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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.

Bonus Story: 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!


Bonus Story: Punished for Teasing my Boss

You’d think that after working for someone for five years, you’d earn some damn trust.

But Mr. Stevens proved that wasn’t true.

My name is Cindy, and I’d been working for Mr. Stevens since I was 13. At first, I was his babysitter – being a widower, he had a lot on his plate, and I was always ready, willing, and able to step in and help out with his daughter, Denise. I practically became part of the family. Mr. Stevens was more of a father to me than my own dad, who split when I was all of four years old.

That all changed when I started developing, though. I first noticed it when I was 16. That’s when a lot of guys started acting really wonky and dumb around me. I mean, I could see why. I’m your stereotypical blonde: C-cup breasts, hips like a porn star, platinum blonde and blue-eyed. Yeah, I attract a lot of male attention.

But I never acted on it. Not once. I got all the way through high school without a boyfriend. No one touched me, and I didn’t touch anyone else. And I was proud of that fact. I was saving myself for the right time, with the right person.

Anyway, Mr. Stevens was no different than any other guy. And once I started showing signs of womanhood, he spent a lot more time looking at me than he used to. It wasn’t that creepy, because I was so used to it, but it was a little disappointing. I’d always looked up to him as a father figure, but now he was just another gawking old man.

By the time I was 18 and just graduated high school, Denise was living at a really prestigious boarding school across the state. So during the school year, I didn’t have much reason to spend time with Mr. Stevens. And to be honest, I wasn’t really too thrilled about spending time with Mr. Stevens anyway. My body hadn’t stopped developing, and I was in my prime. He definitely noticed.

Mr. Stevens was in his early sixties, which made it all the more uncomfortable when he leered at me. He had a full head of hair, which was to his credit, but it was all white! And he had all the requisite wrinkles and things that come with age. Even hair in his ears. Ew.

But, even though I didn’t need to babysit anymore, he sometimes called me up to house-sit when he went to visit Denise, or on some trip for his antique business. Those gigs were sweet. As a recent high school graduate with no college to go to and no job, I was stoked to eat free food and chill with his flat-screen TV. And get paid for it. And it’s not like he was lurking around with his pervy eyes.

Everything changed when he went up to see Denise in August of that year. Before he left, he asked when I’d be leaving for college, and I had to admit that I wasn’t going anywhere. I hadn’t been accepted anywhere. I was taking the summer off to figure it all out. Decide if I wanted to just go to community college, or find a full-time job.

He seemed a little surprised by what I told him, and before he left he seemed more thoughtful than usual. He didn’t even ogle me as much, which was nice. I waved him off and settled on the couch for my long weekend of potato chips and Lifetime movies.

It took me a full day to notice it.

The new teddy bear sitting on the bookshelf. It was definitely new. I knew that bookshelf almost as well as I knew my own bedroom. Five years in that house, and there had never been a teddy bear on that bookshelf.

Why would Mr. Stevens have a teddy bear? He was definitely too old for it, and so was Denise. I got up from my palace of junk food wrappers and inspected the bear. I noticed how weird one of its eyes looked, and took it off the shelf to get a better look.

And then it hit me.

This was one of those nanny cams!

Oh, my God!

After five years, Mr. Stevens didn’t even trust me to house-sit for him!

How rude! The nerve!

I almost started crying, I was so upset. How could he think that I needed watching! Hadn’t I proven, time and time again, that I was trustworthy?

I was angry and ashamed and upset. I shoved the teddy bear back on the shelf. Such an asshole! He wanted to monitor what I did? Well, fine. I’d give him something to monitor. I stalked into the kitchen and pulled out his fancy whiskey from the liquor cabinet. I never drank, but I was feeling pretty crazy with anger. He wanted to know if I was a bad girl? Fine. I’d be a bad girl.

Except whiskey is really gross.

I got three sips down and almost puked.

Even three sips had me feeling pretty weird, though. I put the whiskey away and huffed myself right back to the couch, where I sat and stewed about it for half the night. I hated him. He was a jerk. He was always ogling me, and now he even wanted to ogle me when he wasn’t around. He’d probably use the video to jerk off later…

That gave me an idea. I looked at the bear and smirked. So, he wanted to see what I did when I was alone in his house?

Well, I’d give him one hell of a show.

I’d show him exactly what he was missing, being so old and crusty. I’d show him a little hint of the body he’d never have. Never ever. No matter how hard he leered, he would never get to touch this perfect, nubile body.

I stood up and went right in front of the teddy bear and its stupid glass eyes. I slowly began to sway my hips, feeling a little silly but doing it anyway. I tugged my shirt over my head, showing off my curvy breasts. I was surprised to feel a weird, tingly tension in my tummy as I danced around. I was a little too excited.

I undid the clasp of my bra, and released my generous tits, cupping them in my hands. I licked my lips, rubbing my breasts against my body and shaking my hips. I even tweaked my nipples a little bit! I’d never really touched myself before, and I was a little shocked at how good it felt.

Shocked, and scared.

Something weird was happening inside me. I was breathing too hard. My cheeks felt hot. I stopped dancing, letting go of my breasts and grabbing my clothes really quick before darting out of the room. I got dressed as quick as I could, trying to forget about all the weird feelings and focus on my victory.

Let him jerk off to that. I hoped it kept him up at night, tortured, wishing it were his hands on my sweet young body…pinching my nipples….kissing me…kissing my nipples…touching my pussy…

Oh, no. That weird feeling was coming back. I didn’t like it…because I kind of really liked it, and liking it felt wrong. I turned on the TV and reached for a new bag of chips. I’d bury it all under carbs and cheesy movies.

When Mr. Stevens came back from his trip, I did my best to pretend like I was none the wiser. I went home $60 richer and full of satisfaction over getting back at him.

Of course, soon enough, I’d learn how wrong I was.
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A week after leaving Mr. Stevens my naughty video, he called and asked if I could come over to house-sit again.

I was a little disappointed. I guess that meant he didn’t see the video. If he did, he would have been embarrassed, and avoided me for a while.

I really wanted him to see the video.

Whenever I thought of Mr. Stevens tugging on his old cock, drooling over all the things he wanted to do to my perfect body, I got that good-but-not-good feeling in my tummy. It made me want to touch myself. I never did, but even wanting to was kind of…nice.

Sometimes, I even wondered what it would be like if Mr. Stevens did touch me. I’d never let him, of course. But what if he…you know…made me? What if he made me show him my tits and let him touch them…

Well, maybe I could leave him another video this time. Maybe even a little bit more…

I was in better spirits when I got to his house, my mind swimming with possibilities. But when he answered the door, I could sense something was wrong. He was scowling. He looked really pissed.

Oh no. Maybe he did watch it. And maybe I was in trouble! But it was his fault for not trusting me, wasn’t it? He barely said a word as he let me in and led me to the kitchen.

“Well, Cindy,” he said. “Here we are.”

“Yeah, Mr. Stevens,” I said, trying to be cheerful. “Where are you going this weekend?”

“Nowhere, Cindy,” he said, and turned to me with his arms crossed over his chest.

“Oh,” I said, confused. “Um…”

“I’m staying here. We’re staying here. Together, Cindy. Because we have a lot to discuss. But first, I have a question for you.”

“Um…sure, Mr. Stevens. Anything you say, Mr. Stevens.”

That made him smirk, at least, but it didn’t really make me feel better.

“Do you have a single working cell in that brain of yours?” he said, shaking his head back and forth. Oh, my God! Rude!

“Plenty,” I said, pouting. “What’s this all about, Mr. Stevens?”

“The little video you left for me on the nanny cam,” he sneered. I rolled my eyes and lifted my chin.

“Yeah,” I said. “I figured you’d find it eventually. Serves you right for not trusting me, after all the years I’ve worked for you.”

“And you thought showing me your tits was going to upset me?”

“I knew it would,” I said, licking my lips and smiling. “I mean, you’ll never get to touch them, and I know how bad you want to.”

He was shaking his head slowly, mouth tense and flat.

“You are, by a wide margin, the stupidest little bitch I’ve ever met,” he said, and suddenly took a step towards me. I felt my heart do a little skip, my breath hitching. The way he moved was…predatory. Like I should be afraid of him. But he was just Mr. Stevens. He was an old perv, but so what? He was nothing to be afraid of!

“I don’t think you should talk to me that way,” I said.

“And I don’t think you get a say in this anymore,” he growled. “What do you think was going to happen, Cindy? I was going to see those huge, bouncy tits of yours and delete the tape?”

“Um,” I said, wondering what he was getting at. “Well…”

“Did you think I’m too old and stupid to know how to upload the video to my computer?”

“Uh,” I stammered, feeling my skin rise in gooseflesh all over. “No, but…”

“And did you think that, once I had the video on my computer, I wouldn’t put it right on the internet? Sell it to the highest bidder? A fresh, young, 18-year-old, dancing with her top off? Squeezing her tits and playing with her nipples?”

My stomach sank as my mouth went dry. No…I hadn’t thought he’d do that…I mean…I thought he would get the picture, realize he was wrong, and we’d never talk about it again!

“Don’t worry, Cindy,” he said, taking another step forward. I willed myself to take a step back, but found I couldn’t really control my legs anymore. “I haven’t done it yet. But I will. Trust me, I will show the whole world your pretty face and your luscious teenage body. I’ll have your name plastered on every porn site from here to Katmandu. I’ll send links to everyone in your family. Your mom. Your brother. Your uncles. Your whole high school. Your college professors, if you ever manage to convince a school that you’re anything more than a bratty little airhead tease, just waiting to be used and abused…”

“No,” I whimpered, my stomach plummeting. I was sweating in cold beads, fear curling around me like a freezing fog. “Please, Mr. Stevens…”

His smirk widened, and he took another step forward. Now, I could almost feel the heat of his body, clashing with the cold of my fear, as he towered over me.

“Please, Mr. Stevens,” he mocked. “That’s more like it, Cindy. Now, the only way for you to keep yourself off the front page of Pornhub is to do exactly what I say.”

“I’ll work for free,” I said, trying to think of a way – any way – out of this. “For the rest of the summer, no charge. And…and I’ll cook for you!”

He sighed and shook his head, crossing his arms over his chest, his muscles bunching.

“Cindy, Cindy, Cindy,” he said. “You’ll do all those things, if and when I tell you to. But right now, I’m talking about something very different. Something I’ve had coming for years now. Something you’ve denied me, even as you flaunted it in my face.”

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

“What is it, Mr. Stevens?” I hoped it wasn’t anything too bad…

“You really are a stupid brat,” he said. “It never ceases to amaze me. Your body, Cindy. I’m going to fuck you. This afternoon, I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m going to fuck your mouth. And then I’m going to fuck your pussy. And then I’m going to fuck your ass. And for the rest of the weekend, you’re going to be my property. Chained to my bed, as it were. Do you get it now, Cindy?”

I didn’t. My jaw dropped open. He couldn’t be serious. He had to be kidding.

“Even more, you’re going to like it,” he said, and stepped forward again, closing the gap between us. I was too stunned to step back, and could only gaze up at him as he reached forward, sweeping a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. His touch had me cringing away, but I was also oddly drawn to it. His heat. His strength. The way he spoke, so dirty and demanding.

“You’re going to beg me to fill you with my cum. You’re going to like it so much, you’ll dedicate the rest of your sad, stupid life to serving me. You’re better off for it, anyway. You don’t belong in college. Not a ditzy little slut like you…”

“I’m not a slut,” I gasped, feeling tears prick my eyes. “I’ve never even…”

“Oh, Cindy,” he said. “I know. I know, you’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I choked and nodded, a tear dripping down my cheek. How did he know? Oh, I was so embarrassed, and scared and…something else. Something I couldn’t understand at all. I was tingling all over. My nipples felt tight. I wanted to clench my thighs together and rub…

“You don’t have to have sex to be a slut, Cindy,” Mr. Stevens said, slowly lowering his head closer to mine. “Girls like you are born sluts. You just need a man like me to teach you how to realize your full potential.”

I was mesmerized by his power, his eyes so dark and cold and deep. My lips were parted as I struggled to find words – any words – that might stop this crazy scene. Convince him he was wrong. I was a good girl, not a slut! I didn’t want to fuck anyone! I wanted…

Anything but that!

Before I could do anything at all, I felt his lips land on mine, his tongue spreading my lips wider and diving into my throat! I groaned my refusal, but his hands were buried in my hair, holding me right where I was. I couldn’t do anything but let his tongue roll across my mouth, massaging my tongue, filling my throat…tickling my cheeks…tasting my lips…

I groaned again, but this time it was different. This time, I groaned because it felt good. Mr. Stevens was kissing me, and I liked it. My nipples were getting very tingly, and I reached up until I could feel his wrists, wrapping my hands around them. I leaned forward, hesitantly moving my tongue against his. He tasted…good. He tasted the way the woods smell after it rains.

His hands in my hair started moving, and my hands detached from his wrists. I didn’t know where to put them. He was stroking my tongue with his. He reached down, grabbed my ass, and pulled until I was flush with his body; I cried out, muffled by his mouth on mine, as I felt like something inside me exploded a little bit. I’d never been so close to a man! And I could feel…oh, boy, I could feel something very nice between his legs…something I thought I wanted, but I didn’t know why.

He ripped his mouth away, leering at me with a sick smile.

“See? See, Cindy? I told you: you’re a natural born slut. Feel this?”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed. I nodded, whimpering gently.

“By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be worshipping every dick you can find. You’ll be begging men to fuck you. You’ll be dropping to your knees, eager to suck off anyone who’ll let you. I can’t wait to see you in action, my little fuck slave…”

“No,” I moaned, his words too dirty to be true. Yeah, I felt weird all over, and I wanted to be touched in weird places, and I felt like there was a big emptiness in me that he could fill, but…but that didn’t mean he was right! I wasn’t going to be a slut! I could never do what he said!

“Yes, Cindy,” he growled, and squeezed my ass tight. “And don’t argue with me. I’m your master now. Do you understand? And you never say no to your master. Ever. Or you’ll be punished.”

“Punished?” I whined. Wasn’t this punishment enough? The shame…the desire…the things he was going to do to me? What could be worse?

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished.”

“No one’s punished me since…”

Well, not since I was really little. Then, my dad used to spank me, before he left town. But I’d always been so good since then, never got into trouble.

“Well, things are different now,” Mr. Stevens said, and he sounded impatient. “Now, stop asking questions. I’m tired of trying to explain things to such a brainless little brat. Take your shirt off, and dance around for me. Just like you did in the video. Come, follow me…”

I didn’t think to protest as he grabbed my arm and led me to the living room, the scene of the crime. He pushed me into the center of the room and sat down on the couch. He crossed his legs and folded his hands, staring at me.

“What the fuck are you waiting for, slave? Dance for your master. I want to see those beautiful tits bouncing for me. Chop, chop!”

I felt like crying again. Now that he wasn’t so close to me, now that his tongue wasn’t in my mouth, I didn’t feel so sexy. I felt like going home.

“You can show me your tits now, or the whole world can see them tonight,” he said, and I remembered that he owned me. I had no choice. Sniffling, I lifted up my shirt and exposed my breasts, which fairly spilled over the top of my creamy lace bra. At 36-C, very few bras really fit me. I reached behind me and unclasped the bra, letting it fall away, until I was bared from the chest up for Mr. Stevens to admire.

I was embarrassed to find that my nipples were still hard. And tingling. And when I started to sway, looking anywhere but at Mr. Stevens, I started feeling very strange. I knew he wanted me to do what I did in the video, but I found myself wanting to touch my tits just to make them feel good. I cupped them and teased my nipples, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as the tingling spiked and turned to pleasure.

“Look at your master,” Mr. Stevens barked, and my eyes snapped open. I looked him in the eye, my cheeks red and my face hot, as I danced around, kneading and rubbing my breasts while I pinched my own tight nipples.

“Come here,” he barked again, and I stopped dancing, stepping towards him, not sure what terrible thing he was going to do now. “Stop touching yourself. It’s my turn now.”

I held back, biting my lip. I’d never had a man touch me before…especially not an old man like Mr. Stevens!

“What the hell did I just say, Cindy? You do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Your body is mine.”

“But…” I whined again, resisting even though his commanding tone made me crazy to obey.

“Fuck it,” Mr. Stevens said. “If you insist on being so difficult, you’ll get an early lesson in what it means to be punished.”

He reached forward, grabbed me around the waist, and a second later I found myself laid across his lap, a cry on my lips as his hands ripped my shorts down, exposing my ass. He had one hand between my legs, pressing against my pussy, and despite my fear and confusion I knew I really liked having his hand there. Enough to rub myself down against it without really thinking about it.

And I definitely wasn’t thinking of anything when he started spanking me.

“Oh! Ow! Mr. Stevens!” I cried, feeling a red blast of pain as his hand met my virgin cheeks. My bare chests bounced and jiggled as he slapped me again, and again, the hand between my legs pressing harder, until I was lost in a miserable storm of pain and want and pleasure and confusion. And then even the pain started to change. The more Mr. Stevens smacked my ass, the more I liked the feeling. It was kind of like having an itch scratched…in between slaps, the burn was awful. But each time his hand met my cheeks, it was sweet relief.

“You’re starting to understand what punishment is, aren’t you, little girl?” Mr. Stevens growled, making my cheeks jiggle as he slapped them from every angle. “In fact, I can tell that you’re even starting to like it. Oh, what a perfect little slut you’re going to turn out to be…”

“Oh, oh, oh, Mr…Mr…Stevens,” I moaned, grinding my hips so that my ass jutted up higher and my pussy ground against his hand. “Yes…yes…I like it…oh, don’t…oh, don’t stop…”

But then he did stop. He clutched my red and burning cheeks in his hands and squeezed them hard.

“Now, get the fuck up so I can suck those pretty tits of yours,” he said, nearly shoving me off his lap. I moaned, wishing that he’d spank me some more, because now it was just starting to hurt…but I knew it would only make him mad if I denied him, so I did what he said, moving to my feet. He was so much taller than me that when I stood between his knees, he was face-level with my tits.

“Beautiful,” he said. “You’re a lucky little fuck slave, to have such perfect tits. I’m sure lots of men will let you fuck them just to get a hold of these.”

My stomach turned at his words; but then he reached up and grabbed me, kneading my tender flesh, and I nearly collapsed at the sensation. His fingers immediately pinched my nipples, and that tingling spiked into an awful bliss. I grabbed his head to support myself, burying my hands in his hair. My back arched, wanting more.

“Good girl,” he said, and I watched him lean forward. “You have a lot to learn, but you’re learning fast.”

And then he put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. My shorts were at my knees, my panties the only thing covering me as he sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. I could feel the button above my slit throbbing, a wetness between my legs.

I’d never felt anything like it. I never wanted it to end. I pulled on his head, and he suckled me harder, his fingers always pinching and teasing the nipple that his mouth wasn’t on. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal, or the dirty old man he was. I couldn’t believe I was letting this old perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“You want more, fuck slave? You do, don’t you? You’re starting to get the picture. Of what you are. Just a slut. Just a dumpster for my cum.”

I shook my head, but I was panting and blushing and hot all over. I felt like there was a flood between my legs.

“Oh no?” he said, grinning with a terrible leer. He suddenly ripped my panties down, all the way down, pulling my shorts along with them. “Then why are you so fucking wet?”

Without any warning, I felt him thrust two fingers up my slit. I screamed as pain and pleasure ripped through me at the same time. He broke my hymen! There was blood on his fingers when he pulled them out.

“See that? I could do that because I own you, Cindy,” he said. “I’m going to be the first man to fill your sweet little cunt. And you’ll never get this back. I’m going to take your virginity, Cindy. And you’re going to beg me to.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I wanted those fingers inside me again. He laughed, a low and dark chuckle.

“Is that so? Well, let’s start easy. Get on your knees and take my pants off.”

I whimpered, pouted, but obeyed. Whatever he wanted…it had to be better than that, right? I dropped down between his knees and fumbled with his zipper; the big, hard, heated bulge in his pants made it kind of hard, but I finally got it open. And when his penis sprang free, I cried out in surprise. I’d never seen one in real life before. It looked so alien and weird! It had a purplish head that looked soft, and hair at the bottom. I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“This is a cock,” he growled. “It’s your new best friend. Your life’s purpose is to suck and fuck every cock you can. Starting now. Go ahead, slave. Stick your tongue out. Taste your first dick.”

I could feel tears welling up again. I didn’t want to do that! But what choice did I have? With a sniffle and a whine, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, closing my eyes.

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “You’re going to worship my dick, Cindy.”

I groaned but obeyed, looking up at his dark, leering eyes, all edged with wrinkles under his thick white hair. With my mouth open and my eyes on him, Mr. Stevens finally seemed pleased. He grabbed the base of his cock and moved it around until the head slipped against my tongue.

It felt so strange! His hand on my hair moved me as my lips instinctively wrapped around his cock, my mouth watering and dripping all the way down the shaft. His cock filled my mouth, pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on it. I tasted something hot and creamy and salty slide down my throat, and he groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

The weirdest thing was that the more he slid his cock in and out of my mouth…the more I liked it. I liked the taste. I liked the way he grabbed my hair and forced me to serve him. I liked the feel of his cock throbbing deep in my mouth, almost hitting my throat…

“Good little fuck slave,” he groaned. “You like it, don’t you?”

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, nearly making me gag. Now, tears were flowing down my cheeks, but it was different than before. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat. Jerk, pull, push…jerk, pull, push…he was using my mouth like a pussy, fucking it without any regard for my comfort.

I moaned around him, whimpering; he seemed to like that, and groaned deeply as he slammed himself against my throat again. I could feel his cock swell, and then it seemed to burst inside. I suddenly felt myself forced to swallow the hot, salty, musky cum his cock spilled into my mouth. I couldn’t swallow all of it, and it filled my cheeks, dripping from my lips. Mr. Stevens pulled out with a wet plop, trailing the white seed from my lips to the tip of his cock. His hand in my hair softened, and he pet me gently.

“Good girl,” he said. I preened, despite myself, proud to have served him well. “Now, I want to taste that sweet virgin pussy of yours.”

His hand tightened in my hair again, and now he yanked at me. I shrieked as he pulled me up and wrenched me onto the sofa beside him. He released my hair and pushed on my chest until I fell back, my knees underneath him.

“Mr. Stevens, what are you…”

“Shut up,” he growled. “Sluts shouldn’t talk when their master is doing them a favor. I bet you’ve never had an orgasm, have you, Cindy?”

I blushed bright red. His hand was moving between my knees, spreading them open; I resisted but he was much stronger than me, and soon he was kneeling between my legs, my pussy spread wide for him to see.

“Have you?” he growled, grabbing handfuls of my thigh and squeezing until it almost hurt. I was tingly all over again; I could still taste him in my mouth, and the cold air from the air conditioning blew over my hard, exposed nipples. My pussy was all wet, and the button above it throbbed.

“No,” I whimpered. “But…”

“So you don’t even know what you’re trying to deny yourself,” he said, and I watched his hand move from my thigh towards my entrance. “You’re a lucky little brat. The first man to touch you is going to suck on your clit until you scream. Don’t you want that, Cindy? Don’t you want to come for your master?”

“Um,” I moaned, losing track of my own thoughts as his fingers slipped between my pussy lips. I shuddered, my spine stiffening, as darts of pleasure stabbed all through me. “I don’t…I don’t…know…Mr…Stevens…you…”

He leaned down while I squirmed at his touch, licking his lips. I could only watch him move, wanting it so bad, but not even knowing what it was.

“Mr…Mr. Stevens…”

“Shut up,” he barked. “Just lay back, fuck slave. You’ve got a belly full of cum, and now I’m gonna get your pussy ready to take another load. I told you that you were lucky.”

His eyes glinted and his fingers found my entrance; just like before, there was no warning when he shoved them inside, making me clench and cry out in pain. But almost as soon as the hurting started, it stopped, and something else happened. My hips jerked and bucked around his fingers, feeling them inside me, wanting them deeper.

“Oh, Mr. Stevens, oh,” I moaned. I understood now. I understood everything. Oh, God, I was so hot, his fingers driving me crazy. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, he opened his mouth, stuck his tongue out, and wrapped it around my button – my clit. All at once, I was in heaven. Warm and fuzzy all over, his fingers buried in my cunt and his tongue lapping and flicking and suckling my clit. If this is what happened when you were a slut, I was ready.

I reached down, burying my hands in his hair and clutching his face tight against my sweet young pussy. His fingers curled, crooked, and pumped; some deep and hidden part of my being exploded, and I shot up, sitting straight on the couch with Mr. Steven’s face buried in my lap, my whole body rigid and soft at the same time. He suckled my clit between his lips, his fingers stroked at my pussy, and I felt a flood of juices release from my center. I’d never felt anything like it, the shuddering spasms that threatened to tear me apart.

“Oh, fuck!” I screamed, the only word that seemed appropriate. I fell back onto the couch, panting, my blonde hair sweaty and flowing over the cushions. Mr. Stevens licked me for a few more blissful seconds, then pulled away, his fingers retreating and leaving me achingly empty.

“Please…m-more…” I moaned, feeling this fresh desire coursing through me. Needing it again. And again. And again.

“More, huh? My little fuck slave wants more?” Mr. Stevens teased, dragging himself over my prone body, his hips keeping my thighs opened wide. I gasped when I felt something new against my pussy – something hard and soft at the same time. I glanced down and realized he was pressing his cock against my slit. “Be careful what you wish for, you bratty little slut.”

My scream was one of pain this time as he slammed himself inside me without any warning. His cock filled my pussy and stretched it wide, feeling like it was tearing me in two. He groaned as he buried himself inside me.

“Fuck, yeah, I love a virgin pussy,” he groaned, his wrinkled face inches from mine, his body heavy as it pressed against me, my tits pressed against him and my hair in his hands once more. He started thrusting between my legs, sliding his cock in and out of me in a slow and torturous rhythm. “So tight. It still hurts, doesn’t it, my little cum dumpster?”

“Y-yes,” I moaned, and I wasn’t lying. But underneath the pain I could feel something else swelling up. A need for more. For him to go faster. And harder. To ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted this old man to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“But it feels good too, doesn’t it?” he went on, as though reading my thoughts.

“Yes, Mr. Stevens, please, oh, god,” I moaned. He chuckled against my face, shifting his hips slightly and lifting himself off me.

“I’m gonna flip you over and fuck you the way you deserve,” he growled, pulling out of me. I felt his hands on my waist, moving me until I was belly-down on the couch, my thighs kicked open by his knees, his hand in my hair shoving my face into the cushion.

His free hand yanked on my hips, raising my ass into the air, and then he slammed into me again. The cushions muffled my scream as I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

“Yes, little girl,” he growled. “Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me what a good little fuck slave you’re gonna be.”

I groaned, thrusting my hips against him, feeling his cock penetrate me deeper and deeper as my hips jerked.

“Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried in tandem to my thrusts, until I could feel that swelling pressure again, until I knew I was going to come. He slipped a hand around my waist and I felt his fingers pinch my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed around him, grinding back against him desperately, clenching around him again and again while my body shook and bucked.

He pulled at my hair, driving me further back against him, until I could feel him against my womb. I came like that, letting my old, wrinkly boss bury his cock inside my virgin, teenage cunt, and loving every second of it. When he pulled out, pushing me down at the same time, I was a whimpering mess, still jerking in the aftershocks. I could barely understand what he was doing when I felt his fingers slide from my slit to my ass, his hand spreading my cheeks wide.

“Good and wet,” he growled. “Don’t even need lube…”

“Wha…what are…”

“The only thing better than virgin pussy,” he said, and I could hear the sadistic smile in his voice. There was a pressure against my tight rosebud, and then a screeching pain as he split me wide, forcing himself into my ass. I clenched my teeth, feeling every inch of him buried in my asshole, my own juices letting him slide easily in and out of me.

The pain was intense, but just like before, the more he fucked me, the better it felt. Soon, I was squirming again, my clit rubbing against the cushions; and then I was jerking against him, helping him fuck my asshole. His hands were on my hips, moving my body to better slam against him. Each time he pounded into my ass, I tightened my grip on the cushions and cried out in pleasure and pain.

“You ready to take my cum in your ass, slut?”

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

“It doesn’t matter,” he crowed, thrusting against me one last time, deeper than any time before. “You’re just a slutty little fuck slave now.”

I groaned as his hot seed filled my ass, rope after rope of sticky cum splashing against me. He pulled out and I felt it spreading across my reddened cheeks, then the tip of his cock slipped against my slit, and the last few spurts of his seed went straight into my pussy.

“Perfect,” he growled, going limp behind me, smearing the head of his cock against my slit and ass. “Perfect first time. I’ll have so much fun breaking you in this weekend…”

I whimpered. A whole weekend of this? Could I stand that much…pleasure? I already felt like a totally different person. I got myself up and rolled over onto my back, looking up at Mr. Stevens.

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

“Now, Cindy,” he said, rising and zipping himself up. “No need to put your clothes back on. Please, come here…”

He held out his hand and I took it without a word. I could feel his cum in my ass still. I felt very tender and sore. He walked me away from the couch, to the armchair that sat in front of the bookshelf.

The bookshelf with the teddy bear.

I realized, in shock and horror, that the whole thing had been captured on film! If he had the nanny cam running…and I wouldn’t put it past him….oh, my God!

“Sit down,” he said, pressing on my shoulders. Mute and dumb, I obeyed, my mind running through a thousand scenarios at once.

“Smile for the camera, my little brat,” he said, whispering in my ear. I whimpered. He pulled away, chuckling.

“I have another surprise for you,” he said, but he was talking to the teddy bear. To the audience. To the strangers who would watch me suck and fuck my boss until I was full of his seed. Mr. Stevens got a box off the shelf and came back, kneeling beside me. He took something out of the box; it was a weird black thing. I had no idea what it could possibly be for. But I didn’t have to guess for long.

Mr. Stevens didn’t even talk to me or tell me to spread my legs. He just wrenched them apart, like I was a sex toy. And he shoved that black thing right inside me, way up deep, making me cry out at the strange sensation. He grinned and came back to whisper in my ear.

“I said smile, fuck slave,” he said. He picked up a remote that had been sitting on the table. He pushed a button. The thing inside me went crazy, and so did I. My poor, tender, sore pussy was torn apart once more as the vibrator shook my mind away. I was screaming and crying out from the pleasure and pain, my hips jerking as my head rolled back.

“Give them a good show, my pet,” Mr. Stevens said, standing behind me with his hands on my shoulders. “We’ve still got a long weekend ahead of us, and there’s a lot of training left to do. We’ll make a proper cum dumpster of you yet. Just relax and come for the camera. There are a lot of men out there watching.”

He leaned down again, his breathe hot against my flesh.

“In fact, I’ve arranged for you to meet some of them tomorrow. We’ll break in every hole at once. Won’t that be fun?”

I groaned, a guttural sound that meant nothing. It meant nothing because I was nothing. My life was over. Or it was just beginning. This was my life now. A slut. A fuck slave. A cum dumpster…

I smiled for the camera.
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