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Dorm Room Delight

As I waited for my new roommate to arrive, I kept my expectations low. Signing up for the new coed dorms was like entering the lottery. What I wanted was an ultra-hot, live-in fuckbuddy. But I knew the odds were not in my favor. I forced myself to expect the exact opposite: some kind of prudish tattletale with bad hygiene. But I could have gotten a prudish tattletale with bad hygiene if I lived in the all-boy’s dorm. At least in the coed dorm, I might have a chance of seeing some tits once in a while.

It was a lottery, and I would have been doing myself a great disservice not to enter.

It was bullshit that I had to live in a dorm, anyway. I was 21, way too old to be sharing a shoebox with a teenager. But since I’d taken three years off after high school, I was only a freshman. I had to live with the rest of the freshman. School rules. While my fellow of-agers would be sharing apartments off-campus, I’d be toddling around with my shower caddy and making frozen pizza in a communal kitchen.

But I wouldn’t have traded those three years of freedom for anything. I had backpacked through Europe, gone to Mardi Gras, partied at music festivals, and generally had the time of my life. And I’d gotten laid more times than I could count. While the freshman in my dorm were all excited about the newness of college life, I saw it as a way to cool down a little after some hard partying. I wanted to cruise through some classes, hit the bars or frats on the weekend, and find some sweet little thing to call me Sir.

That was kind of my thing, something I’d learned about myself during that three-year hiatus. I wasn’t too hardcore into BDSM, but I liked the idea of being in control of some innocent, devoted chick. And I figured that with my good looks and my age advantage, it couldn’t be too hard to find a lost lamb on campus. Someone a little overwhelmed, who needed a steady guy like me to take care of them, tell them what to do.

I just hoped that my potential pet had cool roommates, or a place of her own, since my prudish tattletale of a roommate probably wouldn’t want to walk in on any hanky-panky. Like I said, I was keeping my expectations very low.

But you know…someone’s gotta win the lottery.

And I knew, from the moment my new roommate walked through the door, that I was holding the lucky ticket.

Sasha crept into the room like she was afraid a tiger might be waiting for her inside. Unlike the other 18-year-old freshman, she was alone. No hovering parents helping her move, or scrutinizing the coed living situation. The coed dorm was all in the name of breaking down gender barriers, or some other liberal shit. I didn’t care why they were doing it, honestly. I was just excited about it.

“Hey,” I said coolly, lying on my bed. The dorm room was your usual college space – tiny, barely furnished, with white walls. There were two beds on opposite sides of the room, two desks and two chairs. That was about it. I’d already moved all my stuff in, and I didn’t have much. A tiny bedside table, a lava lamp, my clothes. Some posters from my travels. Also, a drawer full of fun toys like handcuffs and vibrators. But I was keeping those well-hidden – for now.

“Hi,” Sasha squeaked. She was holding a rolled-up rug under one arm, and a suitcase in the other. She was 5’2, slender, with huge tits and the kind of ass you could bounce a quarter off. Long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and the cutest little mouth I’d ever seen. A spattering of freckles coated her nose and cheeks, and they brightened as she blushed. She didn’t seem to want to make eye contact.

“Welcome,” I said. “I’m Adam. Your new roommate. I hope you don’t mind, I called dibs on this bed.”

“Oh, no! Of course not! Whatever…you…whatever you want!” Sasha said, rushing across the room. She turned her back to me, putting her suitcase down on the opposite bed. I took the time to admire her ass, which seemed unnaturally huge in proportion to her body. But not too big – there probably wasn’t an inch of cellulite on her. I could have had a boner right then and there, but I took control of myself.

“So, what’s your name?” I said as she busied herself opening her suitcase. “Want me to unroll that rug for you?”

“Oh, uh,” Sasha blinked at me over her shoulder, biting her lip. “It’s Sasha.”

Of course, I’d already known that – just as she must have known my name. We got each others’ information when we got our dorm assignments. I’d tried to look her up on social media, but she didn’t seem to have any internet presence at all.

“Cool,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah…uh…same,” she fairly whispered. I got up, walking to her bed. She had leaned the rolled-up rug against the frame and I took it. Our skin brushed, and Sasha turned to me with wide, clear eyes. She looked like I was holding a damn gun to her head, instead of my arm barely making contact with hers.

“I’ll put this between our beds,” I said, unrolling the bright green, shag rug. It barely fit, but it did make the room seem a little more homey.

“Th-thanks,” Sasha tittered. I noticed her eyes on my body as I leaned down to adjust the rug, and I smiled to myself. “I’m…uh…I’m kind of nervous!”

“I can tell,” I said, returning to my bed. Putting some distance between us seemed to put her at ease. “But you don’t need to be. I’m a good guy, I promise. And I’m 21. So, you know, I’ve been around the block a few times. I’m happy to give you advice or help you out, any way you need it.”

I wondered if she had any idea what I meant by that. Sure, I meant it at face value…but also, I totally meant something else. She didn’t seem to pick up on it…anyway, her blush neither decreased or increased.

“Thanks,” she muttered, then gave a shaky sigh. “I’m just…wow. I wish my parents were here.”

“Why aren’t they?” I asked.

“Well…they don’t really approve of me going to college,” she admitted. “And they definitely don’t approve of me living in the coed dorms. Daddy’s a preacher.”

Oh, shit, Preacher’s daughter. I wondered if that meant…

But I was getting ahead of myself. Time to pump the brakes.

“That must be tough,” I said. “What made you decide to live in the coed dorms?”

Sasha shrugged, finally turning to face me. She sat down on the edge of her bed, her hands underneath her thighs.

“I just thought it was a cool idea,” she said. “And I guess…well, I kind of wanted to piss Daddy off. A little. But now I really regret it. He’s tried to shelter me for so long, I just…I needed to rebel. But now I just want him to be here and hold my hand!”

“Aw, come on now,” I said as her shoulders began to shake. “Don’t cry. Honestly, I totally get how you could be overwhelmed. But it’s gonna be okay. Everyone feels scared the first time they do something new. When I got to my first hostel in Europe, I was pretty nervous. I didn’t know if I’d even be able to communicate with anyone. But it turned into the best experience of my life!”

“You…you went to Europe?” Sasha asked with awe in her voice. Her eyes brightened, and her shoulders stopped shaking. “Wow!”

“Yeah, for a year,” I said. “Backpacked from England to Poland.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so cool! I’ve never been anywhere!”

“Well, you’re here now,” I said with a smile. “It may not be Europe, but it’s a new adventure for you. That counts.”

She smiled, a sweet little smile.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s…that’s a really nice thing to say!”

“It’s true,” I shrugged, happy to have brought her some relief. “It’s really brave of you to come here all by yourself. Especially since you said you’ve been sheltered. I think you’re doing great.”

“So nice,” she said, her smile widening. “I didn’t expect you to be so nice!”

Uh-oh. Was I in nice guy territory? I didn’t exactly want to be there. But then again, with a girl like this…maybe it was the right place to start.

“Like I said, Sasha, anything you need,” I said. “Just come to me. I’ve got you covered. That’s what roommates are for. And I really hope we can be more than just roommates.”

“Like friends?” Sasha said, sounding so damn hopeful it broke my heart. Poor kid really was sheltered. “I’d really like that!”

“I’d love to be your friend, Sasha,” I grinned. “Now, can I help you unpack or anything?”

“Oh…I don’t have that much,” she said. “But…can you tell me about Europe while I unpack? I really want to hear everything!”

“Well, everything might take a while,” I laughed. “But I can start with England.”

I started to talk about London, all my crazy adventures there. Of course, I left out the craziest of my adventures, but I hinted at the parties and concerts and crazy nights I’d had. She listened intently, hanging on my every word. I started to tell her about Dublin next, then Edinburgh. By the time I got to Paris, it was dinnertime. We walked to the dining hall together. Sasha nibbled at some gross-looking pizza while I munched down on mashed potatoes and fried chicken, telling her tale after tale. She was totally engrossed. But once dinner was over, I was pretty much talked-out.

“Where’d you go next?” Sasha asked as we arrived back to the dorm.

“You know, if I tell you everything tonight, there won’t be anything left to say tomorrow,” I joked. “How about we watch a movie or something?”

“Okay!” Sasha said. “Gee, I’m so glad you’re my roommate! Adam, you’re so cool. And I feel so relaxed. I thought I’d never feel better, but I already feel like college is going to be awesome!”

“I’m glad,” I said, taking a risk and laying a hand on her shoulder. I squeezed gently, expecting her to run away like a frightened rabbit. But even though she blushed like crazy and looked down at her feet, her hair falling over her face, she didn’t move away. That was a really good sign.

She wasn’t the only one who felt like college was going to be awesome.
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I spent the next week as a good college student should: going to classes, eating at the dining hall, not sneaking liquor into my dorm room. I got the books, and I even hit them sometimes. Mostly, though, I tried to win over my sweet, bunny-eyed roommate.

Sasha was as innocent as they come. Preacher’s daughter to the max. She’d never drank, did drugs, and – I had to guess, since she didn’t tell me – never had sex. She’d never done a lot of things: seen an R-rated movie, driven over the speed limit, shoplifted, or been on an airplane. She’d never, honestly, done…anything.

Which made it really easy to impress her.

And impress her I did. She seemed to hang on every word that came out of my mouth. I’d get home after class and she’d be waiting like a puppy to ask me questions about how she was supposed to make friends, or what it felt like to dance at a club, or if I knew what a “gravity bong” was. I was more than happy to answer each and every question, since each and every question made her trust me more and more.

I could have been annoyed by her clinginess, but it was hard to be annoyed when she was clearly so in need of guidance. And, shit, it was hard to be annoyed when she wore those cute little pajama shorts and low-cut tank tops to bed. It was like she had no idea what effect her body had on me, or on men in general.

I was just waiting for my chance to show her. And by the end of the first week, I admit to getting a little impatient. On the first Friday of the semester, I wound up going out with some guys from my Econ class. I advised Sasha to go to the “pizza party” being hosted in the dorm’s lounge, by the RA’s, She asked me to go with her and looked petulant when I said I had other plans, but she did as I said.

When I got back, I was frustratingly sober. Turns out the Econ guys weren’t into partying the way I was. Their idea of a night out was going to the local old man bar and – get this – playing pool. Not a single one of them ordered a beer, and I wasn’t going to be the only fool getting drunk. Even though it was a Friday night, the bar seemed to be reserved for old dudes who lived in town, not the usual college crowd.

It was a little before midnight when I got back to the dorm and found Sasha on her bed, in her pajamas. Crying.

“Sasha!” I exclaimed, surprised and a little scared of what might have happened to her. “What’s wrong?!”

“Oh, Adam,” she sniffled, wiping her cheeks. She was in her tiny, thin, plaid pajama shorts and a tight v-neck t-shirt. “I w-went…to the pizza…party…”

She was speaking haltingly between sobs. I sat across from her, on my bed.

“Calm down,” I suggested. “Take deep breaths.”

She did as I said, and within a few moments her tears had subsided.

“Okay,” I said. “Now, tell me what happened. Did someone hurt you?”

If someone did, I was going to kill him.

“No,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that. It’s just that I…I…I had no idea…”

She took a deep, labored breath.

“Like, no one is a virgin!” Sasha blurted it out, as though she was ripping off a virgin. “After the pizza party, we went to this girl’s room to play games. And they wanted to play Never Have I Ever, and I was…it was so embarrassing! I thought…I mean, I was winning, because I never did any of the things they said! But then when it was my turn, all I could think of was…”

I knew the game she was talking about. Everyone held up five or ten fingers, depending on the game, and went around in a circle. You’d say something you’d never done. If anyone in the circle had done it, they put a finger down. Whoever put all their fingers down first was the winner – or loser depending on how you looked at it.

“You said ‘never have I ever had sex’?” I said, making a not-that-wild guess. Sasha nodded slowly, staring down at her lap.

“I’m so stupid,” she whimpered. “They all looked at me like I was a freak!”

“Oh,” I said. Sasha’s ample breasts heaved with her shuddering breaths. Even with her eyes rimmed red from crying, she was unbelievably sexy. I knew she was feeling sad and maybe a little vulnerable, but this was my shot. I could just tell, this was the time to do it. What kind of man would I be if I didn’t take the opportunity to try and get in my hot roommate’s pants? Or, more accurately, her pajama shorts. “I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“I just…I feel like such a loser!” Sasha mumbled. She wiped her cheeks, then blinked up at me. “Are you…a…?”

“No,” I said quickly.  “I’m not. I would be embarrassed, too, if I was a virgin in college.”

Sasha blushed, looking away. Her shoulders slumped.

“Maybe I should just go home,” she sniffled. “Maybe I’m not ready…”

“That’s dumb,” I interrupted, trying to sound confident but not overeager. “Why not just, you know, have sex? Then you wouldn’t have to worry about being the only virgin on campus.”

“Have sex?” Sasha asked like the idea was so novel – well, how else did she expect to lose her v-card? I stopped myself from rolling her eyes at her innocence. “But…how?”

I laughed, unable to help myself. Sasha pouted and crossed her arms against her chest, which only made her boobs look fuller as they pressed together. I wanted to bury my face between them, lick my way all the way down to her pussy, and show her just what I meant. But she wasn’t going to let me do that…yet.

“It’s easier than you think it is,” I said with a shrug. “Don’t get all bent out of shape. It’s just that a hot girl asking how to lose her virginity is, like, so stupid.”

Sasha blushed again, her pout disappearing.

“You…think I’m hot?” Sasha squeaked.

“Sure,” I said, flipping my hand to show that her being hot wasn’t a big deal to me. “You’re hot enough.”

“So…you think someone would actually…like…want to have sex with me?” Sasha’s big blue eyes widened, no more tears welling in them. She bit her lip.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. “I would.”

She gasped, drawing back slightly, her cheeks so red they could have been fire hydrants. Shit, had I freaked her out? Gone too far? She dropped her gaze to the floor.

“You…you would?” She looked back up at me, batting her lashes. There was an undeniable look of hope on her face that made me want to jump up and shout in victory.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, still acting nonchalant. “If it helped you out. I’m a good guy, I don’t want to see you upset like this. If all you need is someone to show you the ropes, I’m here for you.”

Sasha studied me. Her blushing cheeks dimpled as a sweet smile crossed her face. Sweet, but definitely nervous, too.

“Are you…are you totally sure?” Sasha asked, nearly breathless. “That would be…oh, it would be so great, Adam! I’d, like, totally owe you one!”

She’d owe me one? Damn. Luck really was on my side. I grinned, trying not to look insane. I didn’t want to scare her off now, when she was practically riding my dick already.

“We can go slow,” I said, getting off my bed and sitting beside her on the opposite side of the room. She turned to follow me with her eyes. I could almost sense the anxiety radiating from her full, curvy body. One of us had to make the first move, and clearly she expected it to be me.

Reaching across her body, I took both her shoulders in my hands and began to rub. Her muscles were so tense, it was like rubbing stone. She got even stiffer at first, and I worried that she would change her mind. I leaned in, making my voice extra deep and breathy as I whispered into her ear. “Relax, Sasha. I’ll take care of everything. Trust me.”

She sighed, and I finally felt some give in her tense muscles. She obeyed my hushed command, and began to relax. After a minute, her shoulders slumped. I studied the curve of her neck, her messy bun giving me plenty of access to her flesh. She even began to move with me, rolling her shoulders as I rubbed them. A muffled moan passed through her lips. My dick twitched to life at the thought of making her moan again – much louder.

“Keep still,” I suggested, whispering into her ear again. She shuddered in response. I licked my lips, watching her face slowly go blank as she let my hands lull her into a relaxed state. I leaned in close, picking a spot right under her ear, and pressed my lips to her flesh. She tasted sweet, and smelled like baby powder.

Hungry for more, and boldened by the way she leaned in to me, I kissed my way down her neck towards her collarbone. I moved until I was sitting behind her, my mouth slowly tracing its way from one shoulder to the other, my tongue gathering her sweetness like a drug. My cock was more than a little hard by the time I’d covered her neck and upper back in kisses. And Sasha was fully relaxed, even squirming slightly and pressing back against me.

It was time to turn things up a notch. I released her shoulders, which were like jelly by then, and slowly inched my hands down her chest. She stiffened ever-so-slightly as my fingertips grazed the top of her shirt, but she didn’t stop me. I nibbled her left ear, slowly diving under her low-cut shirt and finding her full, soft breasts. I was so thankful she wasn’t wearing a bra – I didn’t want to have to deal with a clasp. Sasha’s breath quickened when I rubbed my palms over her nipples, making them tighten and harden. Her breasts were way more than a handful, and I squeezed gently with my fingers spread.

“Take off your shirt,” I commanded, whispering into her ear. She obeyed immediately, not even showing a hint of the hesitation I expected. Her tits jostled slightly as she pulled her shirt over her head, and I cupped them in my hands, tweaking her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. I could feel her skin heating up, her breath coming faster and faster, her pulse fluttering under my tongue as I kissed behind her ear.

“Don’t move,” I told her again, getting up from where I sat behind her. I got off the bed and knelt on the floor. She had her legs held tightly together. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes lidded, lips dewy. I held eye contact, grasping her knees and gently forcing her thighs open so I could kneel between them.

She let me manipulate her body, a perfect little doll, trusting my every movement. I was close enough to do what I really wanted – cupping her tits from below, I leaned in and sucked her nipple into my mouth. Sasha groaned, arching her back slightly, her body betraying how much she wanted what I was doing to her.

Her sweet flesh was addictive, and I sucked and nibbled her breasts, switching between them, her tight little nipples rolling under my hungry tongue. My cock was throbbing, impatient, but I could have stayed there, kissing her perfect jugs forever. She squirmed more with each passing minute, making small mewling sounds as I worked her tits with my hands and mouth.

Now, I noticed, her legs were spreading wider without me needing to push. Sasha was squirming in her seat, and I could almost smell how excited she was. Her tiny pajama shorts were so thin that I could feel her heat against my chest as I leaned in. I felt confident that she was ready – even eager – for the next step.

I put my hands on her knees. She must have applied lotion not long before, because her legs were smooth and silky as I slowly drew my hands up her toned thighs. She shifted on the bed, her hips angling up as I approached. That was a good sign. Finally, my fingertips brushed the bottoms of her shorts, which put my hands right under her pert ass. Growling slightly in anticipation, I began to kiss downwards, leaving her sweet breasts and trailing my tongue down her stomach.

I took my time, my hands busy exploring her thighs. And then, finally, between them. Sasha gasped when I pressed my thumb against the seam of her pajama shorts, pushing the thin fabric against her flesh until I could see the outline of her pussy. I expected her thighs to snap shut, but instead they drifted even wider, as though inviting me in. Her hips shifted up, she leaned back, and I hooked a finger around her pajama shorts and yanked them to the side.

To my surprise, Sasha was shaved bare. I figured a virgin wouldn’t know to do that, but I guessed she knew more than I thought – maybe she’d read a Cosmo or two in her life. Her pussy was dewy, slick with arousal. I glanced up at her, my tongue at her bellybutton.

She was in a total trance, breathing slow and heavy, head tilted upward, body humming with need. I started to kiss faster, downward, towards her bare pussy. I wanted to taste that sweet little cunt. I brushed my fingers up and down her slit, making her coo and thrust her hips forward, asking for more. I could certainly smell her by then, as my mouth finally approached her entrance. Tugging at her shorts, I had them off in a second, and then I was face-to-face with her tight, shaved, wet slit.

Sasha moaned as I exhaled against her flesh. She smelled so sweet and fresh, my mouth watered at the thought of being the first to make her cum.

“Lay back,” I instructed, and she quickly obeyed, clearly desperate to do whatever I said. I hoisted her legs up over my shoulders, licked my lips, and dove in.

She immediately cried out as I sucked her hard clit between my lips. Licking it, I used slow, patient strokes to get it even harder and more swollen. Juices dribbled from her cunt down my chin as she panted, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue. I massaged and kneaded her thighs as I ate her sweet, virgin pussy. She was so responsive, moaning my name as she desperately thrust against my face. Digging her fingers into my hair, she pulled me against her.

As she breathed faster and faster, I lashed at her clit with my tongue, suckling it between my lips. I knew she was going to cum quickly, since she’d never done this before. I reached up, grabbing her tits and squeezing them hard. Sasha cried out louder than ever, her thighs clenching around my head, her pussy finally releasing in a flood. Her sweet cunt pulsed against my tongue, her clit buzzing, juice dripping into my mouth. I lapped it up, savoring the taste of her very first orgasm.

Sasha slowly stilled, her body totally pliable now that she’d had her first climax. I gave her a few last kisses, each of which made her jump slightly, before rising to my feet. I was rock hard, my cock clearly outlined behind my loose gym shorts. Sasha blinked up at me, staring at my cock.

“What now?” Sasha asked quietly, as though she didn’t already know the answer.

“Well, I thought that would help prepare you,” I said, reaching down to adjust my shorts. “And now…well…if you still want me to help you out…”

“Yes!” Sasha exclaimed, a little too quickly. She bounced up, sitting straight once more, eyes bright as she looked up at me. She had full confidence in me, I could tell, and would obey whatever I said like a little puppy. The thought made me even hornier. “Please!”

“Alright,” I said, reaching for my cock and pulling it free. “I think…I’d like you to turn around. Get on all fours.”

Sasha’s eyes clouded over slightly. Was I asking too much? Did she expect some sort of slow, candlelit, romance novel scene for her first time?

“It’ll be easier for me to…you know…get inside you, quickly, without it hurting too much,” I said. I figured it wasn’t that big of a lie. It would be easier for me to ram myself into her tight, virgin pussy. Easier for me, that is.

“If you say so, Adam,” Sasha said, nodding gravely. She slowly got to her feet, then turned around. She climbed onto the bed, on all fours, her bubbly teenage ass on display. I sighed in appreciation, slowly pumping my cock as I admired her wet, juicy pussy and tight little rosebud. I wondered what it would be like to be the first man in her ass, but I knew I should count my blessings. She was offering me her virgin pussy, and I was going to be grateful for it.

I reached for her ass, grabbing her cheeks in my hands and squeezing.

“Get on your elbows,” I instructed. Sasha obeyed, her ass lifting as she bent forward. Her tits pressed against the bed, her hair wild in its messy bun. I stepped forward and slid my cock between her lips. She was so wet from her orgasm that I could coat my shaft in her juices just by sliding it back and forth between her legs. She groaned as I stimulated her clit, rubbing myself across every inch of her. Teasing her was fun, but I was getting impatient. I positioned myself at her entrance. She felt it, and went stiff underneath me.

“Calm down,” I whispered encouragingly. “It might hurt for a second, but then…”

I inched forward as I spoke, stretching her tight slit wide. She groaned again, this time with a hint of pain in her voice. She wiggled, messing up my angle of entrance, so I reached for her upper back and pinned her down.

“Stay still,” I instructed. “Or it’ll be much worse.”

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha said, her voice muffled by the sheets that were pressed to her lips.

“Good girl,” I said, relishing how tight she was. Every inch, I expected to hit resistance, but it took a while before I finally found myself stuck up against something. I shifted, pumping slowly into her, gaining speed with each thrust. She cried out in time with my thrusts, and it as hard to say whether it was pleasure or pain. It didn’t really matter – she wasn’t telling me to stop, so…

“I’m going to pop your cherry now,” I warned. “Hold on tight.”

Her hands gripped the sheets. I slid out, then thrust forward, hard. She screamed in pain as I tore through her hymen, taking her innocence once and for all. Her hot, wet cunt was like a second skin on my dick, so tight I almost couldn’t move. Sasha gasped again and again, getting used to the feel of a cock inside her. I wanted to be patient with her, but I needed friction. My balls were churning.

I started to slide in and out of her, slowly, savoring her tightness. She’d never be this tight again, and I decided to make the most of it. Gripping her ass, I squeezed tight and began to thrust faster. Sasha moaned, drooling into the sheets, but she also started to move with me. Her hips pushed back when mine pushed forward. Excited, I slowed my thrusts – she didn’t.

“You like it?” I asked, surprised at how quickly she’d gotten used to having a cock inside her.

“Yes, Adam,” Sasha whimpered. “So good…your cock in me…so good….”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, watching her impale herself on my dick over and over. Soon, I was standing perfectly still as she fucked herself on my rod. She groaned, her tits rubbing against the bed, as she slid her body against mine. Her breathing was hard and heavy again, her movements fast and hard.

I could hardly believe she was going to cum again, but when I slid my hand around her hips and stroked her clit, she screamed my name and slammed her hips backwards against me. Grinding back, I felt her sweet virgin pussy clench on my cock. She came again, her pussy milking my cock with its spasms, her toes curling.

It was so fucking hot.

I didn’t wait for her orgasm to subside before I took over again. I watched my thick, throbbing cock disappear inside her again and again, my shaft slick with her juices. She took my sudden pounding thrusts like a champ, letting me use her like a doll. Burying every inch in her cunt, I felt my balls churning, a lightness spreading at the base of my spine.

“Thank you, Adam,” Sasha moaned, and it sent me over the edge. I shoved myself against her womb, cumming inside her, spraying my jizz until it filled her up. I emptied my balls into her slit, watching her pant and buck in pleasure at the feel of my hot cum splashing inside her.

I squeezed the last of my jizz into her dripping pussy and pulled out. Sasha stayed where she was, moaning into the bed. When she finally rose and turned over onto her back, she looked rosy-cheeked and sleepy.

“Wow,” she said. “That was so amazing.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said, surprised at how much she got into it. For her first time, Sasha seemed to get the hang of it real quickly. “And I’m glad I could help you out.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded dreamily. “Thank you, Adam. Sooo much. Um…can I ask you something?”

I was sitting beside her, leaning back, enjoying the afterglow and the sight of her nude body, my cum still dripping from her tight little snatch.

“Anything,” I said.

“Um…well..will it always be like that?” Sasha blinked up at me, her blue eyes so wide and trusting.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Everyone is different…”

“But, I mean, you were so good at telling me what to do,” she explained. “I really liked that. It made me so comfortable, and I enjoyed it so much more than if I had to figure out for myself.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, depends, I guess. You could ask a guy to do that for you, but probably you’ll find some guys want you to take the lead.”

Her face clouded over, and she frowned. I wondered what I’d said to upset her.

“I don’t want other guys,” she finally murmured, looking down and blushing again. “And I don’t want to ever have to take the lead. I only want it…like that. With you, telling me what to do.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was too good to be true. I hadn’t just won the lottery, I’d won the mega-jackpot.

“Hmm,” I said, pretending not to be excited by the prospects opening up in front of me. “Well…I do care about you. But what you’re asking for seems to be a Master-Slave kind of thing. That can take up a lot of time and energy.”

“Oh,” Sasha said, processing this. She looked dejected. “I understand…”

“But…I think I’d be willing to do it. For you. But you’d have to be very good, and do what I tell you.”

“Really?! Oh, Adam, I swear! I will do everything you say!” Sasha squealed in delight, cuddling up to me, her breasts pressed to my chest. I felt myself getting hard again, but it was late, and Sasha had already had quite a full night. I’d be a good boy and keep myself in check for the time being.

“I trust you will,” I assured her. “But you have a lot left to learn. I think we should get started first thing in the morning. I’ll teach you how to pleasure me with your mouth, the same way I did to you. Sound good?”

The thought of little Sasha taking care of my morning wood was almost too much to bear. I couldn’t wait to see her perfect lips spread wide around my cock. She nodded eagerly.

“One thing you can get started on tonight, though, is calling me Master. From now on, when the two of us are alone together, you should only call me Master. Not Adam. Out in public, you can call me Adam, but in here…”

“Okay,” Sasha agreed, nodding. “Okay…Master.”

She said the word like she was trying it on for size. When it left her mouth, she started beaming.

“I like the way that sounds,” she cooed. “It makes me feel so safe.”

“Good,” I said. “Now, let’s both get some sleep. We’ll have a long day of training ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Yes…Master,” Sasha said before yawning. She curled up with her head on the pillow, watching me out of the corner of her eye. “Are you going to…”

I drew myself up beside her, pressing my still-hard cock against her sweet, tight ass. Soon enough, she’d be used to the feel of my cock in all three of her holes. I couldn’t wait to feel her mouth, but I was even more excited about getting inside her ass. All in good time, though. For now, I was content to feel her press back against my hard-on as we drifted off to sleep.


Dorm Room Double
 

The morning after I took my roommate’s virginity, I had the sweetest dream. That wasn’t surprising. It’s not every day that you hit the sexual jackpot. I took a chance signing up for the coed dorms because I was hoping against hope to find a live-in fuckbuddy. What I got was a million times better.

Sasha was hot, blonde, stacked, and totally innocent. And she begged me to take her virginity. Then, she begged me to be her Master. She was so inexperienced that she wanted me to take total control. I’d already been helping the sheltered preacher’s daughter adjust to college life. Now, I was going to train her in the art of pleasing a man.

Specifically, me.

So yeah, I had plenty of reasons for sweet dreams. In that particular dream, I was on a cruise ship. A nude, dripping-wet Sasha was on my lap, bouncing her beautiful tits in my face as she rode my rock-hard dick. I had my hands full of her generous ass, and was helping her move up and down on my rod. She kept cumming, over and over, so that her pussy was constantly squeezing my cock in a perfect rhythm.

The first thing to fade away was the cruise ship. The next was Sasha’s tits in my face. Then her orgasmic face, then her ass, then the chair I was lying in. Soon, enough, I was waking up in Sasha’s bed, where I’d fallen asleep spooning her the night before.

But one thing didn’t fade. The rhythmic squeezing. My cock was hard, and something soft pulsed around it. I opened my eyes to see Sasha leaning over me, one hand under the blanket. She was watching, rapt, at the tent my dick made of the covers. Her hand wrapped around my dick, squeezing it over and over.

“Sasha?” I asked, feeling a little blurry from sleep. She gasped, recoiling – and taking her hand along with her.

“I’m sorry, Ad…Master! I just…I saw you were hard, and I was so curious. What it would feel like…”

“It’s okay,” I grumbled, enjoying how flustered she was. She really thought she’d done something terrible by giving me a handjob? Well, I could play along. “But I didn’t tell you to do that.”

“I know,” she mumbled, looking down in shame. “I’m sorry, Master.”

I loved hearing her say that word. She seemed to relish saying it every time. I reached out, nudging her chin upward so that she would meet my eye.

“It’s fine, really,” I said. “You just got excited. I don’t blame you. Why don’t you take a better look? You didn’t really get a chance to, last night.”

It was true – the night before, when I’d taken her virginity, I’d eaten her out then fucked her doggy-style. She hadn’t gotten to really look at or feel my cock. Now, she licked her lips as she peeled back the covers to reveal my erection. She moaned a little, admiring it.

“You like what you see?” I said, unable to resist reaching down and grabbing myself. I stroked it a few times, hoping she would get a good idea of how I liked it. She just watched, totally rapt.

“Yes, Master,” she finally sighed. “Is it time for my next lesson?”

I grinned. She was so cute when she was eager. Her lush, round breasts were pushed together from the angle she lay at, her slender waist tapering off before rounding out again. She was the ideal hourglass figure. And she was all mine.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m going to teach you how to suck a cock. We’ll start nice and slow. Hold on. It’ll be easier if I stand up.”

I swung my legs off the side of the bed and stood up, turning so that my cock hovered over the mattress. Sasha scrambled to kneel in front of me, never once taking her eyes off my dick. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, and I watched her lick her lips.

“You can start by stroking me,” I said, demonstrating one more time. I slid my hand up and down, distributing the pre-cum down my shaft. Then I removed my hand and Sasha reached out. Her soft little palm wrapped around the base of my cock and squeezed. I groaned, not sure I’d be able to last very long. Blood pumped into my cock, making it even harder as she started to mimic my strokes.

Slowly but steadily, she drew her hand up and down my shaft. She would have been on all fours if she wasn’t jacking me off – so I guess she was on all three’s. The same position I’d taken her virginity in, except now she was facing me. Her look of lust was so wanton, unashamed. I knew she was excited by the thought of serving her Master.

“Now, kiss it,” I instructed. Sasha’s blue eyes flicked uneasily up to my face for a second. But then she leaned in, closed her eyes, and kissed the tip of my cock. I resisted the urge to bury my hands in her hair and shove myself all the way into her throat. Instead, I enjoyed the sight of her gently kissing my cock, her soft, wet lips travelling all around the plushy head. She licked the pre-cum that dribbled from the tip, swallowing it with a moan. I nearly came on her face, but I held back.

“Now open up,” I breathed. This time, I did wrap my hand in Sasha’s hair. That’s how I liked it, so that was how she was going to learn. Sasha obeyed, stretching her lips wide as I inched myself into her mouth. I groaned at the velvety feel of her tongue wrapping around my shaft. I held her head in place with a firm grip as I slowly filled her mouth.

“Hold still for now,” I said. “Once you get used to having my cock in your mouth, you can start to suck me off.”

Sasha tried to nod but of course she couldn’t. I watched my shaft disappear between her pink lips, feeling her body tense and then relax as I began to cut off her air. Inch by inch, I buried myself in her throat. To my surprise – and delight – she had basically no gag reflex. I finally found myself deep in her throat. Her nose pressed into my pubes, frantically drawing air, as spit flowed down her chin. All the while, her beautiful blue eyes gazed up at me with total trust.

She was a fucking natural.

“Okay,” I grit out. “Now, slide your mouth back and forth on my cock. Think of your mouth as a pussy. Just like last night, when you slid your hips back and forth…”

I wasn’t even done speaking before she started to do as I said. I released my grip, letting her practice on her own. Her pace needed some work – she was all over the place, sometimes going slow, sometimes fast. But she was enthusiastic as hell, and she damn near swallowed me whole every time she took me into her throat. She sucked as she pulled out,

“I’m going to take over,” I said. “To show you how I like it.”

I grabbed her head again and began to push it back and forth. I fucked her deep and hard, wondering if it was too much for her – but she just took it, even when her eyes began to water.

“Good girl,” I praised her, thrusting my hips in time. “You’re gonna make me cum. I want you to swallow all of it, okay? I want you to love the taste of my cum, Sasha. Master’s cum is your favorite meal.”

She gurgled a reply around my thrusting cock. I tightened my grip, holding her head in place again as I thrust my hips and fucked her throat. Soon enough, my balls were churning and I knew I was about to cum. She blinked up at me, blue eyes expectant, as though she were begging for me to fill her belly with my seed. Groaning, I pushed her nose into my pubes and let my orgasm overwhelm me.

She obeyed me, swallowing desperately as I emptied my balls into her virgin throat. I could feel her choke a little, but she regained control and took every hot spurt of jizz I had to give her. Buried in her throat, I could feel it clenching as she swallowed, her belly filling with cum for the first time – the first of many, if I had anything to do with it.

Which, as her Master, I most certainly did.

Finally, I was going limp in her mouth. She made no move to pull back on her own, so I savored the warmth of her mouth until I was fully soft. Only then did I pull out, and she finally gasped, eager for breath. She coughed slightly.

“So,” I said, wondering if that was too much for my little pet. “What did you think?”

“Can we do it again?” Sasha instantly chirped. This chick was too fucking much. I laughed.

“You liked that?” I said.

“I loved it!” Sasha squirmed in front of me. “Your cum was so tasty, Master. And I loved making you feel good like that. It made me all…oh, I just…”

I looked down and saw that she had her hand between her legs. She clearly had never masturbated before, but she was exploring her wet slit eagerly.

“Hold on,” I said, grabbing her hand. “No touching yourself unless I say so.”

“Oh,” Sasha blushed, falling back onto her haunches. “I’m so sorry, Master!”

“It’s alright,” I said. “You didn’t know. But from now on, you must ask me before you touch yourself – or wait for me to tell you to.”

“Yes, sir,” Sasha nodded. I let go of her hand. She blinked down at the bed. “So…can I…?”

“I’d rather you wait,” I said, enjoying the idea of Sasha staying wet and horny until I was ready to fuck her again. “Let’s get breakfast, and then in a few hours, I’ll teach you to ride my cock. Okay?”

“Okay, Master!” Sasha sighed, clearly disappointed but willing to obey me. She glanced over at her closet. “Gosh. I never know what to wear…”

“That won’t be a problem for you anymore,” I said. “I’ll pick out your outfits from now on.”

“Really? You’d do that for me?!” Sasha squealed. I had to laugh to myself. Turning, I looked through her closet. Her clothes were all so…prudish. I thought about taking Sasha shopping to update her wardrobe. And then I thought about fucking her in a dressing room, making her scream for the whole store to hear. Yeah, a shopping trip definitely sounded good.

“Here,” I said, pulling out the skimpiest clothes I could find – which were denim shorts and a tank top. “After breakfast, I’m taking you to the mall. You need to dress like the other girls at school.”

I wondered if the preacher’s daughter would protest that, but to my surprise she was nodding when I turned around.

“Okay, Master,” she said. “Whatever you say.”

I grinned. Whatever I said. I had a lot to say, and I couldn’t wait to start saying it.
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Our trip to the mall was successful. I got Sasha outfitted with a selection of short skirts, tube tops, skinny jeans, leggings, crop tops, and other fashionable (and skimpy) clothes. She went along with it, pleased with each one of my selections – presumably because I was the one selecting them. The only thing that we didn’t find was a dressing room private enough for us to fool around in. Not that Sasha knew we were looking for that. She was none the wiser.

I knew one place where we could almost definitely find the kind of dressing room I was looking for. But they didn’t have a store like that at the mall. We got back into my car and I took us out towards the highway.

“Where are we going?” Sasha asked, bright-eyed and smiling. I wondered if she was still dripping wet from the morning, and sincerely hoped that she was. It would make everything that happened next a lot easier.

“Well, we’ve gotten you a nice wardrobe for in public,” I said. “But I’d like to pick out some things for you to wear in the room. In private.”

“Oh,” Sasha nodded. “That makes sense.”

I could tell she had no idea what I was talking about. And she didn’t seem any the wiser after I pulled into the parking lot of the lingerie store. It was no Frederick’s of Hollywood – but it wasn’t a seedy sex shop, either. I wouldn’t want to scare Sasha on our first trip out together. We could hit up the sex shop and porn theater some other time.

I took my little pet’s hand and escorted her into the shop. Her eyes widened as soon as she saw the type of clothes I was talking about. Lingerie of all styles and sizes and colors hung around us. Everything from roleplaying outfits to barely-connected bits of string were there for the picking.

“Welcome!” The girl at the counter chirped at us as we entered. Sasha squeezed my hand tightly, but she gave a timid wave to the girl anyway. She was clearly a little scared, but willing to go along with it. I admired that. “Let me know if you need anything!”

The shop girl’s nametag said Crissy. She was my age, with a nose ring and hair dyed bright blue. She was a cute little alternative girl, and she looked right at home in the lingerie store. Her dress looked more like a clubbing outfit than something you’d wear to work. And unless I was totally misreading it, the look she gave Sasha implied that she liked what she saw. When she caught me looking, she winked and licked her lips. My heart pounded, but I calmed myself down. No sense in forgetting that I had a perfectly good submissive on my arm.

Sasha and I strolled through the store, picking up items that I liked. They included a lot of lace, garters, and some roleplaying outfits: a cheerleader’s uniform, a maid’s uniform, and a Catholic school girl’s uniform. When we had our hands full, I led Sasha back towards the dressing room.

Just as I hoped, it was a private room, with a lock on the door. Sasha entered first, then looked back in surprise when I followed and locked the door. I hadn’t bothered following her into the rooms at the mall, since they weren’t fit for my purposes.

“Oh,” Sasha exclaimed. “I didn’t think…okay!”

Her surprise turned into pleasure as she hung the clothes on a rack provided.

“What do you want me to try on first?” Sasha asked. I looked at the rack. They all looked promising. But I’ve always had a special thing for sexy schoolgirls. I picked that outfit off the rack and handed it to her. Sasha grinned.

I sat on the couch in the room and watched her undress. God, she was perfect. That round bubble butt, impossibly huge rack, tiny waist…she was short, perfect for picking up and positioning however I wanted. She got undressed quickly, as though she changed in front of a boy every day of her life. I knew that was far from the truth, it just showed how much she’d grown to trust me in such short a time.

Soon, enough, I was staring at a brand-new Sasha. The “blouse” was more of a white halter bra – it pushed her tits together to give her some amazing cleavage. The skirt was so short that I could see her panties and the bottom of her ass poking out from the bottom. The knee-high socks were lacey and delicate. A tiny little plaid tie around her neck completed the look. She might as well have been walking home from school in a porn video.

My cock twitched to life faster than you can say “school’s out.”

“So,” Sasha curled a blonde lock around her finger, her feet adorably pigeon-toed, one hand hidden behind her back, “what do you think, Master?”

I didn’t think anything. I just did. With a growl, I grabbed her and pulled her onto my lap. Sasha squealed in delight and surprise. Burying my hand in her thick hair, I yanked until her lips met mine. Her squeals turned into moans as I began to kiss her. Kneading the back of her skull, I felt her relax into my arms.

Her lips parted, and I thrust my tongue into her sweet, young mouth. Sasha threw her hands around my neck. Her soft, full breasts heaved, almost like they wanted to escape the tied top. I helped them out, sliding my hands under the fabric until all the buttons popped and it hung open from her neck.

Sasha moaned, arching her back as I palmed and cupped her breasts. Her tight nipples got harder as I teased them. She was straddling me, and I knew she could feel my growing hard-on. I thrust up, rubbing myself against her panty-covered slit. Even through my jeans, I could feel how hot she was.

With one hand still holding her head, I reached down between us and unzipped myself. My cock sprang free. I ripped Sasha’s panties off, knowing I’d have to pay for them but not caring. I realized she wasn’t just hot – she was wet. Dripping wet. Under that pleated plaid skirt, her pussy rubbed the tip of my cock. She groaned loudly. I bit her lip, not wanting to make too much noise. Then I leaned down, buried my face in her tits, and guided her down onto my cock.

“Master!” Sasha cried out as I sank myself into her pussy. I sucked her nipples, rolling my tongue over them until they were diamond-hard. Sasha ran her hands through my hair. She was still so fucking tight. I glanced up, glad to see that she was panting and her eyes were lidded. She was turned on from getting fucked in the dressing room of the lingerie store! Looking down, I could see her toes curling in her knee-high socks.

“Bounce,” I demanded, reaching for her waist. I showed her what I wanted her to do, manually lifting her up and down on my lap. She got the hang of it soon enough, and used my shoulders to help support herself as she rode my cock. “Good girl. Good little slut.”

“Yes, Master,” Sasha moaned, her cheeks going bright red. Her tits bounced in my face, her ass slapping my thighs each time she slammed down onto my lap. I wanted my sexy little slave to cum for me, cream all over my shaft as I fucked her. We were practically in public, and the girl who’d been a virgin not 24 hours ago was begging for more as she rode my dick. I was so lost in the hotness of it that I didn’t hear the knocking at first.

The second time, the knocking was louder.

“Shit!” I exclaimed, nearly pushing Sasha off my lip. Her look of pleasure turned to panic as we both looked to the door. There was no time for us to get dressed. The shop girl must have had a key, because the door was open before Sasha could even climb off my lap.

“Oh, my gosh! Oh, my gosh!” Sasha was saying over and over, struggling to compose herself. She didn’t see what I saw. The shop girl – Crissy – wasn’t at all pissed. She was grinning. And she was locking the door behind her. I held Sasha’s hips tight, so she couldn’t get off my cock.

I couldn’t believe it was happening, but it was.

“What’s going on in here?” Crissy teased, winking at me. Sasha was so red it was almost funny.

“Sorry! Sorry! So sorry!” Sasha said.

“You should be,” Crissy said, walking away from the now-locked door. As she approached, she reached behind her. “For not inviting me in the first place.”

Oh, hell yes.

Sasha looked confused, but she didn’t seem to be panicking anymore. She looked at me for guidance.

“Master?” Sasha asked. “What’s happening?”

I started to grind my hips upward, hoping to comfort Sasha a little bit. It worked, as her eyes slowly  began to droop again and her lips parted. Lust was taking over, making her relax.

“I think Crissy here is interested in joining us,” I said, watching the shop girl’s dress fall to the floor. She had a nice little body. She was taller than Sasha, with smaller tits, but by all means she was hot as fuck. She was naked under the dress, her pussy shaved and her nipples already hard. She kept on her high heels as she sat beside me on the couch.

“Wh..what?” Sasha had begun to ride me again, perhaps without realizing it.

“Is that okay?” Crissy asked, leaning over to kiss my neck, watching Sasha’s tits bounce.

“It’s okay with me,” I said, making eye contact with Sasha. “Which means it’s okay with you, right?”

Sasha just nodded, nearly drooling as she grinding against me.

“Good,” Crissy moaned, slipping one hand between her legs. “Because I was hot the second you two walked in.”

I turned my head, finding Crissy’s lips with my own. Crissy moaned, plunging two fingers inside herself while her tongue rolled against mine. Sasha was panting louder, her cries of pleasure echoing in the dressing room. I could tell my little pet was close to cumming. Breaking off the kiss, I took one hand off Sasha’s hips and wrapped it around Crissy, grasping her breast and teasing her hard nipple. Sasha watched the other girl moan and arch her back in response.

“Isn’t this hot, Sasha? Don’t you like the idea of fucking this beautiful girl?” I asked, watching Sasha reach down between her legs. Instinct must have taught her what to do, because she began to rub her clit as she rode me. Sasha nodded. “Watch, my little slut. Watch me and cum.”

I leaned down, taking Crissy’s breast in my mouth. Sasha sighed, shaking as she impaled herself on my cock one last time. She stayed there, grinding against me as she came, bucking her hips over and over as her pussy clenched around me.

“Master,” she cried out. “Feels so good!”

Feeling Sasha cum while I played with another girls’ tits was good – but I could think of some things that would be better. I turned back to Sasha and released my grip on her waist.

“Get off,” I instructed. “It’s time for another lesson.”

Sasha slowly did as I said, wobbling on her feet when she finally dismounted. Crissy was writhing beside me, kissing my neck as she fingered herself. I turned to her and whispered in her ear. When she heard my plan, she just grinned and went along with it. Crissy got on all fours in front of me. I knelt down behind her. My cock, still dripping with Sasha’s juices, slid between her pussy lips, rubbing her clit as she groaned.

“Now, you’re going to help me make Crissy cum,” I told Sasha. “Get down on your back, underneath Crissy. Get underneath her pussy. Can you do that?”

Sasha nodded, somewhat blank-eyed but clearly still cognizant. She got into position. I could feel her breath against my shaft as I continued to tease Crissy.

“You see her clit, don’t you?” I asked Sasha. “Above you? Lick it. Just like you licked the head of my cock. We’re going to make Crissy cum together.”

“Do it,” Crissy moaned.

“Yes, Master,” Sasha’s voice was muffled. I saw her hands appear on Crissy’s thighs as she leaned upwards. From the way Crissy’s back suddenly arched and she cried out, I knew Sasha was doing what I said. Excited, I positioned myself at Crissy’s slit and thrust forward. The more-experienced girl took it all at once with a satisfied moan. Then she leaned down, put her face between Sasha’s legs, and started to eat her out. That wasn’t part of the plan, but I wasn’t complaining. I got to watch the sexy shop girl eat Sasha’s pussy while I hammered her. Sasha moaned, her hips grinding upward as Crissy pleasured her.

“Good girls,” I praised them both as my balls slapped against Crissy’s thighs. “Good little sluts. So fucking hot…”

I grabbed Crissy’s hips, fucking her as hard as I could. Beneath me, I could hear Sasha moaning as she licked Crissy’s pussy. Her thighs were tight around Crissy’s head. Every few strokes, I could feel Sasha’s tongue brushing my shaft or balls. I looked up and realized I could see us all reflected in the mirror. Sasha was still wearing those knee-highs and the plaid skirt – and I could see her cute little rosebud as she gyrated in pleasure. My balls churned, my spine going light. I desperately wanted to cum, but not until Crissy did. Reaching forward, I grabbed her tits and squeezed.

“Yes! Fuck YES!” Crissy shouted, slamming her hips backwards and down, cumming on my cock and Sasha’s tongue. The sweet pulsing of her cunt was too much to bear, and soon I was pumping her full of jizz. It dripped from her slit into Sasha’s mouth, and I could feel my pet’s tongue desperately lapping at each drop.

As the last bit of jizz squeezed from my dick into Crissy’s snatch, I leaned back onto the couch. Sighing, I admired the sight before me as Crissy and Sasha continued to lick each other and writhe on the floor. Finally, though, they rolled apart.

“Wow,” Crissy giggled. “You have no idea how long I’ve waited for something like this to happen. I thought that working here would be a non-stop sex parade, but it’s so boring.”

“That’s a shame,” I said. “Sasha, what do you say we trade numbers with Crissy? Wouldn’t it be fun to play with her again?”

“Yes, Sir,” Sasha’s eyes glittered up at me as she basked in post-orgasmic bliss. Her lingerie outfit was basically ruined. Crissy took my phone and plugged her number into my contact list before getting dressed.

“By the way,” she said, one hand on the door, “take the clothes for free. It’s on the house.”

“Thank you,” I said, excited to put all the rest of the lingerie to good use. I could barely get over how lucky I was. How often do you wind up in an impromptu threesome in a dressing room? Sasha slid across the floor until she was kneeling at my feet, blue eyes gazing expectantly up at me.

“Let’s get going,” I suggested. “I’m starving.”

Sasha giggled, licking her lips.

“Not me, Sir,” she said with a wink. “I’m full.”

I grinned. My little pet wasn’t so innocent anymore, and I loved it. By the time I was through with her, there wouldn’t be a shred of innocence left in her. I was going to have her every way in the book – and some new ways, too. If she’d let me fuck another chick in front of her, was there anything she wouldn’t let me do?

Only one way to find out. We had a lot of training ahead of us, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

Dorm Room Discipline

Every morning since I started training my roommate Sasha was the same. I’d wake up from a happy dream to an even happier reality: my sweet, not-so-innocent-anymore pet worshipping my cock. Morning wood had always been an annoyance, but now it was a blessing, since I could count on Sasha covering every inch of my shaft with her lips and tongue before deepthroating me until I filled her stomach with cum.

By lunch, I’d be ready to give her another lesson in fucking. We’d done every position I knew, so I’d gotten the Karma Sutra from the college library, and we were working our way through it. My favorite, though, was reverse cowgirl: I’d reach around and grab Sasha’s perfect, bountiful, bouncy tits while she moaned and came on my cock. Or, I’d lay back and admire her perfect ass cheeks as she worked my shaft with her tight pussy.

After dinner and studying, it might be another blowjob or another session perfecting our latest position. Or, if I was too tired, she’d suck my balls while I jerked off to porn. She liked that just as much as I did, using the vibrator I’d bought her to masturbate while I came on her face. We’d fall asleep on the beds we’d pushed together, my hands on her tits, her ass pressed to my cock.

Even outside of sex, Sasha was eager to act like my slave. The preacher’s daughter was so sheltered, she barely knew how to take care of herself. I taught her to do laundry, and in return she did mine every week. I’d choose her meals, to help her avoid the freshman 15. I advised her on how to make friends in her classes; she was so cute, before she got coffee with some other students, she would text me to make sure it was okay.

At 18, Sasha was only three years younger than me, but she acted like a child. It could be frustrating at times, but mostly I just thought it was adorable – and pretty sexy. She did anything I told her. Hell, I’d even gotten her to take part in a threesome with me on her second day of training! She was wearing the skimpy, slutty outfits we bought her that day, but in the room she wore nothing except the occasional pair of handcuffs when I wanted to get extra kinky.

It was honestly perfect. Except for one thing…

I hadn’t worked up a good way to introduce her to anal. And she never did anything wrong that deserved punishment. My palms were itching to spank that perfect ass, and everytime I saw that perfect pink rosebud between her cheeks, I wanted nothing more than to slip inside and fuck her raw.

But I also didn’t want to spoil what we had by pushing her boundaries too much. I was waiting for the perfect time to show her it could be fun to have some discipline. I didn’t really care if she enjoyed me fucking her in the ass, but I’d really prefer she was enthusiastic about it, rather than me forcing her because she was my slave.

I had plenty to be grateful for in the meantime.

And the meantime didn’t turn out to be so long, after all.

On Friday, about two weeks after we started our relationship, I woke up to the usual sensations of Sasha lathing my cock with her tongue. After giving her a healthy, protein-packed breakfast, I helped her pick out an outfit: Daisy Dukes so short that the pockets were longer than the actual denim, and a crop top that showed off her midriff. I told her not to wear a bra, since I liked thinking about other guys salivating over her huge tits and hard nipples all day. She gave me a long hug and kiss before skipping off to class, and I watched her ass bounce all the way down the hallway.

We both had a few hours free in the middle of the day, so we met at the dorm. I had her strip down and lie spread-eagled on the bed. I tied her four limbs to the bedposts and had my way with her tight, teenage body. Once I made her cum, I fucked her tits until I came on her face. She licked it all up, moaning in appreciation. We made Ramen, and chatted about the weekend coming up. I could tell there was something on Sasha’s mind, but it took some time before she finally came out with it.

“I…I was thinking of going…to a party,” she finally squeaked out, lowering her eyes as though I would disapprove.

“What kind of party?” I asked.

“A frat…” Sasha looked up at me through fluttering lashes. “Some kids from class are going and…please, Sir? I just want to see what it’s like. You can come!”

I laughed. I was 21 and had partied at music festivals across Europe…frat parties were kind of juvenile for my tastes. Sasha blushed, looking back down at her hands.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just…no, I don’t want to come. But you go ahead. Just make sure you keep in touch with me via text. Be home by midnight. And no drinking!”

I didn’t want her losing her inhibitions and showing off her new skills to some undeserving stooge. She could drink like any other college girl if I was around, but not in a goddamn frat house where she could be taken advantage of. Besides that, I wanted her sober when she got home so I could tie her up again.

To be honest, I was kind of excited to have the night off from Sasha. I had made some friends of my own, and we had made loose plans to hit up some of the bars. Now, I could make those plans a little firmer.

Sasha squealed in delight and launched herself into my arms, an overeager puppy. I chuckled, returning her hug.

“Thank you, Sir,” she cooed in my ear. “Thank you, thank you…let me show you how grateful I am…”

She was slithering down between my legs before I could protest. It took longer than usual for her mouth to work its magic, since I’d cum less than an hour before, but soon enough I was thrusting into her throat and emptying my balls into her stomach. Then we parted, each going to our separate classes.

That night, Sasha slipped on the ultra-tight, ultra-revealing mini-dress I had bought her. The strapless dress was no match for her tits, and her ass nearly burst the seams. You can’t blame me for bending her over the bed and getting in one last fuck before letting her go. I reminded her of the curfew and no-drinking policy. In that dress, especially, I wanted her to keep her wits about her. She kissed me long and slow, running her hands through my hair, before leaving. I left soon after, happy to be anything but Sir for a few hours.

***
I got back to the dorm at 11. I had my fair share of shots and beers, but I’m no lightweight. I was sober enough to be frustrated by Sasha’s increasingly strange texts. She was being good, faithfully texting every half hour, but each successive text made less sense than the last. By the time 11:30 came around, she was professing her love for me – which made me equal parts uncomfortable and flattered. Did I love Sasha? Maybe, in the way an owner loves his pet. But not love love. Still, Sasha was only 18 and experiencing lots of things for the first time – if I was her first love, I wasn’t going to complain.

I was suspicious because of the texts, but then 12:01 hit and Sasha wasn’t home, I leapt past suspicious and entered full-on anger mode. I had been very clear. Home by midnight! No drinking! She had to be drunk to be sending those stupid texts, and it was past midnight. They weren’t difficult instructions, and after all I’d done to teach her the ways of the world, she couldn’t obey the simplest of commands. She was ungrateful. She was selfish.

Mostly, though, she was in danger.

I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but the real reason I was so upset was because I was worried. I’d sent her out there in that teeny-tiny dress. What if someone was getting her drunk on purpose to take advantage of her? What if she passed out somewhere and something happened to her? I should have made her wear a turtleneck and jeans. I should have gone with her. I should have taken better care of her.

When Sasha finally stumbled in, it was 1am. She was definitely drunk. But not so drunk that she couldn’t tell she’d done wrong.

“Sir,” she whimpered. “I’m sorry. I lost track of time!”

She hiccupped between each word. I eyed her up and down. She looked like a mess, but she didn’t look messed with.

“Just tell me, right now,” I said. “Did anyone touch you?”

Sasha’s blue eyes widened and she stumbled towards me, landing in my arms. She pushed herself against me and shook her head.

“No! I swear! I was with my friend Gabby all night! You can ask her!”

I searched her face. Her sweet, dimpled face. Her blue eyes, always so trusting and innocent. I could tell she wasn’t lying. I sighed in relief.

“Just…go to bed,” I said, handing her a bottle of water and some ibuprofen. “Drink this, take these, and go to bed.”

Sasha nodded, doing what I told her before crawling into bed fully-dressed. She passed out immediately, and I lay down beside her, feeling grateful. Grateful that she had come home to me in one piece. And also grateful that I finally – finally! – had a reason to punish her. I smiled. It was definitely worth the hour of worrying. The very next day, I was going to finish our training. It was time Sasha learned what happened when she was bad.

***
Sasha slept in late, and I got up early to get her a breakfast sandwich. Greasy eggs, bacon, and cheese would help soak up the last of the alcohol. She woke up just as I was coming into the room with the food, as though the smell woke her up.

During the night, she’d stripped her dress off, so she was naked in the sheets, just the way I liked her. The scant makeup that she wore was smudged on her eyes, giving her a kind of sexy, party-girl look that I didn’t totally hate. I closed the door behind me and locked it.

“Sir,” she pouted. “I can’t believe I disobeyed you last night. I really didn’t mean to. It’s just…everyone was drinking, and I thought…”

“Eat this,” I said, throwing her sandwich at her. “Eat it quickly. And shut up. I don’t want to hear excuses.”

Sasha frowned, unwrapping the sandwich and nibbling it.

“I said, quickly,” I reminded her. She took a few big bites, struggling to swallow them. I watched her wolf down the sandwich, noting that she clearly appreciated it. She couldn’t have been feeling too great, her first hangover and all, but she was definitely sober. She finished the food and put the crumpled wrapper on the table beside the bed, then went back to staring silently at her hands in her lap.

“I realize that part of what happened last night is my fault,” I said. “I should have warned you – showed you – the consequences of disobeying your master. You’ve been such a good girl so far, I hoped I’d never have to discipline you.”

Sasha gazed up at me, biting her lip.

“You do understand that you need to be punished, right?”

The sheet slipped a bit, revealing her tits and hard nipples, as she nodded.

“Very good,” I said, sitting beside her on the bed. She scooched forward slightly, wanting to be closer to me. She was about to be very close indeed – but she didn’t seem to know it yet.

“The first part of your punishment might be familiar,” I said. “Depending on how your were raised. Sasha, I’m going to need you to lay across my lap.”

Sasha cocked her head like a curious puppy. She glanced down at my lap, then back up at my face. Slowly, she crawled out from under the covers and crawled over my knees. She looked back at me for confirmation that she was doing it right.

“Very good,” I praised. Her breasts were pressed against the bed, while her ass was perfectly angled for a spanking. Her feet were on the floor, on her tiptoes. “Now, hold still, and be quiet. You are not to make a noise unless I ask you a question. If I hear a single peep, your punishment will only get worse. Nod if you understand.”

Sasha nodded, though all I could see was her long blonde locks shaking up and down. I was itching to make her jump, but I had to admire the view first. My teenage pet was at my disposal, completely naked on my lap. Her tiny waist made her figure the perfect hourglass. Her flesh was creamy white and unblemished – I couldn’t wait to change that. She waited so patiently, not moving. I’d told her to be still, and she took the command to heart. Such a good girl.

I put my hand between her shoulderblades first, feeling her skin prickle in reaction. She shuddered as I slowly began to drag my hand down her spine. My other hand traced up her thigh, feeling her soft flesh warm under my palm. When I reached her ass, I softly traced each perfect globe with one finger, making her squirm in delight and desire. She muffled her sigh of pleasure when my other hand reached her lower back and spread wide, holding her down.

“Do you feel bad about what you did last night, my slut?” I asked, finally reaching for her tight, fleshy ass.

“Yes, Sir,” Sasha said. “I feel very bad.”

“Good,” I said, feeling my cock twitch to life as I laid my palm across her ass. Her breath quickened. The subtlest change in her posture told me she was afraid of what was about to happen – I guess she had figured it out, after all. “Aren’t I a good master? Don’t you want to obey me?”

“Yes, Sir,” Sasha moaned. “You’re the best. I only want to obey you, Sir.”

“Good,” I said, lifting my hand and reaching back. “After this, you’ll thank me for giving you the punishment you deserve.”

I didn’t wait for her response before I slapped her ass for the first time. Sasha squealed in surprise, despite my order that she be quiet. Her whole body jumped.

“Quiet,” I barked, punctuating the word with another spank. Sasha bit the sheets to keep from crying out. Her white flesh was already turning red as I slapped each cheek in turn, then rubbed the red marks to soothe the burning before rearing back to spank her again. Her flesh bounced, so tantalizing and soft, each time I spanked her. My cock was throbbing underneath her squirming body. Her quick breathing began to slow down, and her body stopped jumping with each new slap. Her reaction was changing, rapidly.

“Is my slut starting to enjoy her punishment?” I asked, hopeful.

“Yes, Sir,” Sasha mumbled into the sheets. I glanced over, seeing her glazed-over eyes, heavily lidded. Her lips were parted, she was practically drooling on the bed. God, I wanted to fuck her…but I knew something better was on its way.

“Do you feel my hard cock?” I asked, thrusting my hips up slightly. She moaned, her hips pushing down against me. I stopped spanking her so I could admire the red marks that decorated her ass.

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned. “Spank me more, please!”

I laughed to myself, obliging her with another spank, harder than the last, hitting both cheeks at once. I spanked her thighs, and they slowly parted more and more. Her hips were steadily humping my lap, desperate. I could see the glistening arousal between her thighs and licked my lips. I slipped my hand between her legs, slapping her pussy gently. That got quite a reaction from her, as she pushed back desperately and buried her face in the sheets. Her cunt was radiating heat and dripping wet.

“My little pet is such a whore,” I observed, slipping my finger into her center and watching her body buck in reaction. “She even gets turned on when she’s being punished. I bet you want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” Sasha gasped, turning to look up at me, blue eyes pleading. “Please!”

I slipped another finger inside her, and my thumb found her clit. She went rigid all over as I began to fuck her, moving my fingers inside her slit while nudging her clit with my thumb. I was an expert at making her climax by then, and knew she’d be cumming like crazy in a matter of moments. I needed her to cum hard, so I could use her wetness to lubricate her ass. I grabbed her hair, yanking her head off the bed as I found her g-spot and stroked it.

“Cum for Sir,” I growled. “Cum like the dirty, desperate whore you are!”

“Yes, Sir!” Sasha wailed, her pussy clenching down on my fingers as she orgasmed. Her spasms were fast and hard, her slit gushing, her body shaking. I kept my fingers deep inside her, kept my thumb on her clit, until finally she began to go still again. She panted, body going limp.

“That was part one,” I said, pulling my fingers from her cunt and sliding them up between her ass cheeks. I circled her hot little ass, lubing it up. She was either too innocent to know what I was doing, or too dazed to care, because she barely even reacted. “Part two requires you to relax. Every muscle in your body, you need to relax it. Go ahead and get on all fours for me.”

Silently, Sasha crawled off my lap, positioning herself on all fours – the way I liked it, with her weight resting on her forearms and her ass high in the air. Her red, smarting ass was begging for attention, and I couldn’t help but kiss each cheek in turn, making her moan in pleasure as my tongue soothed the raw skin.

She was still dripping, and my fingers worked steadily until her rosebud was fully lubed up. My cock was screaming for attention, throbbing to get inside her. Groaning in satisfaction, I slid my cock between her cheeks and rubbed the head up and down against her crack. Sasha whimpered.

“Sir?”

“What is it?” I demanded.

“Isn’t that the wrong…?”

I grinned. So innocent.

“No, it’s not,” I said. “I’m going to fuck your ass, slut. That’s part two of your punishment. That’s why you need to relax.”

She did the opposite, obviously. As I pressed my tip to her rosebud, I felt her whole body go tense. I knew she was afraid.

“Trust me,” I whispered, reaching around her generous waist to find her clit. I rubbed it slowly, gently, just barely touching it. Sasha sighed. The contact seemed to calm her down, enough that when I pressed my cock forwards, her ass opened for me.

Holy shit. I’d never felt anything so tight in my entire life. She was all heat. As I slipped in an inch, she gasped.

“Sir!” Sasha’s voice was caught somewhere between pain and pleasure. I continued to tease her clit, watching my cock disappear into her ass.

“A good little pet takes her master’s dick wherever he wants to put it,” I scolded her. “Try to enjoy it, Sasha. Enjoy my cock filling you up.”

She murmured into the sheets, rubbing her face into the bed as I slid another inch forward.

“Tell me you want it,” I demanded. “Beg for it, pet.”

“P-please,” Sasha whimpered. “Please, f-fuck my ass, Sir. I want your cock to fill me up!”

She was a good little actress…good enough that she seemed to believe her own words. She wiggled slightly, pushing backwards, forcing me to slide another few inches. I was halfway in her ass now, and feeling her muscles clench was almost unbearable.

“Good girl,” I groaned. “Such a good little slut, begging for my cock…”

“M-more,” Sasha wailed into the sheets. I grabbed a handful of her hair, yanking her head up so I could watch her face as I pushed all the way into her tight rosebud. With a groan, I forced my way past all the resistance, until my balls slapped against her wet slit. I rubbed her clit harder and swiveled my hips, hoping to get her to enjoy it.

I succeeded. As I slowly gyrated, letting her get used to having her ass filled, her breathing became fast but regular. Her cheeks blushed red, a sure sign that she was enjoying herself. And her eyes grew lidded, rolling upwards. I rolled her clit under my fingers and pulled out of her ass, enjoying her low moaning. Then I slid in again, taking my time, savoring the way that each ring was tighter than the last.

“Yessss,” Sasha hissed under her breath. I grinned. Bingo.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I told her. “I’m going to fuck you hard.”

“Yessss,” she moaned again. “Please, S-sir!”

I couldn’t fuck her hard yet, because she was still tight as hell. But I could fuck her harder, so that’s what I did. I opened my knees wider, getting even closer to her, and developed a steady pace. My balls slapped against her pussy each time I buried my shaft between her cheeks. I rubbed her clit harder as I went, until I could feel her slit dripping. By then, she was stretched enough that I could ram into her faster.

“So…g-good…” Sasha mumbled as I held her hair in my hand. She wasn’t supposed to be talking out of turn, but how could I get mad about that? I slammed harder, fucking her ass with abandon. Her rosebud clenched with each thrust. I felt like I could spew at any moment, but I grit my teeth, wanting to prolong her punishment – and feel her cum with my shaft buried in her ass.

“…oh, Sir, I…I th-think….” Sasha’s eyes widened, her cheeks bright red, her lips parted and dewy. I knew that look very well. 


“Wait,” I demanded. “Hold on, pet. Not like this.” 

“B-but…” Sasha looked panicked as I denied her orgasm. But I knew what I wanted from her. I pulled her up by her hair, sinking down onto my heels at the same time, until she was sitting on my lap, impaled on my cock, facing the wall opposite us. I leaned forward, nibbling her ear. My hands found her generous tits and squeezed.

“You want to cum? Ride me. Pump that ass on my cock, slut. Touch yourself while you fuck me, ” I whispered into her ear, making her shiver. She immediately complied, desperate for release. One hand dipped between her legs while the other reached behind to grab me for stability. Her athletic thighs easily worked up and down, until she was bouncing up and down on my cock and moaning.

“Good girl,” I breathed, my balls churning as I grabbed and teased her tits, listening to her cries of pleasure. “Cum for Sir.”

“Y-yes, yes, God, yes!” I always loved making the preacher’s daughter take the name of the lord in vain, and now was no exception. Sasha slammed down onto my cock and gushed, cumming in violent spasms, rubbing her clit as her pussy flooded down my balls. Each spasm made her ass clench around my cock, and I couldn’t hold back. Biting down on her neck, I erupted.

“Sir! Oh, my God! You’re filling me up so much!” Sasha cried, loud enough to wake up the whole dorm floor. I didn’t care. I just held her tight as I emptied my balls inside her ass, coating her with my jizz, finally breaking in the very last sacred hole. It felt better than taking her virginity, or teaching her to worship my cock. And now that I knew she could enjoy it, I was determined to make it a regular part of our training sessions. I went limp inside her, already dreaming of the next time I would be able to plow her ass wide open.

“Sir,” Sasha sighed one more time when my cock slid out of her ass, trailing jizz from the tip to her rosebud. I grabbed her hips and set her down beside me. She glowed. I’d never seen her look so…beautiful.

“Did you learn your lesson, my little pet?” I asked. She nodded dreamily, blinking up at me with adoration.

“But…it makes me…want to do more bad things,” she giggled, biting her lip playfully.

I grinned, but then thought about the night before.

“You know, I really was worried about you last night,” I said. “Boys can take advantage of you if you drink that much.”

Sasha’s eyes widened like she’d never thought of that before, which was wild.

“I didn’t realize…I’m sorry, Sir. I never meant to worry you. And I never want anyone else to touch me the way you do. I’m yours. Only yours.”

Shit. I blinked. What was that feeling in my chest? It wasn’t entirely unpleasant. This little innocent thing in my arms was mine. Mine to use…and to take care of.

“That’s right, my pet,” I murmured, kissing her temple, thinking . “All mine.”
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