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The Valedictorian

 


Lisa was a 23 year old college girl, on track to
become the valedictorian. She organized the model united nations,
she was head of the debate team, she regularly visited church. Her
parents were public figures and very proud of her. Always bragging
to friends and family about her achievements, always bragging what
a good girl she was, hardworking, polite, never causing any
problems. A prissy virgin until marriage.

Well she wouldn’t be a virgin for long. Lisa
was so tired of being this good girl all the time, being demure and
proper was incredibly boring. She just ached for some adventure,
she ached for something more. Yet she didn’t want to besmirch her
reputation or her family name.

She ordered a wig online, she bought some
make-up, and cut off a big strip of her old jeans skirt. When she
looked in the mirror she barely even recognized herself. She walked
out of her college dorm room, got in her car and drove a few towns
over. She started to feel more and more relaxed. No one knew her,
no one would recognize her. She could do as she pleased, she could
do whatever the hell she wanted to do. It was college. This is what
people did in college, getting drunk and sleeping around. For four
years she had been a goody two-shoes, but now finally she would get
herself the college experience she had been missing out on. Finally
she would loose her virginity and be slutty.

She went to a pub and looked around, which of
these guys did she want to loose her virginity too? Or would she
maybe loose her virginity to a girl? A giddy chuckle. The
possibilities were endless. She picked a friendly looking guy in a
suit. He looked like a businessman, quite a few years older than
her, silvery strands laced through his hair, his tie loosened
dangling on his chest. She adjusted her skirt and inspected her
blouse, maybe she should unbutton a button more, should she? She
tried it, hesitated for a moment, wasn’t that too slutty? She
chuckled. No, of course not. Tonight she would be the biggest slut
out there, tomorrow she would be valedictorian again, tomorrow she
would close her blouse up to her chin, but not tonight.

She went over to the guy she’d picked.

‘I’m Darcy.’ She said. Carefully tasting the
syllables of her made up name. ‘I’m … ’ She hesitated, she had no
idea how to even be a slut, how to seduce a men. She only knew the
very formal courting with the guys her parents had presented her
with, but then the man did all the work, and she just had to sit
back and smile demurely.

‘Can I buy you a drink?’ She said, vaguely
remembering that’s how they seduced people in the movies.

‘You wanna buy me a drink?’ The guy said
quite surprised. ‘Sure I’ll have another scotch and soda, please.’
His eyes went over her body. Slowly taking in her shoulders her
chest, nervously she pressed her boobs even further forward. His
eyes were so observing, so inquisitive, as if he looked right
through her slutty outfit and saw the boring valedictorian and the
Christian virgin underneath. She pushed her hip to the side, an
insecure giggle. No, a seductive chuckle, she recovered. She
stretched out her hand and put her fingers on his knee. Her heart
beating ferociously in her throat, in between her legs something
started throbbing, something she vaguely recognized. That throb,
that arousing urge to touch herself there, it was all part of it.
Her panties got wet. She blushed and hoped he didn’t notice. She
shouldn’t have put on panties anyway, no panties was way more
slutty than this generic white cotton brand.

Her fingers still lying on his knee. Drawing
circles over his jeans. He looked at her with an endeared look on
his face.

‘I’m Alex.’ He said. ‘Nice to meet you.
You’re quite forward aren’t you?’

‘I am.’ She said nodding.

‘How old are you, sweety?’ He asked.

‘I’m not a sweety.’ She said. ‘I’m a
slut.’

A smile on his face. ‘Are you know?’ He asked
bemused.

‘And how old is this slut?’

‘Twenty three.’ She said. ‘I’m in – ’ She
wanted to say she was in her senior year in college, but then she
pressed her lips together. ‘I dropped out of college,’ she said.
‘Way too boring. I need adventure.’

He nodded and brushed a strand of hair back
behind her ear. A burst of electricity. Nervous butterflies. Now
something would happen. He would kiss her, she would kiss him back.
His hand rested at the nape of her neck while he looked at her
face. Well if he didn’t make the first move, she would. She leaned
into him and pressed her lips against his mouth. She felt the rough
stubble of his beard, thick sloppy lips giving her a slimy wet
kiss. She pouted her lips, parted them and pushed her tongue his
way. Licking past his lips, she could taste salted peanuts and
scotch, he opened his mouth and let her in. Tongues touching.
Lingering excitement building up, throbbing arousal in between her
legs, more wetness in her pussy. She pressed her knees together.
Wrapped her arms around him and pushed her body into his, her boobs
pressing against his chest. Pushing her tongue into his mouth as
far as she could.

Her panties were getting wet and muggy. She
broke of the kiss.

‘Please wait here.’ She said. ‘I’m going to
go to the toilets now and take my panties off, they’re just too
wet.’

‘Are they?’ The man said. He seemed to be
blushing, an awkward smile on his face.

A wave of dizzying power. She made him blush,
she’d made him horny and uncomfortable. Ha!

‘Let me feel.’ He said. His hands sliding
down in between her legs, crawling up her skirt until she felt his
fingers fondling her pussy. It was intoxicating. So horny. So
aroused. It burst open and her whole body seemed to crave more of
this, craved his fingers inside of her. She couldn’t think
straight. Her hips started moving, rocking, riding his fingers.

‘Easy there girl.’ He said while retrieving
his hand.

Frustrated with horniness she looked up into
his face, big begging puppy eyes.

‘I know. I know.’ He said. ‘Not here though.’
He looked around and grabbed her by the hand. He pulled her out of
the pub into the cold dark night. They walked a few blocks until
they found a secluded dark alley. He pushed her up against the
wall. Her heart pounding. She wanted this so badly. Her loins
burning and throbbing. He lifted her skirt and pushed his fingers
against her pussy. She bumped her hips forward, pressing against
his fingertips. For a while there he fondled her from the outside.
Arousal was engulfing her body and mind, there was just wave after
wave of pleasure, she was unable to think, there was just this
incontrollable urge.

She pulled the crotch of her panties to the
side so he could feel her bare lips, the tip of his finger swirling
around in between her labia, moving up and down, rhythmically and
bewitchingly.

‘Fuck me.’ She said. Barely even in control
of her own breath anymore. Heavily panting. ‘Fuck me. Fuck me.
Please Fuck me.’ She begged him. His finger slid inside of her. She
could feel him, the finger filling her up, the spongy insides of
her vagina squeezing his finger. He wiggled. Massaging her on the
inside. Tickling her.

A splash of arousal. Starting with his finger
but quickly spreading out through the rest of her body. A tingle, a
warm tingle that lingered around in between her legs. It was
getting intenser and intenser. His finger trusting her. She felt
his knuckle sliding past her labia, in and out. Up and down. His
finger bumping into a spot deep inside her. Teasingly feeding the
overwhelming horniness.

She thought she was about to explode. Higher.
Dangling on the edge. For a while. A little while longer. Suddenly
release. The arousal intensified, an explosion, the overwhelming
excitement spreading through her body quickly. Pulsating orgasm.
Encompassing her mind. A moan. A loud uncontrollable moan.

His other hand covering his mouth. ‘Sshhh.’
He whispered. ‘We’re in public, be quiet.’

She just couldn’t control herself. The waves
of pleasure just kept on coming, every time he moved his finger a
new wave started that quickly spread through her body and mind.

It slowly subsided. The waves became less and
less intense, and faded into a faint ripple. She was heavily
panting, still a little bit out of it, her head floating.

‘Now lets fuck.’ She said, she grabbed his
crotch and felt a hardened cock. He pushed her hand away.

‘I need to go.’ He said.

‘No, you don’t.’ She said confused. ‘Where
to?’

‘Home.’ He said. ‘My wife is home alone with
the kids.’

‘But... but...’

‘This was incredibly hot.’ He said. ‘Don’t
get me wrong, but you’ve got what you wanted don’t you, and I … I
love my wife, so I will go now.’ He turned away from her and left
her all alone in the darkened alley. Befuddled and dazed she leaned
with her back against the brick wall and stared into the darkness.
This wasn’t what she’d expected. Now what? After a while she
straightened her clothes. She had to go home as well. She didn’t
want to get caught sneaking off campus. She was still a virgin,
damn it. A bit disillusioned she got back in her car and drove back
to her dorm. No one even noticed she’d been gone. She could try
again tomorrow, tomorrow she would pick someone else and finally be
deflowered.

***

 





 Diary of a new Slave

 


It has been two weeks since I’ve been bought by my
new Master. In the meantime I didn’t have much time to update my
diary, since life here is quite busy and chaotic. At the institute
where they taught us to be obedient and attentive and devoted I got
a lot of compliments and oftentimes they told me I was the best in
class, that I would make my future Master very happy and that they
would be able to sell me for a lot of money. I don’t know how much
money my new Master has paid for me, but I’m guessing it’s way too
much.

In my few weeks here I’ve learned so much
more about servitude and obedience and dedication, than during all
my years at the institute combined. The other slaves here seem to
be able to read minds, it seems. Effortlessly they make Masters
life easier. They sense what he wants, what he needs, even before
he himself seems to be aware of it. He never has to ask for
anything. The slaves here are sincere in their devotion, no one is
putting up a show when the teacher is around and then slacking off
when he steps out for a moment. There is no teacher grading us
anyway. Our service doesn’t have to been seen, slaves don’t need to
be noticed.

We aren’t rewarded with grades, or privileges
or a review cart. Just knowing we’ve pleased our master is all the
reward we get here, and that’s more than enough.

There are eleven slaves here, I wouldn’t have
expected that. I was under the impression that every slave would
get her own master, but maybe that’s a bit greedy of me to expect.
I like being here with an entire group, the other slaves are really
kind to me and to each other, everyone helps each other out.

At first I had to get used to living here, I
was homesick and I longed for my own bed in the dormitory of the
institute. But you know who’s here as well? Nadia! She was a class
above me in the institute and she was sold off last year. Nadia
helped me and showed me around when I just got here.

I think she’s my friend now, or at least we
are becoming friends I guess.

Last Week Nadia and I were called into the
Master’s chambers. That was quite the honor, if I had to believe
Nadia. She checked my clothes and made sure my knee socks were
pulled up high and my blouse wasn’t wrinkly. Her hands adjusting my
clothes like that made me a bit shy.

Master’s chambers were really impressive.
There was gold and marble and red carpet and columns. At the
institute we did learn how to make beds, how to clean bathrooms,
how to put down towels and soap and shampoo. I thought we had to do
some chores like that, but Master wanted me and Nadia to sit down
on the edge of the bed.

He wanted to know how I was adjusting to my
move here, he was very kind and caring. He also asked a bunch of
questions about my body, about my breasts and my bleeding cycle. I
was a bit embarrassed telling those things while Nadia sat next to
me.

Off course I know a slave is Masters
property, and that makes master responsible for our physical well
being, he needs to know about our breasts and cycles. But it was
just uncomfortable having Nadia there as well. I blushed.
Especially when he wanted to know if I had those warm happy tingles
in between my legs and what I did if I felt those. If I had ever
touched myself down there.

Master says it’s normal to have those happy
tingles and that those are called arousal or horniness. He says
having those feelings means I’m probably not just a house slave but
possibly also a sex slave.

I’d never heard about sex slaves. At the
institute we were divided into different groups, slaves who did
house chores, slaves who learned how to take care of kids, or
slaves who learned instruments or art. There were no sex slaves at
the institute.

Afterward Nadia told me that all slaves here
were sex slaves.

Master tried to explain a little, but I felt
really dumb for not knowing and I didn’t dare to ask any questions.
I just nodded and pretend to get it. This is what I understood:

 


A sex slave is a slave who’s primary focus is the
physical comfort and enjoyment of her master. This can be achieved
by washing or massaging him, but above all it’s about the comfort
and enjoyment of one specific body part of master. Namely his
penis. Apparently most Masters have a penis, which is a long stiff
body part positioned between a masters legs, right there were a
slave has her little slit. To attend to and pamper that penis
that’s the job of a sex slave.

 


After explaining Master showed me his penis. Nadia
had seen it before, but it was my first time. Nadia said Master had
the most beautiful penis ever, I don’t know if she has seen a lot
of other penises to make an accurate comparison, but I agree his
penis did have some aesthetic value. In other words it was
gorgeous. I got a lot of happy tingles. Masters said I’m shouldn’t
call them happy tingles, I should just name things what they’re
called and not make up euphemisms since I’m not a little girl
anymore. I’m twenty years old, I should just say I’m horny or
aroused. I try, but I’m finding it hard to use those words. I don’t
know why I’m struggling following such a simple order, usually I’m
very good at obeying and following orders. But with those
sensations it’s just about my body, it feels like my mind get shut
off and it’s simply out of my control.

There are different ways tot attend to the
needs of a penis, Master said. One of those ways is by pleasuring
it with your mouth. Nadia had to show me. Master sat in his big
chair and Nadia knelt in between his legs. She planted loads of
kisses all around the penis and sometimes I saw her tongue slip
out. After a while she took the pink-purplish tip in her mouth. I
presumed the penis would never fit completely into her mouth, but
Master grabbed her face and just pulled her over his penis, all
they way to the end. I couldn’t believe what I saw.

I feared I would never be able to be a good
sex slave. I would never be able to fit that penis into my
mouth.

After a while I was allowed to join in. I sat
on my knees in between Master’s legs. Nadia’s shoulder was pushing
warm and firm against my own upper arm. Her hairs were tickling my
face. She explained to me how and where I was suppose to kiss and
lick our Master. I tried my best to listen and copy her
behavior.

By the way it was real nice to feel my
Master’s Penis against my lips. It was warm and I got all those
happy tingles in my skin. Horniness in my lips if that is even
possible. I don’t know, I was too scared to ask. But every piece of
my skin that came into contact with masters penis seemed to be
glowing pleasantly for quite some time.

Nadia showed me how she would twirl her
tongue around the head, how she would move up and down and how she
flicked her tongue around. Eventually I was allowed to put the
penis into my mouth. I wanted to impress master and show him how
deep I could take him into my mouth, but I didn’t even get halfway
there. I was displeased with myself, I wanted to be good, I wanted
to be the best. But his penis was simply too big. I just had to gag
and my eyes teared up. I could barely even breath anymore, and yet
I didn’t manage to get the penis any further or deeper.

Master luckily said it wasn’t a problem for
now. After all I was still new, I’d just left the institute. He
knew they didn’t teach this at the institute. I should just keep on
practicing he said. I could probably borrow a fake penis from one
of the other slaves to practice on.

Now I have my own fake penis. It’s hot pink.
It’s standing on my desk in front of me, while I write, so I can
look at it once in a while. According to Nadia is an exact replica
of Master’s penis.

But still, putting this penis in my mouth
feels different than putting master’s real penis in my mouth.
Master’s real penis, provided me with so much happy tingles, I was
feeling light headed and dizzy. It was almost as if I was high and
intoxicated or something. I’ve never used any drugs, since slaves
are not allowed to, so I can’t know for sure if that is what it’s
like, but I imagine being high felt like this, pleasurable tingles,
being so overwhelmed with happiness you’re unable to think straight
any more. It’s like being bewitched.

After a while master told us he was about to
cum. He grabbed his penis and then a white goo came out. He smeared
it first on Nadia’s tongue and face and after that he also rubbed a
little into my tongue and face. He told me the white goo was called
cum or seed or sperm and that whenever it got out of the penis it
meant the slave did a wonderful job, that she had pleasured the
master intensely. Sperm was like a reward, master said. Something
we should be proud of and grateful for.

Nadia and me thanked master for his sperm. I
think maybe sperm was some sort of magical drug as well, because
wherever it touched me, my skin felt really warm and started
glowing it was really overwhelmingly pleasurable, and when I
swallowed a little bit I got a big wave of pleasure that spread
through my body and even through my thoughts.

I wasn’t quite sure what was happening, but
Master said it was part of the deal. That slaves who really had a
talent and a true genetic predisposition for being a sex slave
often times had such intense physical reactions to their Master’s
sperm.

After that Master explained to us another way
to pleasure his penis. Since I was new he and Nadia would show me.
I had to sit on a chair next to the bed, while Nadia lied down
between the satin sheets on her back.

Master rubbed his hand over his penis and
then he pushed it into Nadia’s slit. Again I felt his penis was way
too big for Nadia, but still the entire shaft disappeared inside of
her. Master thrust back and forth. I saw the muscles in his back
moving, his ass cheeks clenching, it was a beautiful sight.

Nadia had her legs spread apart, her entire
body rocked back and forth. She seemed to be enjoying it immensely.
Even though she looked really small and vulnerable and fragile in
comparison to the big strong muscled body of Master. She had closed
her eyes.

She moaned and panted. She squirmed and she
even grabbed masters butt. Her nails digging into his ass cheeks. I
would want to grab master’s butt as well, but I don’t think I would
manage to summon up the courage. I believe I would like to feel
master inside of my slit as well. I can’t stop thinking about that,
that moment, that image, I can’t seem to shake it from my mind.
This morning I almost dropped a glass of orange juice because I
kept day dreaming about master and Nadia. It’s a bit confusing to
be honest. My own little spot in between my legs feels really nice
when I think about it, so many new feelings, so many new
sensations, happy tingles, warm glow. Sometimes I think there’s
something wrong with me, that I have a virus or something that
makes me sweaty and warm and that fills my mind with thoughts like
that. Sometimes I want to go to Master to tell him I’m getting
sick, but then I feel embarrassed and don’t.

It probably just means I’m a sex slave
instead of just a regular house slave. I wish master invites me and
Nadia to his room again. I really do hope so!

***

 





 The submissive doctor

 


Ever since Gia first saw him at the hospital she just
felt this overwhelming attraction. She worked at the ward for her
internship, he worked at the unit next to it as a doctor. They met
in the kitchen by the coffee machine. He made her an espresso with
something extra he said, something special to help her through the
extra long night shifts, he said. The espresso was delicious,
addictively delicious almost. It was love at first sight. His dark
hair laced with silver strands, his faint but friendly gray eyes,
his mouth that always seemed to pout a little bit, his chin covered
with stubble. He was just perfect. He was old, he had a bit of a
tummy and lots of wrinkles but still he was perfect. She just
couldn’t keep her mind straight, she kept daydreaming about
him.

He would wrap his arms around her, he would
kiss her, he would press himself against her and she would feel his
hardened cock pushing against her hip. She would point it out and
he would nervously shy away from her. She would comfort him, she
would seduce him, tell him it was okay to fall in love. Interns and
doctors were nothing like teacher and students, or doctors and
patients, there was nothing illegal with doctors and interns
sleeping together, in a few years they would be colleagues
anyway.

After a few minutes of daydreaming about him,
her panties were muggy and cold and she would have to excuse
herself to go to the bathroom. There, hidden in her own private
stall she would play with herself. Her index finger softly rubbing
over her clit, up and down, in between the warm wet labia.
Sometimes she would slide a finger inside and pretend it was his
cock, but usually she was more pragmatic about it, she would just
circle her finger around her clit, rushing herself to orgasm so she
could return to the task at hand and focus on her day to day life
again. Something had to change. She couldn’t hide it any longer.
She had to talk to him.

That night at the hospital he almost caught
her. She’d seen his name on the big white board so she knew he was
in. She kept on looking in rooms and around corners hoping she
would bump into him. Instead of changing the patients IV’s or
clearing out reception desk she couldn’t concentrate and imagined
him fucking her. Right then and there bend over the reception desk,
she wouldn’t even care who saw. When she came out of the bathroom
after her little masturbation break, she bumped into him, her
hearth fluttered, her cheeks flushed. He made a little comment
about her red face and jokingly asked if she didn’t do anything
naughty there in the bathroom. She felt her face burning with
embarrassment, yet she gave him a smile and tried to be cute, to be
coy, to be seductive and sultry, biting her lip and closing her
eyes slightly. He gave her a friendly nod and walked away.

She cursed and hit her hand against the wall.
She wrestled herself through the rest of the night yet she felt as
if she had to go and explain herself. She summoned up the courage
and knocked on his office door.

‘Enter.’ A low baritone voice.

‘You’ve got a moment?’ Gia asked.

‘Sure Hon. Just doing some paper work.’ He
said. ‘What’s wrong. Sit down.’ He gestured to the chair opposite
his desk. ‘Want some tea, coffee, some of my famous special
espresso?’

Gia shook her head. She didn’t know what came
over her. She just couldn’t control herself. It was as if
attraction was overtaking her, as if something else was controlling
her, a primal desire, a form of love that was bigger, something
that was way bigger and way stronger than her.

She walked to the other side of the desk. She
put her hand on his shoulder and pushed him into his chair.

‘Oh, you’re ready are you?’ He said kind of
surprised and kind of bemused.

Gia was startled for a moment. Ready for
what? She wondered. What was he talking about? She shook her
head.

‘You’re not ready?’ He asked. ‘You seem
pretty ready to me.’

‘Ssshh.’ Gia hushed him, leaned over him and
pressed her lips against his mouth. His beard chafed her chin, she
bumped with her tongue against his teeth until he opened up and let
her in. His tongue was warm and wet. Thick and agile. They ware
dancing around, tasting each other, probing each other. Yet he
didn’t move, he just leaned back, he didn’t stop her, but he didn’t
wrap his arms around her and gave her a good passionate kiss back
either.

She led her hands wander over his body, she
was feeling up his chest, his shoulders, his arms.

‘Take it of.’ She said panting and pulling on
his scrubs.

‘Yes, mistress.’ He said obediently.

Again Gia was startled. Why did he say that?
Was he married? Was she his secret mistress? Or did he mean
something else? She watched him tug on his clothes and taking them
off. His body was just perfect, it was old and he wasn’t all that
muscled or tight, his nipples were kind of sagging, his chest was
sunken, and his belly was wrinkly and fat popping over white
underpants. Behind the cotton she saw a bulge, she just couldn’t
take her eyes of of that bulge.

‘Underpants too.’ She ordered, since he was
so willing to obey.

‘Yes, mistress.’ He said again. Pushing his
underpants to his knees. His cock appeared, it bounced upwards,
thin, but straight as an arrow and it was quite long. A throbbing
vain, a purple shiny head. She felt her pussy react. She wanted to
feel him inside.

‘Now undress me.’ She said. Every time she
ordered him around, and every time he responded with a meek ‘yes
mistress’, she felt more and more powerful, more and more in
control. It was a haze, almost as if she was intoxicated with lust
and power, she couldn’t think straight, she just wanted to fuck
him, she needed to fuck him, she needed him to submit so she could
crawl on top of him and slide his cock into her pussy, she wanted
to feel him inside of her, she wanted to ride him.

He didn’t say ‘yes mistress’ this time, he
just stretched out his arms and started to unbutton her scrubs. She
grabbed his wrist and stopped him for a moment.

‘What do you say to that?’ She asked.

‘Yes mistress, sorry mistress, thank you
mistress.’

She relaxed. His words seem to befuddle her.
His words were magical. As if they touched something deep inside of
her, that was the essence of her being. She let go of his wrist and
he undressed her, he slid the fabric of of her shoulders down to
her hips, the shirt was meant to go over her head, but he just kept
on tugging until the fabric ripped and he could pull her shirt down
over her hips. Hooking his fingers behind the pants and sliding
them down in one motion, effectively leaving her naked. She pushed
him back in his chair and knelt over his lap. Kissing him, long
with swirling wet tongues, embracing him, pressing her young boobs
against his chest, and in his face, rubbing the nipples all over
his face, his stubble chafed a little, yet she kept on going. She
took his face in between her two hands and pressed his mouth into
her nipple.

‘Suck on it,’ she commanded.

The moment he opened his mouth to say ‘yes
mistress’ she shoved the boob in between his lips, leaving him
mumbling. His tongue carefully tapping against her nipple, licking
over the side of her areola. She shivered with pleasure, she felt a
tingle crawling down over her spine. She closed her eyes.

How weird, she thought for a moment, she’d
never really liked boys sucking on her nipples it always seemed to
hurt and now she was ordering him to do so, she felt quite
powerful, but at the same time she felt weak. She wasn’t herself,
something else had taken a hold of her, she’d never before felt the
urge to be dominant or bossy. She always liked it when the men took
charge. Admittedly she was only twenty two years old and she only
had a handful of boyfriends, yet nothing indicated she would ever
be enjoying a moment like this.

She caressed his head, she brushed her
fingers through his hair and pushed his face even further into her
breast. His tongue darting around eager to pleasure her.

She rubbed her hips over his crotch, moving
slowly, dry humping him. She squeezed her hand between both their
crotches, she lifted herself up a few inches and set his cock up
right so she could slide over it. Slowly she let herself sink onto
his cock, her pussy surrounding him inch by inch, she felt his
skin, his shaft, sliding past her labia. She felt the tip pressing
against her insides.

She started rocking back and forth.
Pleasuring herself with his cock. Rubbing herself against him. She
started panting. A soft moan escaped her mouth. For a moment she
opened her eyes and realized where she was, what she was doing. She
looked back at the office door. It was closed but it wasn’t locked,
was it? What if someone walked in right then and there.

‘O mistress,’ he moaned loudly.

She was swirled up in that haze again, that
haze of lust and power, and horniness and love. Was it love?
Whatever it was, it felt great. She kept on fucking him hard. She
stroke his hair lovingly, she bit his ear and she pushed her nails
into his skin.

‘That’s right hon.’ He said panting,
whispering. ‘That’s right mistress. I’m your slave. I’m your fuck
toy. I’m here to serve you. Just take what you want. Use me however
you want.’

His words seemed to blur, to push her further
and further into that bossy mindset, that strange haze. She was
getting more and more aroused, slowly building up to an orgasm.
Usually she would feel embarrassed about orgasming in front of a
man, she worried it would take too long, or she would make a silly
face, so she just couldn’t. But this time she wasn’t worried, this
time she was in charge. She had masturbated so often with him on
her mind, and now when they were finally doing it, it still felt
like masturbating in a way, just pleasuring herself, with his cock.
He was there just to please her. She kept on going, building up to
a climax, slowly but steady.

Then finally she dropped of the edge and the
orgasm spread through her body, the arousal throbbing through her
veins. His hands surrounding her waist, he was helping her, without
his hands right there she would have fell over, he was still
pounding her, bumping her body up and down over his cock.

‘Mistress.’ He mumbled. ‘Please mistress.
Please. Do I have permission to cum, mistress?’

The last waves of her orgasm were still
lingering in her body. She couldn’t think straight. She just wanted
to stay in this moment, this moment she’d fantasized about for such
a long time.

‘Please mistress.’ He begged her.

‘Go ahead.’ She said. He tensed up. His hands
cramping, squeezing into her sides. His body spasming, he was
moaning loudly. Too loudly. She put her hand over his mouth and
tried to muffle the sounds while she looked over her shoulder to
the office door. The door was still shut, still she feared someone
had heard them.

His cock throbbing inside her pussy, she felt
him cuming.

Slowly he opened his eyes. A dreamy look on
his face. His lips slightly parted. ‘Beautiful,’ he mumbled.
‘You’re perfectly ready.’

‘Ready for what?’

‘For this.’ He said. ‘For what we just
did.’

Gia looked at him, not quite understanding
what he was talking about. ‘I just think you’re hot.’ She said
finally. ‘I just wanted to … you know.’ She shrugged, suddenly she
felt too shy to actually finish her sentence. The energy in the
office had changed. Suddenly she wasn’t in charge any more.
Suddenly she was just an intern sitting on a doctors lap. She
shifted uncomfortably.

‘Maybe we should get dressed before anyone
walks in.’ She said.

He grabbed her around the waist and pulled
her close. He pressed a little kiss on her collarbone. ‘Whatever
you want mistress.’ He said. Although his words didn’t sound as
submissive and obedient anymore.

‘I liked the thing you did with your hand.’
He said, ‘On my mouth. You can do that again next time. And you
know, if I forget to call you mistress you can be way stricter en
punish me, there are some whips in the cupboard. Wait I’ll show
you.’ He pushed her off of his lap and opened a cupboard. Indeed
hidden behind a row of file folders was a black flogger and a worn
down riding crop.

Gia just stared at them in disbelief. She
felt weird, somewhat icky. His sperm dripping over her thigh. She
grabbed a tissue and cleaned herself up. The doctor tilted his head
somewhat. ‘Maybe you’re not completely ready after all,’ he said.
‘Sit down. I’ll make you some more of my special espresso.’

Gia put her scrubs back on and sat down on
the chair. ‘What’s going on?’ she asked.

The doctor didn’t answer. Did he do this
often? He must be doing this with someone else as well, why else
would he have those whips hidden behind his administration, she
obviously wasn’t the first. She squinted. He put a little cup in
front of her face, then with a pipette he dropped something in
it.

‘What’s that?’ she asked.

‘My special espresso,’ he said. ‘I made you
one once before, you claimed you loved it. A special espresso with
a little extra to help us through the long nights.’

‘A little extra caffeine, right?’ She said
hesitantly.

‘Sure. Think of it as caffeine.’ He
nodded.

She reached out to the cup. She blew in the
espresso, circles appeared in the dark shiny liquid. ‘What’s really
in it?’ she asked. She put the cup against her mouth and took a
sip. She didn’t care, she would drink it anyway. His special
espresso was delicious. Addictively delicious. All the interns
loved it, and some of the nurses too.

‘Just a little aid.’ He said. ‘A little
something to help your mind go where I need it to go.’ He smiled,
kind of shy suddenly. He brushed his own fingers through his hair
and nodded at her cup indicating she should take another sip.

***

 






Earning a Blow job

 


I’ve been in this house for three months now and I
can’t stop thinking about our master. The first time I saw him at
the institute still, I was really intimidated by him. He is so big
and muscular. I’m pretty sure he can lift me with just one arm.
Sometimes I look out the window and I see him walking in the
gardens. He has this primal glow over him, everything just seems to
submit to him, the trees, the birds, the horses, even the rain
seems to be under his control, whenever he goes outside the sky
clears.

That’s probably my imagination. I’m pretty
sure he can’t actually control the sky. But still, I talked about
it with the other slaves and even they had to admit it was a weird
inexplicable coincidence that it stopped raining whenever he came
outside.

Our master smelled delicious. My favorite
time of the week is when I had to do the laundry. Clothes filled
with that musky smell of sweat and power running through my
fingers. Oh, the times I put those boxer shorts to my nose, just to
smell his crotch! I’ve done it a thousand times by now. It’s an
intoxicating smell, and addictive smell. Rubbing that fabric that
once touched his cock over my face, over my lips, licking it with
my tongue. It always made me aroused beyond control, sometimes I
even masturbated right there in the laundry room.

Never had I been interrupted. The laundry
room was located in the far end side of the estate. Never once had
one of the other slaves come anywhere near these hallways. So how
could I have known Master would walk in when he did. I didn’t even
register he opened the door. I was completely mesmerized by the
smell of his clothes.

There I was laying on the pile of laundry,
naked, my legs spread apart, and frantically rubbing my own pussy,
while with my other hand I covered myself in his dirty clothes.
Caressing myself with his sweaty t-shirt, with his jeans, with his
boxer shorts. A sock draped over my nipple.

I don’t know how long he had been standing
there, Right at my feet, looking down on me, looking right in
between my legs, seeing my fingertips pushing around my own slimy
labia, slipping in and out of my pussy.

‘Paige.’ He said right as I was about to
orgasm.

I screamed my heart out. First because I was
startled and didn’t expect anyone here, but slowly it morphed in to
a shameful cry.

He squatted down next to me and put his hand
on my shoulder. I was pretty sure I would be send back to the
institute and re-sold to another master.

‘Calm down.’ He said. His voice was soothing
and warm. ‘Calm down sweetheart.’

I pressed my lips together and stopped
screaming. ‘I’m sorry.’ I mumbled. ‘I’m so sorry sir, please don’t
send me away, please don’t send me back to the institute.’

‘Don’t be sorry.’ He said. ‘You can’t help
it. You’re an innocent slave, touching all those clothes, those
intimate objects from your master, I understand that’s a powerful
thing.’

I nodded. Not really sure what he was
saying.

‘Now, Paige.’ He said, ‘Seeing how you
respond to touching my clothes, I imagine you touching my body will
have an even bigger effect won’t it?’

He grabbed my hand guided my fingers over his
face. I felt the curvature of his cheekbone, the soft mushy skin of
his cheek, the stubble of his unshaven beard and then his jaw bone,
hard and rugged.

My fingertips were tingling and I was
completely entranced by that single touch. All my attention was
sucked towards my fingers, my skin where it touched his skin.

He pulled my hand down. Instead of touching
his face, he was now rubbing my hand over his knee, the insides of
his thigh. Closer and closer to his crotch. I shivered. My eyes
focused on the bulge in his pants. I was panting uncontrollably. My
fingers only inches away from his cock, only centimeter’s, and then
he let go of my hand.

‘Noooo.’ I said in despair. ‘Please, Master,
Please.’ I couldn’t think clearly. My mind had been befuddled with
horniness and admiration.

He smirked. ‘What?’ He asked innocently.
‘What’s wrong, Paige?’

‘I want to... I wish... I want to touch you.’
I said. ‘I want to touch you there.’ On any other day I would’ve
been way too scared and shy to say something like that out loud. It
was rude to talk to the master like that, yet he did ask me what
was wrong, and not answering would’ve been rude too.

‘Tell me.’ He said. ‘How do you like to touch me?’

I was blushing, I stared at the pile of
clothes on the floor and then I stared at the ceiling of the
laundry room, there was a little cobweb in the top right
corner.

‘Go on.’ Master said. ‘Tell me.’

‘I want to touch you everywhere.’ I said. ‘I
want to touch your body, your face, your chest, your cock.’

An amused smile on his face. ‘You do, don’t
you?’ He asked. ‘And with what body part would you like to touch
me, with your fingertips, or with your mouth for example.’

‘MOUTH! MOUTH!’ I yelled without hesitation.
I didn’t know kissing him was an option, but of course I wanted to
run my lips across his skin, I wanted to kiss him everywhere, lick
him everywhere, taste him.

‘So you would like to touch my cock with your
mouth?’ He asked. ‘You want to put my cock into your mouth
too?’

I nodded like crazy. ‘Yes, please. Yes!
Please, please, please.’ I said.

‘Ask for it, politely.’ He ordered me.

‘Please sir.’ I begged. ‘Please sir can I
please put your cock into my mouth.’

‘You know what it’s called when a slave puts
her masters cock in her mouth? That’s called a blow job.’

‘Please sir. Please master. Can I please have
a blow job.’

Master chuckled, for a moment he seemed human
instead of this divine master. He shook his head with an endeared
smile on his face.

‘Slaves don’t have a blow job, they give a
blow job to their master.’

‘Please sir, can I please give you a blow job
sir.’ I begged.

‘Maybe.’ He said. ‘Let’s see if you’re worth
it. Let’s see if you’re a good slave that can earn that blow
job.’

First I had to lie down on the ground. His
foot on my chest pushing down, his toes in my mouth. I had to kiss
and suckle his toes. I don’t know whether that was supposed to be a
humiliating task or a test of some sort, but I really enjoyed
touching him. Feeling the sole of his foot against my boobs,
feeling his toes against my lips. Every bit of his skin that
touched my skin was divine.

He had me beg for it. I was squirming under his foot, looking up at
him, at his face and also at the bulge in his pants.

‘Please sir.’ I asked. ‘Please sir. I’m your
slave. I’m completely yours. I obey you every word. Please deem me
worthy enough to give you a blow job. Please let me suck your cock.
Can I sir? Can I please?’

Finally he pulled his cock out of his pants.
It was just as impressive as he was. It was quite thick and with a
slight curvature. A thick vain twisting around the shaft. A shiny
purple head. The moment he said it was okay, I got up from the
floor and shoved the cock into my mouth. Swirling the tip with my
tongue.

His hissing and moaning made me even more
horny. He grabbed onto one of the laundry machines because his
knees had become wobbly. I was honored, that my great master would
be so vulnerable in front of me. With even more enthusiasm I pushed
the cock further in my mouth. I was choking myself. It was
completely filling up my throat and involuntarily I started
gagging. I pushed myself though, I didn’t want to let him go.

‘Now move back and forth.’ He said. He
grabbed my head, his fingers intertwined with my hair and he
rhythmically pulled me over his cock. I felt him sliding in and out
of my mouth, my lips caressing the shaft, my tongue guiding the
cock against the roof of my mouth and into my throat. There was
lots of saliva and I almost started drooling. I wanted to wipe it
away from my mouth.

‘Leave it.’ He said. ‘Focus on what you’re
doing.’

I forgot about the drool and just focused on
his cock, his muscles tense, his voice so horny, so horny and
vulnerable at the same time. My tummy full of butterfly’s. A seep
of saliva was dripping over his inner thigh.

‘I’m ready.’ He moaned. ‘Beg for my cum, beg
for my sperm in your mouth.’

‘Please sir, please will you...’

I couldn’t even finish my sentence, because
he started moaning loudly. His hand pulling on my hair, it slightly
hurt. His cock seemed to be pulsating, swelling in my mouth,
choking me even more. His torso was divine and beautiful, all the
muscles were swollen. His face a grimace of pleasure and
arousal.

And then cum seeped out of his cock, some of
it spraying into the back of my troat and I could swallow
immediately, some of it mixed in with my drool and dripped out of
my mouth and onto the floor and the pile of laundry.

‘Good girl.’ He softly moaned. ‘Good girl,
good girl.’ He kept on saying as he came down from his orgasm,
almost as if it was a mantra of some sort. Eventually he had
returned to being himself again.

‘Good girl.’ He said once more. ‘Now go
finish your chores.’

He petted me on the head and left the laundry
room. I sank backwards into the pile of clothing. For a moment it
all seemed a dream, maybe I had been masturbating and then I fell
asleep, or maybe I’d been fantasizing really vividly. But I knew it
wasn’t a dream. I could still taste him, there was still a drip of
his cum on my chin. With my thumb I pushed the sperm into my
mouth.

 






The Magic Choker

 


‘Now undress.’ She said. As the older gentleman in
front of her obeyed her commands, she swore she saw the emerald in
the choker light up. Did it really or was it just her imagination?
She looked at the matching emerald in the ring on ring finger.
‘Slowly,’ she said, ‘slowly and sexy.’

Again she believed she saw the emeralds
flickering. Her art professor started to slowly move his hips
around as if he was dancing to silent music, he unbuttoned his
shirt exposing his bare chest, his gray chest hair propping out.
Lola walked over, she ran her fingers through the grayish curls on
his chest, not all of them were gray, some of them were dark still.
His skin warm and soft, she found her way to his nipple and rubbed
over the little nodule.

She heard him panting. She herself was
getting warm and aroused as well. Still she wasn’t sure whether it
was save to continue. She didn’t care about the regular objections,
sure he was a fifty two year old professor and she was a twenty
three year old senior in his class, but that somehow made it even
more hot and sexy and secretive. She worried about the emeralds.
She had no idea what was going on with the choker and the ring. Her
grandmother had bought them as a set in an antique story. She’d
given them to Lola as a birthday present with a weird story about a
witch and king and some dwarfs. Lola hadn’t given it anymore
thoughts, she was to old for fairy tales and her grandmother seemed
to be getting demented. However Lola found out after a while that
the one wearing the ring was in charge of the one wearing the
choker, it was as if they were your slave, they obeyed your
commands immediately and without any hesitation or objections. Yet
she couldn’t figure out how it worked, there was no scientific
explanation she could think of, and yet she refused to buy into the
story her grandmother told her, she was way too old to believe in
magic and all that jazz.

Her professor finished taking of his shirt
and now started to unzip his pants. Her pussy was throbbing. She
wanted to continue badly, she had been attracted to him from the
first day she walked into his class. His wise and soft demeanor,
his warm voice melodically, full of wonder and enthusiasm talking
about the famous old masters. It was her plan to come to his office
hours, to show him the jewelery and ask him if he knew anything
about it. Maybe he could tell her something about the power
exchange that seemed to happen between the choker and the ring. He
didn’t believe that it happened at all so she convinced him to put
the collar on.

Now she could do with him as she pleased. It
wasn’t her plan, or maybe somewhere in the back of her head it had
been her plan indeed. She didn’t want to back down now, that much
was sure. He unzipped his trousers and pushed them past his hips,
exposing his striped blue and black boxer.

‘Sit down now,’ Lola said. ‘Sit on your desk,
legs spread apart.’

He obeyed her. Of course he did. He pushed
some of his papers aside and sat down on his desk, his knees to the
side. Lola came closer. She stood in between his legs and pushed
herself against his bare chest. Her hand cupping his head, the nape
of his neck, pulling him in for a kiss. She pressed her lips
against his, his stubble chafing her chin, yet she kept on kissing
him. Her lips nibbling on his. Her tongue licking past his lips,
thrusting in his mouth, warm and moist, swirling, playing, toying
with his tongue.

She was getting wet. She felt a drip of
horniness soaking her panties. She rubbed her thighs together. With
the tips of her fingers she stroke past his chest, squeezing the
nipples briefly, then moving down further, to the brim of his
boxer. She pressed the palm of her hand against the bulge in his
boxers. Massaging the throbbing flesh, she felt him getting hard.
Pulsing, throbbing, harder.

‘You’re getting so horny.’ She said. ‘So
incredibly horny like you’ve never been before.’

She didn’t know whether the control she had
over him through the choker only worked in relation to little tasks
or if she could actually order him to feel something as well. The
emerald in the choker seemed to flicker, however that could also be
the sun falling through the window reflecting in the gem, maybe it
was just the sun. He started panting loudly though, panting and
trembling and moaning. She felt his cock growing in her hand. Rock
hard now. Rock hard and solid. She ordered him to take his boxers
off. In awe she stared at his cock for a moment. She had fantasized
about it for quite some time, but then she’d imagined his cock
would look something like either the cock of her ex-boyfriend or
that of a porn star she just watched. In reality his cock was way
more beautiful. It was quite long and it slightly curved upwards, a
shiny purple head, with a shimmering dot of pre-cum resting on top.
A thick vain curled around the shaft. And then his pubes and his
balls. She saw his cock throbbing, it bounced upwards for a
moment.

She wanted to get fucked by it. Hard and
rough and long. Yet she wasn’t done admiring it yet. She dropped to
her knees and gave him a little kiss. A kiss right on top of the
head. It bounced upwards again, and her professor let out a brief
moan. She gave him another kiss and another an thousand small
butterfly kisses all around the shaft and his balls. Then back to
the tip, her tongue swirling around around the purple head, tasting
the salty pre-cum. She closed her lips around the shaft and slowly
took more of him into her mouth. Moving back and forth.

His body spasmed. His breathing irregular.
She gulped him into her mouth as far as she could, it slightly hurt
in the back of her throat, yet she kept on pushing. She wanted to
encompass his cock completely. It needed to be hers.

He was moaning louder. His hands grabbing the
edge of the desk, his knuckles white from the squeezing.

‘Don’t orgasm yet.’ She said.

His body relaxed for a moment. A disappointed
look in his eyes. She felt the ring pinching her finger. She wasn’t
used to wearing it for such long amounts of time, it was slightly
too small. She turned it around for a moment, yet she refused to
take it off.

‘You’re getting so horny, professor.’ She
said. ‘So horny, you’ll just loose control. You want me. You want
to fuck me. You need to fuck me, to just take me. You can’t hold it
back anymore.’

His hands surrounding her torso. He lifted
her off of the ground, ripping her clothes off. She heard fabric
tearing, a button jumped away. His hands running over her body,
stroking her shoulders, her arms. Kneading her breasts. His fingers
pushing deep into her flesh. Molding. Squeezing. Then unexpectedly
tender he took her nipple into his mouth. His tongue sweetly
swirling and caressing her very very sensitive nipple. She’d never
told him her nipples were so sensitive, but he just seem to know.
Could he read her mind? Was that another attribute to the choker
and ring? She tried to look at the ring, but as soon as she lifted
her arm, the professor grabbed her wrist. Both of her wrists and
held them tightly above her head. He continued to pleasure her
nipple. Little electric pulses shot through her body, starting from
his mouth and shooting all the way down to her pussy.

His hand cupped her bum now. Squeezing her
butt, pulling her in close. She panted. She was high on arousal. It
was as if she couldn’t think clearly. She just gave in, she was
swept away, engulfed by pleasurable feelings.

His cock rubbing against her pussy. She
tilted her hips so he could enter her, and he did. He just shoved
himself inside of her. Thickly filling her up. The curve upwards
pressed into the spongy insides of her vagina, it was almost
perfect, she tried to rearrange their position so that the tip of
his cock would precisely hit her G-spot. But he didn’t wait for
her. He just starting thrusting. He just took what he wanted. She
melted. She melted into his arms and into her own arousal. She
wasn’t thinking, she didn’t want to think. Just feeling. Just
overflowing sensations. His body squeezing tightly against hers,
his sweaty chest hairs rubbing over her collarbone. His fingers
grabbing her butt, guiding her into his rhythm.

She was building. A ball of arousal growing,
and growing, bigger, intenser. Her whole body trembling. Her eyes
closed involuntarily, her lips parted slightly. Panting. Moaning.
Mumbling little encouragements, telling the professor he was doing
an exquisite job, that he needed to keep at it, he needed to keep
going, no orgasm yet, just to continue thrusting.

Her back arching, her pussy clamping onto his
cock. More pleasure. More. And then. Finally. Then came the
release. The enormous ball that had been building up inside of her
exploded. Arousal flooded her body. It flooded her mind. She was
out of it for a few minutes. Just overflowing. Just pleasure. Just
sensations.

When the peaks of her orgasm faded into a
small ripple, she regained her breath and opened her eyes. Shyly
she looked up at her professor. He was still pounding her.

‘You can stop now,’ she said. ‘I came.’

He obeyed. He pulled his cock out. A look of
disappointment on his face. His fingers closing around the shaft.
Moving up and down. Pleasuring himself.

‘Didn’t you cum yet?’ she said.

He shook his head. ‘I wasn’t allowed to.’ He
said.

She shook her head. ‘Well come on then.
You’re allowed to now. Cum all over me if you will.’

His body convulsing. His hand moving rapidly
up and down the shaft. His face in an ecstatic grin. He froze for a
moment. Sperm dripping out of the cock. Squirting all over her
chest, her boobs, her nipples. It was warm and wet and slimy. She
waited till he came back from his orgasm, then she ordered him to
get some tissue and clean her up.

She redressed herself. There was a tear in
her skirt and some buttons where missing from her blouse, yet if
she wore her coat outside, no one would notice. She ordered him to
dress himself and then told him to take the choker off and give it
back to her.

His fingers prying on the clasp, then it came
of. For a moment Lola looked at him shyly. Would he remember or
would he forget, how did that part of the magic choker work? She
didn’t believe in magic, but yet, what other explanation was there?
She carefully studied his eyes.

‘I don’t know.’ He finally said as he handed
her the choker.

‘What don’t you know?’ She asked.

‘It’s an intriguing piece of jewelery,
indeed.’ He said.

Lola blushed.

‘I think we might need to do some more
research maybe.’ The professor said.

‘Yes.’ Lola smiled relieved although she was
still blushing. ‘We need to do more research. Way more
research.’

‘Way more.’ The professor repeated with a
teasing twinkle in his eyes.

‘Maybe you’ll want to come over tonight, to
my house, so we can work on it together.’

‘I could do that.’ Lola said.

‘Please do so.’ The professor said, giving
her a coy smile and briefly patting her on the head.

***

 






Valedictorian learns to blow

 


Lisa’s project to loose her virginity didn’t yield
any successes yet, so far she’d sneaked off campus once and she’d
only had received one hand job by some married dude. Her wig and
cropped skirt laid deep within her closet, hidden. Waiting for a
new adventure. But life got in the way. There was homework and
friends popping by unannounced, then suddenly it was Thursday night
and Lisa was in her dorm all alone with nothing to do.

Internally she screamed in excitement, but on
the outside she remained calm. She put on her slutty skirt, no
panties this time, the white cotton wasn’t sexy at all and would
only get in the way. Besides she got hot thinking people might
accidentally, or not-so-accidentally see her pussy.

She peeked through the hole in the door until
the hallway was empty, then she walked of campus and drove to
another town. While she was walking to the pub she felt the cool
breeze whizzing past her muggy labia. A tingling sensation. She was
so horny already.

She walked into the pub and skimmed around.
Her eyes darting around the men. There was a bald one on a date
with a suntanned bimbo. A threesome maybe? A group of friends from
a fraternity. A gang bang? A tap on her shoulder. Lisa turned
around.

Her heart sunk into her shoes. Right in front
of her stood mister Trevors, her math professor. She blushed and
stared at his black polished shoes.

‘Can I buy the lady a drink?’ He asked.

Lisa was startled. Shyly she looked up into
his face. He had a friendly but inquisitive look on his face. He
didn’t recognize her, did he?

‘Don’t be shy.’ He said. ‘What are you
drinking?’

‘A...some... a... whiskey please.’ She just
mentioned the first thing that came to mind.

A friendly smile. A nod. ‘Pure?’ He asked.
‘Or do you want it on the rocks? Or with some soda? Or
Splenda?’

‘Pure.’ She mumbled. Then she straightened
her shoulders and said it again. This time with more confidence.
‘Pure, please.’ She said.

She had to make a decision. Mister Trevors
was apparently quite drunk and with the wig and all of her make-up
he didn’t recognize her. She could either ditch him and find
another guy to loose her virginity to or see how this played out.
She was kind of curious so she stayed and sipped from her scotch,
while she studied him with her eyes.

A nervous tingle in her tummy. He wasn’t that
cliché tall handsome prince you heard about in the romance novels,
but he had a pleasant energy. He had messy hair, that gave him an
air of nonchalance, thick eyebrows, a film of stubble. Pinkish
lips, his lower lip a bit bigger, so it seemed as though he was
perpetually pouting. She’d never noticed that before in class. She
started to giggle and pulled herself together. She twirled a lock
of hair around her finger and kept staring at his lips. It would be
so hot to fuck her math professor. Tomorrow in class nobody would
knew she’d fucked him, not even he himself.

She poured the last bottom of whiskey into
her mouth and grabbed his wrist.

‘Let’s go.’ She said.

‘Where?’ He asked.

‘To my car.’ She said.

The little black hairs on his lower arms
tickled against the palm of her hand. She pulled him towards the
car then pushed him up against the side. She kissed him. She
nibbled on his pouting lower lip and sucked. Sticking out her
tongue. He tasted of beer. She kissed him on the mouth and cheek.
She had to stand on her toes, her body leaning into his, she tried
to nibble on his earlobe.

Then she opened the car and pushed him into
the back seat. Crawling on top of him. Knees on either side of his
body. She was riding him and felt a bulge growing between his legs,
throbbing, getting bigger and bigger. She rubbed her labia over his
crotch. Without panties to protect her sensitive pussy, his jeans
were a bit too rough.

She stopped suckling on his earlobe for a
little while.

‘You’re not married are you?’ She asked.
Remembering the last guy that had left her in the middle of a dark
alley.

He shook his head.

‘No girlfriend?’

‘I’m single as a Pringle baby.’ He said.

She said Pringles came in a tube and where
never alone so the metaphor didn’t make any sense, but he
interrupted her with a kiss. He cupped the back of her head and
pulled her in close, his lips soft and tender. Way different than
she’d expected. She kissed him back. Soft. His hand laying in her
neck, caring, tickling the nape of her neck, scrabbling fingers
caressing her back, in between the shoulder blades. She felt like
she was melting.

She knew sex would feel good, she’d been
horny, she’d watched porn, she’d masturbated, but she’d never
experienced this feeling. It wasn’t lust, but she couldn’t believe
it was love either. It was such a comforting feeling, she felt
save, like he knew exactly what to do. He would take care of her
and teach her.

She blushed thinking about math class
already. Thinking about the big lecture hall, maybe she should take
a seat at the back tomorrow. Just to be decent. She panted in his
ear, uncontrolled breathing. A trail of kisses on the side of his
neck, kissing his collarbone. She pushed herself up and started to
unbutton his shirt. She carefully watched his face, expecting him
to stop her, but he didn’t say a thing. He just put his hands
behind his head and let her have her way with his body. First she
traced a line across his chest, toying with a curly chest hair,
then she bent over and started kissing him on his pecs, his nipples
were fiercely prodding forward. Would men like it if you suckled on
their nipples? She didn’t know. She closed her lips around the
little nodule and started to lick an play around. Her body cramped
up, she started to feel pins and needles in her legs, the car was
too small. She tried a different position and took the other nipple
in her mouth.

‘Babe.’ He said. ‘Nipple play isn’t really my
thing, you can move on now.’

She nodded. Move on where? She wondered for a
moment. Further down? Did he expect she gave him a blow job, but
she’d no idea how that actually worked. Well, that wasn’t true, she
had somewhat of an idea, she would take his cock into her mouth,
that part she was sure of, that she’d seen in porn.

It was a little wrestle of limbs in the tiny
space. She accidentally knocked him in the eye with her knee. He
cursed and rubbed his face, but then he unzipped his jeans and
pushed them down. His cock was somewhat crooked, but incredibly
thick, it was almost as thick as her wrist. She felt her pussy
throbbing in excitement, yet she didn’t even know if he would fit,
maybe the curvature helped a little.

She bent over him and pushed a little kiss on
the shiny purple head. It twitched.

‘Is that normal?’ She asked.

‘Off course.’ He said laughing. ‘What’s the
matter is this your first time?’

‘Maybe.’ She said. She gave his cock another
kiss and it twitched again. It almost escaped from her hand. She
closed her fingers around the shaft and put it up right. Wetting
her lips, carefully, watching his face as she closed her lips
around the tip. So far so good. He didn’t complain. She moved her
mouth over the tip until she surrounded the shaft, deeper and
deeper, the tip bumping into her tongue.

‘I’ll teach you.’ He said. ‘Don’t start off
so deep, first give a lot of kisses all around, kiss the balls, the
shaft, the groin everything.’ His fingers intertwined in her hair.
In her wig. She felt the wig moving, she grabbed it with both hands
and readjusted it back in place. Terrified she looked at him. Did
he notice? Did he notice it was a wig? Apparently not.

‘Go on babe.’ He said tilting his hips
forward and thrusting his pelvis into her face. She gave him lots
of little kisses and nibbles all around his cock, nervously licking
and swirling her tongue around his groin. Her math teachers groin,
this was what his cock looked like. She knew. Tomorrow nobody in
the lecture hall would know except for her. More kisses. His pubes
chafing her chin. A long line. Tracing his cock with her tongue.
Ending on the tip, a little shimmering dot of pre-cum had formed,
she licked it off. It was slightly salty. She sucked the head of
his cock into her mouth again.

‘Good. Yeah. Good, that’s right.’ Mister
Trevors panted. ‘You’re a natural. You’re intuition is right on.
Go.’ He pressed her head further and further over his cock, her
lips sliding past the shaft, she felt every wrinkle, every last bit
of crumpled skin, every vein. She smelled his lust. Musky. Manly.
Her mouth was completely stuffed with his cock yet he kept on
pushing her to go further. His cock bumping into the back of her
throat, she could barely breath. She gagged and coughed. He pulled
her up by her hair.

At least he tried to pull her up, but he only
managed to rip off her wig. Startled he looked at the short red
hairs dangling in his hand. It was a ridiculous sight. Lisa started
giggle. She wiped away her gagging-tears, her make-up smeared, and
dark mascara smudged on the back of her hand.

‘Miss Wallis?’ He said stunned.

Lisa couldn’t stop giggling. He grabbed her
shoulders and shook her.

‘What’s going on?’ He asked quite
terrified.

Lisa bit her lip. ‘I’m sorry Mister Trevors.’
She said.

‘What?’ He asked. ‘Is this a ploy? A
conspiracy? Are you trying to get me fired? Who’s in on this?’

‘Wow. Don’t be paranoid.’ Lisa said.

‘I didn’t know it was you. I swear. This
is... this is entrapment or something. You’re the senators
daughter, aren’t you?’

‘Well... yeah... sort of, my father is a
state senator if that’s what you mean, but let’s not talk about my
father. My father doesn’t need to know. No one needs to know. We’re
both adults, you don’t have to mention to the staff that I was off
campus tonight, and I won’t mention to the staff that you slept
with a student. That sounds fair doesn’t it?’ Lisa took his cock in
her mouth again. It was slightly softer than before. She bopped her
head up and down moving her lips and fingers simultaneously over
the shaft.

Mister Trevors sank into the back seat, he
sighed and seemed to enjoy the sensations for a while. Then
suddenly he lifted his head again and opened his eyes. He held her
back.

‘How old are you, miss Wallis? Are you at
least over the age of consent?’

Lisa started laughing. ‘Don’t be silly. Do
you call yourself a math professor? I’m in your senior year how old
would I be?’

He just stared at her. Petrified.

‘I’m twenty three.’ She said.

‘I’m forty two.’ He mumbled.

‘Lay back.’ Lisa said. She pushed him down
and took his cock in her mouth again. Lots of sloppy wetness,
saliva dripping past his shaft, she tried to take him into her
mouth for as far as she could, gagging and making noises along the
way, she felt him getting hard again. She must be doing something
right, so she kept on doing it. Rhythmically. Panting. Softly
caressing his balls with her fingers. She noticed his breathing
getting quicker, so she picked up some speed as well. His hand
resting on her own sweaty blond hair, guiding her head over his
cock.

‘I’m gonna...’ He stumbled. ‘I’m gonna blow.’
He pushed the words out of his mouth. He seemed to be waiting for a
reaction of some sort, but Lisa just kept on going, if he was gonna
blow, she was on the right track, it meant he enjoyed it, didn’t
it? His body cramped up, a moment of silence, all his pectoral
muscles tensed up. It was a beautiful sight. Lisa twirled her
tongue around the shaft. He growled and moaned. His body releasing
now, rocking wildly, a seep of cum into her mouth. He tasted
somewhat bitter. She swallowed it all, she kept the cock in her
mouth until his orgasm seemed to be subsiding. The erection faded
away. His cock was a soft lump of flesh laying on her tongue. No
matter how she suckled or licked, it didn’t twitch anymore, he
didn’t get erect anymore.

‘Mister Trevors?’ She asked insecure. ‘You
alright?’

‘Yeah.’ He mumbled. ‘You’re a... a... you’re
a devil.’ He said. ‘Or an angel. I don’t know yet.’

Lisa nodded absentminded, she was focused on
his flaccid cock. He couldn’t fuck her with that, could he?

‘Make it hard again.’ She said. ‘You need to
fuck me still.’

‘I can’t.’ He cupped her face and rubbed his
thumb over her cheek.

‘Yes you can.’ Lisa said. ‘We’ve been over
this. We’re both out of line. I won’t tell about you, you won’t
tell about me, no harm, no foul.’

‘Well. But you know, when a man has an orgasm
there’s a refraction period and that means it takes a while before
he can get an erection again.’

‘No need to become all teacher-y on me.’ Lisa
said. ‘I just want to loose my virginity. Fuck me or I will tell
people about this.’

He was shocked and shook his head. ‘You don’t
mean that, do you? I swear I can’t help it. It’s basic
biology.’

For a moment Lisa looked at him squirming.
Then she gave him a fist bump against his chest. ‘Okay. I believe
you.’ She said. ‘Tomorrow after class then, you’ll fuck me tomorrow
after class.’

He complied with a nod.

***

 






The Devoted Acolyte

 


Each May the priests came, the went into the country
in their blue and golden robes and visited all the schools in the
country. When I was in the lower classes it was always a happy
celebratory day, we made decorations to welcome the priests, we
stood on the playground and cheered as they walked in, and we got
to eat the special celebratory lunch, even if they didn’t pick
anybody from our school.

They only selected five girls each year to
come and serve the God. It was a great, great honor, you got to
live in the temple and your days would be filled with cleaning and
praying and studying the will of the God.

Ever since I was young I wanted to be
selected. I wanted to be deemed special. I wanted to be swept away
by those fancy looking priests and brought into the temple. I would
sweep the floors and pray and be the best damn acolyte of them all.
I would be the first ever from my school that was selected, the
entire school would be so proud of me, they would hang a picture of
me in the hallways.

This year, this may, I was finally old
enough. I had just turned nineteen, I was part of class K, the
final year. That was the year they choose from. Two priests came.
We waited on them on the playground, we cheered and waved the blue
and gold flags we had crafted. I stood on my toes and tried to get
a glimps of the priests. I could only see one of them, she was a
woman of about thirty years old maybe. Once they entered the school
and were welcomed by the director, we also entered the school. Most
of the children went back to the classrooms but the girls from our
year went to the auditorium.

My teacher said we had to change, that we had
to put on our ceremonial robes now, I already knew that, we’d
already rehearsed everything. I went and try to get the prettiest
ceremonial robe, but apparently I wasn’t the only one that wanted
to make a good impression. All the girls dived onto the pile of
robes, tugging and fighting.

Last week in our church there was a sermon
about not fighting and being kind towards each other, so I just
waited till the other girls were done fighting but then I was left
with a lousy faded robe. I undressed myself. The robes kind of
looked like ballet leotards except they didn’t have a crotch. It
was just a tight lycra top which barely covered our bum. Mine was a
bit too big though, so I didn’t have to uncomfortably tug on the
fabric like the other girls. I ran my hands on the metallic smooth
lycra. It was nice soft and cold against my skin, I kind of wanted
to dance but I kept standing up straight. We had to stand in one
big line, all in our bright blue robes, we had to be quiet and then
the priests came in.

They wore long robes all the way to the
ground, in the same bright blue but theirs had beautiful golden
stripes and ornaments on it. One of the women I’d seen outside
already, although she was way more pretty up close, the other women
was younger, maybe in her early twenties, she had angelic blond
curls and friendly cheeks. I briefly made eye contact with her and
she nodded. Maybe that was a good sign. Was it a good sign?

The priest just strolled along the line
looking at us. Now and again they pulled a chin up high, or they
twirled a girl around. I did my utmost best to stand up straight
and pretty eagerly I awaited them, and then they finally stood in
front of me. It was overwhelming, those women were priests, they
had been in direct contact with our God, they had met him, they
spread his message here on earth, they were almost holy by
association.

I didn’t notice I had been holding my breath
until one of the priests said: “Breath girl” to me. They hadn’t
said anything to anyone else. I didn’t know whether to feel special
or to feel ashamed of myself. One of the priests turned me around.
They looked at my backside, there hands around my waist, tugging on
my ceremonial robes. For a moment they whispered amongst each
other, they nodded then they asked my name.

‘Vivi.’ I said.

‘Named after Vivianne?’ The priest asked.

I nodded. According to our Solfin, the book
that contained all our holy stories, Vivianne was the first girl
ever to be selected to come serve God in the temple. She was
handpicked by God himself when he saw her feeding some stray-cats
in the street. According to legend she was so beautiful you’d faint
when you saw her, and her kindness and servitude were so
overwhelming you’d felt ashamed and compelled to be more kind in
the future. But that happened thousands and thousands of years ago.
Three girls in my class were named after Vivianne. I was Vivi
S.

The priests whispered some more. The tension
in the auditorium was almost palpable, from the look on our
teachers face and the look on our principles face I could deduce
this wasn’t normal. My hearth was pounding like crazy. They would
pick me, they would have to pick me. I didn’t dare to fold my hands
and start praying so in silence I send up a little message to our
God.

‘Please Sir, let them pick me, tell them to
pick me please.’ I said.

Then the priests turned around, they send out
the other girls but they told me to stay. They told me that I was a
very special girl and that they had selected me to come live in the
temple. I grinned like and idiot from ear to ear and didn’t know
what to say. I was so happy I could jump or scream or kiss the
priests, but I didn’t want to do anything indignant that made them
change their minds. So I just grinned like the Cheshire cat from
Alice in wonderland and thanked them from all of my heart.

 


Everyone was so proud of me. My parents, my
neighbors, my teachers, the people at my church, some people came
to me to ask me with special prayers. Some of my classmates were
jealous, I could see it in their eyes yet they didn’t dare to tease
me or be mean to me. I had to attend school till the first of June.
Then me and the four other girls would be part of the big Intrabis,
a ceremony that was televised each year, I had watched it
obsessively each year and it was kind of hard to believe that now I
would be part of it. I would be one of the five.

I already had my special dress and I couldn’t
wait till the big day. I had to sit on a carrier chair and in a big
procession with music and flower petals they would carry me and the
other five girl from the great Obelisk over the cobblestone road to
the entrance of the temple.

It was so surreal and a bit overwhelming.
Before I climbed on the carrier chair one of the priest gave me a
little wafer that I was supposed to melt under my tongue. It kind
of resembled the wafers we got at churched only this one tasted
different, it had a bitter after taste that clung to my tongue.

‘Don’t worry.’ The priest said, she was
stroking my hair and readjusting the blue flowers in my hair. ‘I
know it tastes different than what you’re used to, this is a
special wafer only for the selected five. It’ll help you.’

I nodded and climbed up on the carrier chair.
I hadn’t met the other four girls yet, and I could only see them
from a distance climbing onto their own chairs. One of them had the
blond hair I saw and an other one seemed to be Asian, although
maybe I was being racist. Once I sat on my chair it was lifted high
up in the air. It was quite wobbly. We had to wait for a little
while but eventually the procession began.

People were cheering us on, they were
throwing flower petals and rice, there was music playing. I felt
weird, like my head and limps were tingling somehow. There was so
much noise and everybody was so happy. Except for one lady, she
pressed up against the barriers and was crying and screaming.

‘Don’t take my June,’ she begged. ‘Please
don’t take my June.’ She was dragged away by some cops. The crying
lady made me sad for a little while. She probably was the mother of
one of the other girls, my mother had been a little bit sad to that
we wouldn’t see each other for a very long time, but overall she
was proud of me.

Maybe on any other day I would’ve been more
sad to, saying goodbye forever. But I was in heaven almost, being
cheered on by a crowd, it numbed my thoughts and feelings a little
bit. It all went by in the blur. The ritual we had to do on the top
of the stairs before entering the temple and then finally we walked
in.

Once the doors closed behind us, it got
eerily silent all around us, drowning out all sounds, there was a
faint smell of incense and it was slightly cold in the enormous
entrance hall. I looked all around me, the curved ceilings were
painted with flowers and naked girls, there were lots of columns.
We didn’t know where to go. This part had never been televised, I
didn’t know how the temple looked or what was expected of us now. I
didn’t even know if we were allowed to talk. One of the girls was
crying silently. She had brown curly hair and a few freckles on her
cheekbones.

I went over and wrapped my arm around her
shoulder.

‘Are you June?’ I whispered.

She nodded.

‘Don’t be sad. It’s an honor. It’s a great
honor to serve our God, you should be proud of yourself.’

The other girls imitated me, they compiled
themselves around June and tried to comfort her.

Eventually another priest came. She told us
to follow her and she gave us a tour through the temple and she
explained our chores and what our day to day life would look
like.

There were different groups just like in
school. Since we were new they called us primogena’s or usually
PG’s we would be PG’s for a year and then next year when the new
girls arrived we would automatically be bumped up to the second
group and have new rules and responsibilities.

 


We had to wear our primogena’s robes at all times, to
serve and honor our God, it was either wearing our robes or nothing
at all. Our robes again looked like leotards, light blue it was a
bit shine through I’d could see Laura’s nipple one time, and I
could see June’s butt crack, but that didn’t matter we all had to
shower together so I knew what they looked like naked anyway.

We had to eat breakfast at dawn, then attend
a service to honor our God and eat a wafer, the wafers here tasted
weird, well not weird, but different from the wafers in our church,
although I got used to the new taste quite easily, then we all had
our individual chores, like cleaning the temple, tending the
garden, sowing, cooking, then there was lunch, after lunch we had
studies, not just with our own group but with the four youngest
groups combined. We read the Solfin word for word and the older
priests explained to us how to live our life, how to serve our God,
how to spread his word, how to honor and celebrate him, they just
thought us how to be good human beings that our God would be proud
of. Then there was silent hour, in which no one was allowed to
speak, then it was dinner time, followed by another sermon. At the
night sermon we not only eat a wafer, but we also drank from a
special concoction, after that another hour of chores and then it
was bedtime.

I got used to the rhythm of living here.
Eventually the novelty whore of. I learned which shower was always
cold and with a sad drizzle instead of a powerful beam, I learned
which were the good chores and which were the annoying chores. Most
of all I liked the sermons, I loved the singing, the monotone
chanting, it always made me feel euphoric and humble and small and
filled with the desire to serve and submit.

 


The first time it happened right after the night
sermon, I still not sure what happened exactly, all of the other
girls had left the chapel to do their chores, it was my job to
clean the chapel. I was still elated and happy after the sermon, my
mind seemed to be dizzy with happiness and euphoria. I walked
through the benches and checked whether all the kneepads were
tidied away, and then I pulled the mob out and I started cleaning
the floor, still softly humming one of the songs we’d sung that
night.

Then I heard a voice. The voice said that if
I put the mob aside and cleaned the floors with a floor cloth while
sitting on my knees that I would look way more subservient and
humble to our God. At first I looked around, I thought maybe one of
the girls was playing a joke on me, but it was a male voice, there
wasn’t any man in this temple, we did everything ourselves, and it
clearly had been a male voice.

‘Obey me.’ The voice said, and I dropped to
the floor instantly. Like I couldn’t even think, as if I was
bewitched somehow, my body just obeyed that voice and my own mind
had become superfluous. I started scrubbing the floor with a cloth
even though my knees had started to hurt. I worked my way all the
way up to the aisle when I heard the voice again he ordered me to
step onto the altar.

I know we aren’t suppose to, the elders have
told us time and again, that we shouldn’t even touch the altar to
clean it, that we aren’t humble and subservient enough yet, that we
have to wait until we’re in the forth or the fifth group. But I
couldn’t disobey that voice, it was physically impossible to
disobey. I fought the impulse to touch the white marble, to climb
up on the big marble table, but my body just did it.

The marble was really cold against my legs, I
sat on the altar and looked up at the oval shape, the oval shape
was the symbol of our God, we all had oval shaped ornaments in our
house. In the past I even had an oval shaped necklace, but in here
we weren’t allowed to have jewelery.

As I stared at the oval I felt my body
tingling, my mind tingling, there was still a whiff of incense
lingering in the chapel. My eyes were warm, they started to sting,
almost as if the oval was exuding this blinding bright light, my
eyes even started watering and then suddenly a shadow appeared in
that blinding light, a shadowy figure that came closer and closer,
bigger and bigger. It was a man, but not really, it was bigger than
a man, it was God. God himself. He didn’t need to introduce himself
I just knew, I could feel it in every being of my body.

He walked towards me, becoming less and less
translucent and more and more real. I could only stare at him, in
awe, I was bewitched. He walked towards me, real footsteps,
footsteps I could hear stepping on the stone. The tip of his index
finger touched my forehead and everything went black. I must have
fainted or something.

 


When I came to, I was laying on the alter, stretched
out, the shining bright lights were gone. I sat up straight. I
wasn’t sure what had happened, but I didn’t forget I had met God. I
looked around to see if he was still there. He was rumbling around
stirring the concoction.

‘Hey there Vivi.’ He said, he came towards
me. ‘You’re scared, don’t be scared.’ He said. He flicked his hand
and pointed at me. Almost as if he was a magician, but instead of a
wand he just used his index finger, as soon as he pointed at me
there was a wave of calmness, a soothing confidence flowing through
my body.

‘You want to serve me right?’

I nodded. I didn’t know if I had to say yes
sir, or yes your highness, or yes your holiness. I shyly bit my own
lower lip. ‘Yes your Holiness.’ I said.

He smiled bemused. ‘Good.’ He said. He
nodded, his eyes went up and down my body and then I told me that
he only let the most humble and most subservient girls serve him.
He didn’t want to create any arrogant priests. He had me do some
chores, he had me kneeling on the floor again and I was rubbing the
floor cloth again over the tiles. He sat on top of the alter
looking down on me, dangling his legs back and forth. He first had
me finish his chores which I did with great enthusiasm, and then he
ordered me to come close.

He said there were more chores I could do for
him, there were more ways to serve him. I had to kneel in front of
him.

‘In order to serve me like a good girl you
will eventually have to touch me. Now as we’ve discovered you’re to
young yet to touch me, just the tip of my finger on your forehead
will bring you into this deep divine sleep, but as you’re serving
me I can’t have you falling asleep or fainting every time I touch
you or you touch me, so we have to practice a little bit.
Understood?’

I nodded.

First I had to kiss the floor on which he had
just stood. My lips were tingling like crazy, it was as if his
divinity had seeped into the floor and was now still touching my
skin. I became light headed and I felt a weird strange tingle in
between my legs as well. I’d never felt anything like it. It was
pleasurable, but also a little bit scary.

We tried it a few times, he stepped aside and
I had to kiss the floor were he’d just stood.

‘How does that feel?’ He asked.

‘Good, your Holiness’ I said.

‘Tell me more?’ He ordered, he snapped his
fingers and suddenly it was as if my mouth couldn’t stop talking. I
rambled on about the feelings in my lips about the feelings in
between my legs, he smiled almost with a boyish mischief on his
face.

‘Now shush.’ He said tenderly. When he raised
his arm up he could make the pleasures in my slit so immense I was
panting and squirming on the ground so overwhelming the sensations
were, and then when he lowered his hand again, the pleasures didn’t
really fade but they sank down to a background tingle. It was as if
he was controlling the feelings in my body, playing with them for
his own amusement, raising them up and then letting them fade away
again.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘Take of your robe.’ He
said.

With a little hesitation, that wasn’t
disobedience but mostly shame and insecurity, I took my clothes
off. He pointed at the robes and they started floating, just...
floating as if they were weightless, they floated towards him and
he picked it up between thumb and index finger, then he kissed my
robe, he threw it back at me and told me to put it back on. I’d not
seen exactly what part of the fabric had touched his lips, but when
I put it back on my entire body started trembling.

Then he took of one of his own shoes and
handed that to me. I had to kiss and admire his shoe, but that was
easy there wasn’t anything else I wanted to do. His foot, the foot
of God himself had been in this shoe. It was magical. I hugged the
shoe and kissed it and licked it. I pressed it against my chest and
even in between my legs. It was something that happened
automatically, without me thinking about it. I felt a bit insecure
and uncomfortable when I realized what I was doing. I didn’t
understand why I was doing it, but it felt good and God said it was
okay.

When I’d proven I could adequately worship
God’s shoe, he let me worship his other shoe, the one that still
contained his foot. I could feel his warmth, his divinity shining
over to me. Being so close to him made me a bit light headed, but I
tried my hardest not to faint, I wanted to prove myself to him. It
didn’t matter that my head was spinning with euphoria, that I
couldn’t think anymore. God was all knowing, all mighty, he’d know
what to do, he could bewitch me, he could make me faint or not
faint, whatever happened was exactly what he wanted to happen.

I didn’t faint. I kissed his shoe. I licked
his shoe. I pushed my face against it, I tried to put the entire
shoe in my mouth. I was so dazed and intoxicated by his
presence.

After a while he took his shoe of and asked
me if I was ready to kiss his sock. I wasn’t sure, but still I
nodded enthusiastically. God could read my mind, right? God was a
wizard. I kissed his sock and did exactly as he told me to do. Then
my cheek brushed passed his calf. His warm divine skin touching my
skin. I wasn’t prepared for that, a rush of energy through my body.
My mind was just shut off. I don’t know if I fainted or not. It
didn’t feel like fainting. It felt more like falling into some
catatonic state of shock. God talked to me. He explained something,
but I didn’t know what he said, until he snapped his fingers, the
moment he snapped his fingers suddenly my catatonic state was over
and I was myself again.

I was feeling limp and dizzy, but like
myself. God showed me a piece of black cloth. He said it were his
underpants, that before he would show me his penis I would have to
practice by touching a piece of fabric that had touched his penis.
He handed it to me. The fabric seemed to glow in my hands, and just
like with his shoe I wanted to rub it all over my body, I wanted to
kiss it and put it in my mouth, I wanted to rub it in between my
legs.

‘Go on then.’ God said. It was as if he took
away all my boundaries, all my self respect. I felt like an animal
almost, well compared to something so divine as our God I was an
animal off course. I just followed my instincts, my impulses, they
were too overwhelming. Until God told me that it looked like I was
getting used to it, then suddenly I could think somewhat more
clearly again. I started blushing, suddenly ashamed of what I
did.

Now I was ready to start touching his skin,
he said. First I was allowed to kiss his bare foot. I was lying
flat on the ground my lips pressing against the divine skin. God
was stepping onto me, pushing me even further into the ground,
telling me what a small human I was and how unnecessary and
meaningless my thoughts were in the face of his all knowing
mind.

Then he told me to roll over. I was lying on
my back now and God pressed his bare foot into my face. Then he
ordered me to hurt myself. I had to squeeze my nipples real hard as
I was kissing and his foot. I was so overwhelmed and dazed I didn’t
question him. He was God. I just obeyed. It hurt terribly, but yet
I couldn’t stop, God was in control. God was in total control. He
seemed to like that. He told me I was paralyzed unable to move and
then his foot ran over my body, he stepped on my nipples that were
puffy sticking out of my boobs, he pushed my legs further apart and
rubbed his foot against my pussy, all the while he was speaking to
me in this mesmerizing voice, he was explaining about pussies and
penises. I’d never heard of any of that. He said he was God and he
had a penis and that it was my job as his servant to pleasure his
penis. That that was a great honor, a great pride.

He told me to kneel and then he took his
pants of. Reassuring me, that while I might get a rush of hormones,
a rush of horniness and dizziness that I was ready, that I wouldn’t
faint and he was right. Off course he was right. It was amazing and
wonderful to see his legs, his underpants, he suddenly wore
underpants again, although I didn’t know when he had put them on
again, or maybe he never even get them off, maybe the practice
underpants were a different pair of underpants.

God said he needed to tie me down, so I
wouldn’t loose control, and turn into this animalistic maniac that
started to willy-nilly grope him. He didn’t need any rope to tie my
down, he just used his words, snapped his fingers and bam, I
couldn’t move my arms anymore. Everything was a haze. I don’t know,
maybe I’m skipping things, or maybe I’m not telling them in a right
order, but I was just so overpowered with admiration and devotion
that my mind didn’t work anymore.

I remember I eventually got to see God’s
penis. That it took me a while to get used to seeing it, and then I
was allowed to kiss it and lick it and after a while God trusted
himself in my mouth. His hand grabbed my hair and moved my head
back and forth. I kind of remember laying on the altar with my head
backwards and God thrusting his cock deep in my throat. His skin
rubbing past my lips, my tongue. His presence. His voice. His body.
I was sucking on his body, it was as if his divinity enveloped me,
swallowed me, as if his horniness and arousal was directly
reflected in my own body. As if I was a mirror, now, not even a
mirror, less than a mirror, I was just an empty vessel and empty
mind filling with the excess of his divinity, feeling whatever he
was feeling, and then something happened.

God warned me this could happen, that some
white stuff could come out of his cock. It filled my mouth. The
feelings were overwhelming, my mind just went blank, my body took
over, my body was trembling and squirming and panting and moaning.
I felt ecstatic, like I was in heaven, like I was part of God, and
God was part of me. I was orgasming, it was too much, it felt so
good it didn’t fit all into my body and then I just melted I guess,
the excess pleasure just seeped out of me.

 


I think I fainted. Although I vaguely remember God
putting his finger on my forehead and telling me to sleep. Almost
as if his fingers were injecting some sleepy stuff directly into my
brain. When I opened my eyes I was tied to the altar. At least it
felt as if I was tied, but I couldn’t see the robes.

God told me he wanted to make sure I was humble and submissive and
completely obedient. I wanted to say that it was scientifically
impossible to disobey God, but he kept on talking and eventually I
forgot what I wanted to say.

He handed me the wooden spoon that was used
to stir the concoction with, and told me to slap myself on the ass.
Quite curiously and quite amused I obeyed him. It was painful, but
something else happened that I didn’t know how to describe. It was
as if my body surrendered. Each time I spanked myself on the ass,
my body became more and more his, my mind turned blank, until I was
such a completely submissive devoted limp puppet that I couldn’t
hold the spoon anymore, I tried to hold it. I squeezed my hand
around the handle. I wanted to prove to God how submissive I could
be, how humble and devoted, but eventually I couldn’t anymore and
the spoon just slipped from my fingers. God chuckled and picked it
up, he gave me another few swats and then his hand cupped my
bum.

It was as if all the pain faded away, as if
he instantly healed me. He started stroking me. He caressed my
thighs, and my pussy, but he seemed most interested in my asshole.
Telling me that when he put his cock in my asshole I would almost
definitely be overcome by his divine power, so therefor he had to
numb my asshole so I wouldn’t feel it all that intensely.

First he squeezed and pinched my butt for a
little while saying the pain would cause my own body to create some
numbing hormones, and then he used some utensils putting some beats
in my ass and pulling them out, then when he said I was
sufficiently stretched and prepared he asked me if I thought I was
ready for his cock.

I told him I was, but he wasn’t convinced. I
had to really beg and try to convince him. I wanted to feel his
cock so bad, I could feel it press against my bum, sliding up and
down in between my butt cheeks. I squirmed and begged and
eventually God trusted his cock inside of my ass.

He told me that it was as if I had a
switchboard on my back, that he could control me. He could
completely control what I was experiencing. His fingers on my back,
when he pushed the one switch up and down he could make me feel
everything including the pain or he could make me feel really numb
down there, anesthetized almost, and with the other switch he could
either make me like it or make me hate it and with yet another
switch he could make me really horny.

He had fun adjusting those switches for a
little while, until eventually he let me have pain, he let me
squirm and hate it, and yet he let me be very very aroused about
it, so aroused that he eventually forced me to orgasm.

I was exhausted, but we weren’t ready yet,
after God himself had orgasmed inside of my ass and removed his
cock, he handed me a silver bullet shaped device and he told me to
stick it up my ass. He said it was a device that he controlled with
a remote control. He said he could either order the device to
release some sort of numbing cream into my ass so to relax a bit
from the pain, but that he could also release an aphrodisiac into
my body that would make me horny all over again.

He smiled and told me not to worry, that he
would give me a few moments to come to. I wasn’t sure why God
needed a device though. He could control me and my body with just
his will, but the device had some fancy sparkling stone on it, so
maybe he just thought it was prettier like this.

He told me to get him something to drink
because he needed a little break, and he also told me to get some
towels and washcloths and soap and then while he had his little
drink I had to clean up his cock. It was a great honor to do so,
because by now I was getting used to be in his divine presence I
didn’t even faint or feared I would faint. I just washed and cared
for his cock. He told me to clean his cock so thoroughly it would
be clean enough to lick and put in my mouth again. I worked hard,
but also securely. I wanted to do it so good, but I also wanted to
drag it out as long as possible. I liked being around him, it felt
good to obey him, to have my own thoughts be obsolete and to just
trust him and surrender to him.

When his penis was clean I still wanted to
keep on washing it, but somehow my mouth magnetically was drawn to
his penis, I tried to fight it but I couldn’t. I was licking and
sucking his cock. It seemed as if my body had been programmed to
react like this, or as if God was controlling me, although he
didn’t seem to pay me any attentions, he was just panting and
sipping from his drink.

Eventually he turned on the device making me
very very horny and then he told me to go lie down on the altar. He
tied me down and first his fingers were playing with my pussy. He
said it didn’t matter if I fainted or not. It didn’t matter if I
orgasmed or not. It just mattered that he could use me, that I was
there for him to use as he damn well pleased.

He fingered me for a little while and then he
shoved his cock inside of me. It was a marvelous feeling,
indescribable really. I felt euphoric and it was almost an outer
body experience. It was just so many pleasurable sensations, all
being controlled by him, by God himself. I didn’t really register
what happened, I may have passed out, multiple times, I may have
orgasmed so much I squirted a little bit of arousal out of my body,
because it was simply too much.

‘Feel my cock. Focus on my cock’ God said.
‘Feels good doesn’t it. Must feel unbelievably good for a young
virgin like you.’ And then... bam... I went over the edge again,
and every time he said how good it must feel for me it did feel
amazingly good.

Until eventually God orgasmed too, receiving
his sperm in my pussy was simply too much for me. I was out of this
world. When I came to, God was gone. I was nakedly lying on the
altar. The oval symbol was slightly glowing still, as was my pussy
still throbbing. I hurried to clean the altar, I hurried to dry all
the squirting puddles I’d made, and then I hurried to hop in the
shower and brush my teeth with the rest of the girls.

 


From that day onwards I always knelt and used to
floor cloth instead of using the mop.

***

 


 





Other Stories by this author that feature girls
eager for sex

 


The loving lesbians of Sweet Dreams Spa:

[image: ]

Romy is a young aspiring journalist who sets out to
expose a local spa for the drugs dealers that they are. After going
in for an interview she falls in love with Fay Williams, the CEO of
the nationwide Spa and Sauna chain. Romy very quickly becomes
addicted to the drugs, the sweet slumberous fumes in the sauna, the
relaxing injections and the private treatments offered by Sweet
Dreams Spa, and is turned into Fay’s malleable little puppet.

 


 


Top Secret Slut
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Angela is accidentally turned into a sex craving
nymphomaniac. The army has great interest in the chemical formula
that did this to her and so she’s kept in a secret base.

***

 


 





Note from the author:

Thanks for reading my stories! I hope you enjoyed
them. I certainly had a lot of fun writing them. If you want to
support me please leave a review with your favorite retailer.

 


Or if you want to connect with me, you can either
find me on Fetlife at username: Sara_Quill.

Or follow me on twitter: @Sara_M_Quill

 


For more kinky smut visit my Smashwords author page
and mark me as your favorite authors, so you won't miss out on any
upcoming short stories or novels.

 


###
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