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still the boy in front of me fucked my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as one pulled out and another took his place.

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the guy between my legs rammed against my womb. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little cum dumpster? High-maintenance bitch!” The question came from the player between my legs, who had his fingers digging into the flesh of my hip. I knew it would leave bruises, but the pain only made the pleasure more intense.

I groaned as I was fed yet another load of salty, thick cum, barely even registering that the boy in my pussy was cumming too, his semen splashing against my cervix. A new cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then rallied.

“Cum, bitch,” someone ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while someone stepped between my legs. This time, I felt a hand smearing the cum that leaked from my pussy onto my asshole. While one guy humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, another was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly – I was starting to love the taste more than anything else in the world. I was blindfolded, on all fours, at the mercy of a football team of hormonal teenage boys. I was a disgusting, cum-soaked animal. I loved it.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the players approached and dumped their cum into my tight, willing body. Some of them must have gone twice, because even though I didn’t keep track, it really felt like more than eleven dicks had pumped my holes with their cum. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way they fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Eventually, though, the team was satisfied. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered, suddenly alone. I collapsed, my cheek hitting the dirty locker room floor. I couldn’t even tell if the team was still there, except I could hear their heavy breathing.

“Damn,” I heard Aaron say. “That was something. Always knew that stuck-up bitch would have a nice little snatch. Never thought I’d actually get to try it out.”

“Well, you boys deserve it.” Coach Johnson’s voice surprised me. Had he been there the whole time? “Hell of a season. Now, anyone want to help me get her into the shower?”

“Should we take off the blindfold?” Ron asked.

“Nah, doesn’t matter,” Coach Johnson said. “But we should get her cleaned up before we send her home to Mommy and Daddy.”

There was laughter, and I felt hands pulling me up. I let my whole weight be supported by the strong young men as they led me to the shower and propped me up. Cold, frigid water suddenly hit me, and I screamed.

“Quiet down,” Coach Johnson roared, pushing me back under the water. “You’re a fucking mess. I’m not wasting the school’s money on a hot shower for a bitch like you. Cold water’s cheaper.”

Well, it’s not like I could argue with him at that point. The water slowly but surely washed away the cum that coated my flesh, and finally I was given a towel. Shivering, I wrapped myself up. The blindfold was soaked through and heavy on my eyes until someone pulled it away. I blinked, still blinded by the sudden intrusion of light.

“Go on and get your gym clothes from your locker,” Coach Johnson told me. But the girl’s locker room was all the way across the gym, and I only had a towel! What if someone saw me?

Like I really cared anymore…

The players who had just fucked me stood in two lines, watching me tiptoe between them, drenched and shivering in my towel. They were smirking, laughing at me. A few of them slapped my ass as I walked past. When I reached the door, I took a sigh of relief. It would be nice to be alone for a second, to process everything…

I opened the locker room door.

“There she is!”

My jaw dropped as I took in the scene before me.

“We talked to Principal Dennis, and decided it wasn’t fair to give you to the football team alone,” said the captain of the soccer team as he stepped forward. The basketball captain stood beside him, as did the lacrosse and baseball captains. Half the male population of the senior class stood in the gym, staring at me half-naked. “And he agreed. We all work hard, and we all deserve a reward.”

Their leering, drooling smiles made me quiver. Slowly, they advanced on me, and my cold skin quickly turned warm. The towel was ripped away, hands covering every inch of my skin. I realized my night was nowhere near over.

And I gotta say…it didn’t exactly disappoint me! I had gone from virgin to whore in less than a week. I knew my life would never be the same. As I was carried into the middle of the gymnasium and penetrated in all three holes at once, my body raw and bruised from the boys’ reckless grabbing, I realized I’d never been happier. I didn’t even care about graduating anymore.

I didn’t need a high school diploma to be a slut!
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