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Office Toy Auction

I feel like the waiting is taking forever. Daddy told me it wouldn’t be long, but it has been. Sitting here in the back, with my leash attached to a notch in the table, sitting upright on my knees and never losing the rigidity in my back, I fight the desire to squirm. Squirming isn’t good. I look up at Uncle. Not my real Uncle, any more than Daddy is my real Daddy. But they are my family, all the same. Or have been. Until now.

Now, at 19, I’m ready for my sale. Daddy adopted me a long time ago, and I’ve always known this was my fate. That doesn’t stop me from being nervous. Who will bid on me? What if no one bid on me? Would that be so bad? I could stay here, with Daddy and Uncle. I’ve only had a year to train myself in the skills I needed. Uncle, noting my anxiety, smiles down at me and pats my head.

“It’ll be alright, love,” he said. I purr, leaning in to his heavy hand. I glance furtively at the crotch of his pants. It always did calm me down, having something to occupy my mouth…

My sex responds to the thought. Will I never see Uncle again? Will this be my last time feeling the comfort of his presence?

It may seem that I am an unwilling participant in all this, but it’s not true. At 18, I was given the choice to be trained or to enter the world. I was not afraid to go to college, having been a brilliant student all through high school. But I wanted to be a toy. I wanted to have my future decided, my life given over to another’s control. I suppose I’ve always known that I wanted this. Nothing makes my mouth water or my pussy drip quite like the word Master.

While I’m thinking this, I don’t notice that Daddy has returned. When I see him, I rise to greet him, presenting a full view of my long, sloping, teenage body. My breasts, heavy and exposed, react immediately to his sight. My nipples harden. My shaved delta quivers, drips. I’ve yet to know the pleasure of Daddy’s cock entering me, and I know I may never know it. The buyers like virgins. But that doesn’t stop me from wanting it.

Daddy smiles at my eager greeting. He speaks to Uncle in low tones, and then unclips my leash.

“It’s time, love,” he says, and tugs gently on my leash. Dropping to all fours, my stomach in knots, I follow him. To the stage. Where bright lights blind me, and a crowd of strangers hoot in appreciation of my appearance. I blush and cringe, but I follow Daddy all the way to the center of the stage. Slowly, the men out there in the crowd begin to settle down. Daddy clicks his tongue and I assume my position, kneeling reverently at his feet.

“Next up we have Violet, a 19-year-old toy with lovely C-cup breasts, pink nipples with light areolas, and an impressive rear. Turn around, Violet.”

I obey, turning on my knees and dropping to all fours to show off my ass. Daddy reaches down to slap me, and I thrill in it.

“Violet is a virgin, but she has a particular fondness for sucking cock, and she very much enjoys spanking. Up, now.”

I rise and turn again so that Daddy can grab and slap at my breasts, making them jiggle and redden for the appreciating crowd. Daddy beckons to the wings of the stage. To my relief and joy, Uncle enters, holding a familiar chain.

“Violet also enjoys nipple clamps…”

My back arches as Uncle Barry applies the clamps, the pain shooting pleasure into my clit.

“And bondage, of course.”

Uncle produces handcuffs, and my hands are bound behind my back.

“Now, before we begin the bidding, a demonstration…”

Uncle grabs my head in his hands, huge fistfuls of hair. He unzips his pants. My heart leaps. His cock is soft, but that just makes it easier for me to fit it into my mouth and suck. Groaning, I let the taste of him fill my throat. With my hands bound behind me, I’m limited in my movement, and as Uncle’s cock grows in my mouth I struggle to find an angle that will be comfortable.

Meanwhile, I can feel Daddy moving about. I catch a glance of a leather crop in his hands. Uncle yanks on my hair, pulling all my attention back to his rapidly swelling dick. I slurp myself up and down on the shaft, lapping at every inch my tongue can reach.

I feel the sweet sensation of leather trailing along my creamy white flesh. And then the sharp sting as Daddy flicks it on my ass. My body jumps, but my mouth never leaves Uncle’s cock. How can it, when he holds me in place so tightly? I’m dripping wet, and I wonder if the bright stage lights show it off to the crowd. Daddy lashes me again, my pussy quivering. My nipples are aching and puffy from the clamps, and now Daddy reaches for the chain and yanks it, my cry muffled as Uncle slides his cock into my willing throat.

He pushes until my nose is pressed against his pubic hair, and thrusts even deeper, determined to fuck me until my throat is raw and my lungs are completely deprived of oxygen. Tears streak down my cheeks as Daddy smacks me again and again, in time to Uncle’s thrusts. My body is abused between them. My arousal grows and grows, Uncle’s scent filling my nose, Daddy’s familiar force on my backside. Finally, I’m squirming and moaning.

Daddy sees my need and slaps the crop between my legs, against my throbbing clit. I buck, spilling juices down my thighs. Eyes rolling up to Uncle, I see he’s preparing to cum in my throat. Daddy slides the crop between my legs again and I shake, knees going weak, grinding myself against the leather. Uncle’s cock throbs, then bursts, and he fills my throat.

Daddy slaps my clit one more time and I collapse, thrusting my hips against the air, cumming while Uncle fills my belly with his seed. The crowd appreciates this. Uncle rips himself from my mouth, cum and saliva trailing from my lips. My nipples are numb now, my shoulders beginning to ache from my hands bound behind my back. I am turned back to the crowd, Uncle holding me up by my hair since my body is weak from climax.

Daddy turns to the audience as well, and his voice fills the room.

"Now we’ll start the bidding at $100."
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$2,000.

That’s how much I am worth. Not too bad, for a 19-year-old virgin’s lifelong sexual servitude.

I spend one last night with Daddy and the rest of the daughters. Those of us who have been sold sleep with him in his bed, cuddling close together for the last time. In the morning, we are dressed in identical black robes and handed over to the men who will deliver us to our futures.

I am dropped off like a package in front of a nondescript office building. It is too early in the morning for any normal 9-5 worker to be around, but when my deliverer knocks on the door, a man answers it. Wearing a blue fitted suit, he has brown hair and what some might consider “kind eyes”.

They aren’t quite so kind when he sees me.

“Aha,” he says. “A bit late, aren’t you?”

He is looking at me while he says it, but it’s clear that he’s speaking to the man who is at my side, holding a form to be signed.

“Traffic,” my handler says, holding out the clipboard. This must be Master.

“Right,” he says, scribbling his name. “Well, thanks. Come on, slave.”

Now, he is definitely speaking to me, and holding the door open. I cast one final look over my shoulder, at the car that brought me here. The car that could just as easily bring me home to Daddy. But it won’t. It never will. This is my home now. Wherever Master is, that is my home.

I follow Master through a small office with very few cubicles, into a partially-obscured inner office. One wall is glass, and on the other side I can see what appears to be a conference room. The entire office is decorated in a style that implies intense boredom. Very different than the dark velvets of Daddy’s office, and the sharp modernism of the house I shared with the other daughters.

The office door closes behind us, and we are alone. I’m not cold in my short, black, silk robe, but I shiver anyway. Master does not notice, or does not care. My only other clothing is my collar. It comes free with purchase. I am holding my own leash, and I lay it on the desk for him to take. It’s his now, just like me.

“I think you’ll find you lucked out with us,” Master says as he goes around the desk to sit on a wheeled office chair. I remain standing, not having been told to do otherwise. “I run a very small, but very successful company. I bought you as a morale booster for my staff. There’s five in total, not including me. You’ll meet them in time.”

Master studies me for a reaction. I dip my head demurely.

“You’re a virgin.”

He says it with a smirk on his lips.

“Yes, sir,” I reply.

“Wonderful. Now, since I went to great expense to get you, I think I’ve earned the right to break you in before the rest of my staff.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, my nerves on edge. I’m prepared for my first penetration, but that doesn’t mean I’m nervous about it. I’m very nervous, indeed. I barely know Master. I wish I’d been able to lose my virginity to Daddy or Uncle, but I know this is what I am meant for.

He studies my body again, like he hadn’t gotten enough of it when I was on stage. He beckons me forward, rolling back in his chair to create a space between himself and the desk. I move to him, standing before him in my black robe. Without meeting my eye, he reaches forward and unties it quickly, pulling it open with one tie. He growls as my young, creamy body is exposed.

“Nice,” he says. “Very nice.”

He glances up at me and smiles.

“I told you, you’re lucky,” he says. “I happen to enjoy a woman’s taste. Get on the desk and spread your legs. Show me what a nice little slut you’re going to be.”

Wordlessly, I obey, getting onto the desk and spreading my legs, my robe falling uselessly around my arms. He rises above me, his huge form even larger from my lower vantage point. My nipples harden under his gaze, pussy dampening despite my fear. Truth is, I love being at a strong man’s command.

I sigh as he reaches for my chest, grabbing my breasts roughly, kneading them and pinching my tender nipples. My clit responds automatically, hardening. He assaults my chest with his hands, treating them as his property, which they are. When he leans in and begins to suck at my nipples, I moan and squirm.

His grip moves to my hips as he suckles my breasts in turn, biting down on each nipple like a wild animal. A hand moves to my hair and fists it, pulling my head back so hard that my whole body follows, until I’m splayed out on the desk while he stands above me. I feel his fingers dart to my wet slit and test it, shoving inside me until they meet resistance. He grins.

“Very nice,” he growls, and then disappears from view. He is between my legs, his breath hot as he blows it across my clit. His fingers are still inside me, testing me, spreading me. I squirm, leaking juices onto his hand and desk. My body is primed for pleasure. The moment his tongue meets my clit, jolts of electricity shoot through my body and I squeal.

“That’s right,” he murmurs. “You love it. You love being a little whore, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I answer, words failing me as he licks me again. “I love it…”

His tongue flicks me hard, then circles my clit before flicking it again. My hands grip the edge of the desk as I drip pleasure, my hips bucking. When he dips low to lap at my slit, I squirm. My heart is beating hard, climax building inside me. Feeling this, he returns to my clit and begins to lathe it with his tongue, sucking it between his lips, drawing the edge of his teeth over it until I’m paralyzed with sensation.

“Do you want to cum for your Master?” He demands an answer, fingers still pressing against my pussy, testing the limits of resistance.

“Yes, please, Sir,” I moan.

“Then do it,” he barks, and diving forward he nips at my clit. The sensation is torture and bliss at the same time, and I explode in his mouth, shuddering all over as my climax rips through me. He eyes me darkly from between my legs, watching me cum for him. And as soon as I begin to come down, he’s above me again, between my legs, unzipping himself.

“Don’t get used to that,” he sneers. “I expect you’ll be too full of cum most of the time for anyone to be interested in licking you. You’ll be expected to keep yourself clean, of course. Failure to keep yourself appealing will result in punishment.”

“Yes, sir,” I moan, coming down from my peak. He is released now, his cock angled against my spread and dripping pussy. He slides it up and down between my lips, and I realize this is it. I’m about to be deflowered, by my Master. I clench all over, unable to contain my fear of the pain.

“You know this is going to hurt, don’t you?” He says with a grin. I nod, eyes wide, watching him spread my juices all along his shaft. “Good. Because I’m not going to be gentle. You’re my property. I’m going to use you however I want.”

He’s ready to prove it. He pulls my knees wide and settles his cock against my entrance. I close my eyes.

“I want you to watch,” he orders, and leans forward enough to slap me. “I want to see the pain in your eyes.”

I obey, heart racing as he slides a little further into my virgin pussy. I’m terrified…but also excited. Master is proving to be a lot more demanding and rough than I thought, and I like it. I like being a worthless little slut.

“In fact, why don’t you go ahead and beg me?” He grins. “Beg me to take your virginity.”

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, Master. I need you to fuck me. I need you to rip me open and deflower my teenage body. Please…”

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” he groans, and thrusts forward in one slamming stroke. Pain floods my synapses. The world goes white as he tears me in two. He dips down with his hips, driving himself forward until every inch is nestled inside my pussy, tearing into me with no regard for the pain I’m in.  

“Nice and tight,” he breathes. “Time to break you in.

He pulls out, then slams inside me again, a new wave of pain rolling through my body. I cry out, keeping my eyes open so he can watch my pain. It drives him faster, his cock ramming into me again and again, blood mixing with my juices as he fucks me for the first time ever.  Slowly, so slowly, the sensation changes. I begin to moan instead of cry. My hips rise to meet his. I am gone, lost in this new and total pleasure. He fills me with each stroke, and each time he pulls away I am empty and desperate for more.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Get used to it, slut. This is your life now. Just a fucking toy…”

He groans, reaches forward, grabs my chest. Burying himself inside me, he cums, pinching my nipple; the sensation overwhelms me and I cum, my cunt milking every drop of seed from his shaft. His cum splashes the walls of my pussy, fills my womb for the first time. I am truly, entirely, his.

Until, that is, it’s time to share me.
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I’m still dripping Master’s cum when he attaches my leash and brings me, crawling, into the main office. Now, as the workday begins, there are people at the cubicles. They turn to look at me, smiling. I count four men and one woman, the woman in a far corner. She rolls her eyes instead of smiling. Master tugs at my leash and I realize I’ve slowed down, overwhelmed by these new faces, and the knowledge that I am not at their utter disposal.

I am theirs to use however they want.

Master leads me to a far wall, where a small metal loop is protruding from the plaster. He clips my leash to the wall. The men are standing up and coming to gather around me.

“Well, as promised, I’ve bought us a new morale-boosting toy for the office’s pleasure,” Master says, putting one hand on my head. I am comforted by it, already attached to my Master. “She’ll be here every day, for anyone to use, whoever they see fit. Fuck her, make her suck your dick – or clit, Julie – piss on her, make her drink your cum out of a mug…whatever you want. She’s a piece of furniture. Now, of course, there are some limits.”

The men are listening with interest, but mostly they’re looking at me. One is a red-head. Another is very fat. A third is balding, and the fourth is grey-haired. The woman is very small, and she’s listening from her desk.

“I paid good money for her, so don’t ruin her by defacing her,” Master says. “And be considerate. She’s for everyone to use, so don’t go making her too disgusting to touch at 9 in the morning. Treat her like the kitchen. Clean up after yourself, don’t break shit. Otherwise…”

He moved his hand from my head and crossed his arms, smirking.

“Enjoy.”

And just like that, he was gone. Leaving me alone with these four strange men who I will soon be intimately familiar with. For a while, they just look. At my perfect, round tits. At my curvy ass. At my bright brown eyes and fresh, young face.

“I don’t know what you lot are waiting for,” red-head says, unzipping himself. “But I’m going to see what this baby can do.”

He steps forward, cock in hand. Grabbing my hair, he forces my head to his shaft. I open my mouth, not needing any instruction. He provides some, anyway.

“Suck it, bitch.”

I wrap my lips around him, sucking him into my mouth. While I am busy sucking his cock, I feel hands landing all over my body. Pinching my nipples and rubbing my breasts, splitting the lips of my pussy and thrusting inside me. Within seconds, I am on the verge of climax again at their rough treatment. I am an object. A toy. A receptacle for cum.

I feel someone yank at my hair and guide my head away from red head’s cock, where another cock waits for me to suck and worship. It’s the grey-haired man, and his cock is very, very big. It’s a struggle to fit it into my mouth and then down my throat, but I manage. Saliva runs down my chin and over his balls as he forces my nose against his pubes, fucking my throat.

There is laughter as I perform my duties, sucking one cock and jerking the other in my hand, while allowing my body to be pinched and slapped and used at will. The fat man gets down on his knees and buries his face in my chest, sucking my nipple roughly, biting it until I am moaning and spasming.

I am in ecstatic agony as I suck one man and jerk off another, letting all these hands tease my body, plunge into my clit, tease my still-untouched rosebud. My head is yanked again, and I go back to sucking the red head’s cock.

I can’t really see anything properly, because I keep being yanked back and forth from one cock to the other. Both men are really fucking my throat hard now, both impatient. But I can feel someone approach me from behind, and thenI feel a cock driving into my pussy. I’m still so sore from losing my virginity, but the pain adds to the sensation, and I groan and writhe in pleasure.

“Urgh, nice, tight, fuck,” the man behind me grunts. His thrusting forces me to fall forward onto my hands and knees. The fourth man, the fat one, is stroking his cock while I’m fucked by the other three, waiting his turn.

The red head grabs my head, thrusts into my throat, and explodes inside me. I swallow him deep, thankful for the seed filling my belly. I’ve been well-trained to hunger for cum at all hours of the day.

At the same time, I keep stroking the other man, and feel him throbbing as well. I don’t get there in time to suck him into my mouth, and he comes on my tits and in my face; the men laugh at me as the fat man steps forward, ready to give me a taste of his cock.

The man between my legs is fucking me hard now, and I’m almost too distracted to cum. Almost. My body aches, my muscles so tight they feel like they could snap at any moment. The fat man has a fistful of my hair in his hand, and he holds my head in place, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth. He pulls away, saliva trailing behind.

“Suck my balls,” he barks, and shoves his wrinkly sack in my face. It’s not the most appealing smell or taste, but I dutifully lick and suck his wrinkled balls until they’re drenched in my saliva. Then he pulls away and goes back to using my mouth like a pussy, fucking deep into my raw, abused throat.

The man fucking my pussy groans. He is close to cumming, and so am I. My body tenses up. I want to cum with the feeling of his seed inside me. When he releases with a moan, filling me with hot, sticky seed, I shudder and spark with my own climax. The two men whose cum I already swallowed are stroking themselves, watching their new toy cum while pinned between their coworkers.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” one says. “Wait. What about her ass?”

My ass is still untouched, and I don’t relish the thought of my first time. But I steel myself against the pain, knowing it has to happen sooner or later. The man who was fucking me gets to his feet, and the fat man pulls away. They stand in a circle, regarding me.

“Alright, but I want to fuck her,” the red-head says. “I’m hard again.”

“Get under her, then,” the fat man says. “I’ll fuck her ass from behind.”

“And I’m stuck getting her mouth again?” the bald one complains.

“C’mon, she’s gonna be here forever…”

After some discussion, during which I am allowed to slightly recover, they get into position. I am straddling the red-head with the fat man behind me, his belly heavy as it rests on my ass. The bald one grumbles, but he yanks my mouth onto his cock again, fucking me harder this time, clearly angry.

At the same time, hands on my hips pull me down, until the red-head is buried in my cunt. I groan at the sensation, my clit rubbing on his torso. The pleasure is short-lived. The cock pressing against my asshole moves forward, and I am split in half for the second time that day. The bald man’s cock muffles my scream as the fat man slides all the way into my virgin ass, lubricated by the cum and juices that had been leaking from my pussy.

“Oh, my god,” I hear him groan. “So tight. Shit…”

“Jesus,” the red head says from below me, where my tits are dangling in his face. He begins to thrust from below, fucking my pussy, now super tight as I’m filled in all three holes. I can’t move. I can only let them fuck me, as hard as they want. Which is hard. Very hard. Hard enough for me to start crying at the pain of it, the overwhelming sensation. My tears please them, and they go faster, harder, pushing me past my limits.

The fat man’s weight on my body pushes me down, crushing me, the red head nipping and lapping at my tits in his face. The man in my mouth is raping my throat, his balls against my chin, my nose pressed to his pubes. They’re all throbbing, growing inside me, ripping me apart.

The fat man cums first, filling my ass, rope after rope of hot sticky seed flying up my asshole. I clench around him, and the intensity triggers the man below me, he cums with a groan, pumping into my cunt. I cry out, muffled by the cock in my throat, which soon bursts, adding a third load of seed to my hellish experience.

They linger inside me, all of them, drawing out their pleasure while prolonging my pain. When they pull out, it’s a relief. But I also feel emptier than I ever have in my life. I pant for breath, covered in cum, dripping from all holes. I think, for now, my job might be done for a while. I am wrong.

[image: ]

“I don’t think it’s fair for you boys to have all the fun,” a female voice says. The woman from the corner desk pushes through the crowd. She is slight and short, but pretty. She wears a tight pencil skirt and pushes a rolling office chair. The crowd parts for her, chuckling and murmuring. She eyes me with disgust and plops herself down on the chair, inches from my kneeling, cum-covered body. She hikes her skirt up, so no one but me can see the delta between her legs. She pulls her panties to the side.

“Get over here,” she barks. The men enjoy this, but seem to respect this woman enough not to be overly raucous about what they’re about to see.

I’ve been trained in all sorts of pleasure, including female pleasure. All Daddy’s flock would engage in mutual masturbation and cunnilingus, preparing ourselves for anything a Master might want us to do. That we often enjoyed it didn’t hurt. Now, as the small girl sits before me, legs spread wide and smirking, I crawl forward until I’m kneeling between her knees.

“Go ahead, whore,” she hisses. I lean in and begin to lap at her spread lips. Tasting her sweet arousal, I dance my tongue against the outer flesh of her pussy, spreading her upper lips to find her clit. She moans and grabs my head, pulling me to her pussy. My tongue crosses her clit again and again, suckling it between my lips.

“This is too fucking hot, I’ve gotta go in again,” a now-familiar voice says. His presence comes behind me, lifts my hips, and soon I am being filled again from behind. My body shudders and I moan into her cunt, feeling the man behind me dig deeper and deeper into my soaked pussy.

“God fucking dammit, she’s a good little slut,” the girl moans, arching her back. I reach up and find her breasts, small but firm behind the tight white shirt she wears. She unbuttons a few select buttons so I can slip my hands inside and touch her flesh. Gently teasing her nipples brings more pleasurable moans from her mouth, and she writhes in the seat, juices dripping, my tongue lapping them up. The taste of female pleasure is so different than men’s sperm. I prefer the latter, but I also enjoy a woman’s taste.

Her breathing is starting to go shallow, her whimpers getting loud. The man behind me slams into my body, using my ass as leverage to pummel my dripping slit. Clenching in pleasure, I moan against the girl’s hard clit, and the vibration makes her gasp. My face is coated with her arousal, and I suck her clit between my lips one more time. She cums, bucking, forcing my entire face into her pussy, my nose buried in her pubic hair and my pussy wracked with shudders as I cum with her, the man’s cock bursting seed into my cunt.

I have now taken four separate loads of cum into my pussy, on the very day I lost my virginity. I wonder, vaguely, as the woman and man both back away, if other daughters face similar situations. I was under the impression that most Masters keep their slaves to themselves. But I will get used to this. I will love it. I will be their furniture, their slut, their toy. It’s my calling, after all.

Now, spent and somewhat disgusted by my unsightly appearance, the employees lose interest and return to their desks. I relax myself onto my knees, sitting patiently, waiting to be used again. The room fills with the sound of typing, phones ringing, chatter. Lunchtime comes and goes. Master comes out to look at me in my disgrace, pleased. He unclips my leash and leads me to the bathroom.

“Wash up,” he says. “You look awful.”

I obey, washing myself with hand soap until I’m mostly clean. Some parts of me, of course, will never be clean. At least not without a full shower. He leads me back to the office, clips me to the wall again, and leaves. He returns once more, with a sandwich on a plate. When I rise to take it, he pulls it away.

“Pets don’t eat with their hands, do they?” he snaps.

“No, sir,” I say, stomach growling. He puts the plate on the floor and kicks it towards me. On all fours, I eat like a dog from the plate. My ass is in the air, and apparently this arouses the bald man again. When Master leaves, he comes up behind me.

“Keep eating,” he says. “I like that.”

The food is tasteless as he fucks my ass, tearing me open, barely anything to lubricate me. Cumming inside me, he pushes my face into the crumbs on the plate and calls me every dirty name you can imagine. I cum when he slips two fingers inside me, feeling myself grow accustomed – and highly aroused – by this treatment.

Finally, the workday ends. The staff begin to gather their things. Master appears in the office doorway to say goodbye. A few cast looks in my direction, but mostly they ignore me. When we’re finally alone, Master comes to me, unclipping my leash again.

“You’ll be living with me, obviously,” he says, and I feel a burst of radiant love in my heart, the first sign that my training has not been in vain. I’m excited to go home with Master. I’m excited to live with him and be his toy, his pet, at home. He could keep me in a cage and starve me, and I would be gratified by his mere presence. He tugs on my leash, and I keep my eyes on him the whole way out the door, unable to contain my excitement. This is my new life.

And I love it.


Punished for Teasing my Boss

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

But Mr. Stevens proved that wasn’t true.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It took me a full day to notice it.

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

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

And then it hit me.

This was one of those nanny cams!

Oh, my God!

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

How rude! The nerve!

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

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

Except whiskey is really gross.

I got three sips down and almost puked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shocked, and scared.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I really wanted him to see the video.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh,” I said, confused. “Um…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anything but that!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished.”

“No one’s punished me since…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mr. Stevens, what are you…”

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

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

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

“No,” I whimpered. “But…”

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

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

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

“Mr…Mr. Stevens…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha…what are…”

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

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

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

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

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

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

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

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

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

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

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

The bookshelf with the teddy bear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled for the camera.


Doctor’s Orders

I squirmed in my seat. I was so nervous. The receptionist smiled at me. There was no way she knew what I was really here for, right? I made the appointment myself, and drove here myself. My parents had no idea I was here. When I made the appointment, I said it was just for a check-up.

But I wasn’t looking for a normal check-up. I’d already come in right after school ended, after my 18th birthday, to get some vaccines I needed for college. I was going to school in town, but I still wanted to live in the dorms for the full college experience, and they required certain vaccines for that. So I’d already had my yearly check-up. But the receptionist hadn’t mentioned that when I made the appointment. Did that mean she suspected the real reason I was here?

Dr. Goode’s booming voice snapped me out of my thoughts.

“Jenny!” he said, and I looked up to see him towering over me. “Nice to see you again. Come on back with me.”

I immediately felt a little better. Dr. Goode – or Dr. G, as we called him – had been my doctor since I was a little girl. He was great, always knew how to make a shot seem like nothing and how to make me feel better when I was sick. That’s why I’d come to him. Because I had questions, and I didn’t trust anyone else to answer them.

He led me to one of the exam rooms. It was very babyish, but that made sense, because Dr. G mostly saw little kids. He’d even mentioned, at my last appointment, that it was probably time for me to start seeing a general practitioner. And I agreed with him. But for now, for this, I wanted someone I already knew intimately. Someone I was already comfortable with.

The door clicked shut behind us. The room was cold. I automatically hopped up on the exam table, the white paper crinkling beneath me. Outside, it was hot as could be, so I was just wearing a little spaghetti-strap dress. Now, I kind of wished I had a sweater or something.

“Now, Jenny, let’s see…it says here you’re in for a check-up? But didn’t I just see you for a check-up?” Dr. G frowned as he looked over my chart. I bit my lip, studying him for signs of judgement. But he just looked curious.

His eyes were kind, a dark brown that almost matched his chocolate skin. He was a really big guy. I remember when I was little thinking that he must be some sort of giant. But a friendly giant, with a nice laugh. Dr. G was probably in his 40s, but he clearly took care of himself. When I grew up a little bit, enough to think boys were cute, I had a little crush on him.

Maybe that’s part of the reason I came to him, too.

“Yes,” I sighed. “You did. I’m not really here for a check-up. It’s more personal than that. I was just embarrassed to say it on the phone.”

“I see,” Dr. G said, smiling. He put the clipboard with my chart on it down and folded his hands on his lap. He looked way too big for the little stool he sat on. I looked away, not sure I could maintain eye contact while I spoke to him.

“Well, you know, I’m going to college soon,” I began. “And in high school…well, we had health class but…they really didn’t teach us anything about…that.”

“About what, Jenny?”

I bit my lip again.

“Sex,” I said, quietly. He nodded, patient and calm. I took a deep breath and continued.

“But, you know, I heard college can be pretty wild. And I don’t…I’m scared to go to college without really knowing anything, you know? I mean, I’ve never even seen a penis, and I’ve never done…you know…that.”

“Oh,” Dr. G said, glancing at my chart again. “But I thought I prescribed you birth control a year ago?”

“Just for my periods, remember?” I said.

“Right,” he answered, now rubbing his chin as he looked at me. “Well, you know, Jenny, you’re a beautiful young woman. I’m sure you’ll acclimate quickly to the college life. I know it can be scary.”

I knew that men found me beautiful. I have long red hair and blue eyes, C-cup breasts and lots of curves. But I never felt beautiful. I felt like a big, stupid virgin. While all my friends were off learning how to please their boyfriends, I was too afraid to even look at my pussy in a mirror!

“But…well…I just…I mean, okay. I want to know…well…is sex fun? Because all my friends love it. And one time…oh, this is so embarrassing.”

“You never need to be embarrassed,” Jenny, Dr. G said. He reached out then and touched my knee, and warmth flowed up my thigh. I felt comforted…and a little excited. I was talking about sexy things with my big, handsome, black doctor, and he had his hand on my knee and…

Well, I was getting ahead of myself.

“So…one night, my friend stayed over. And we watched this movie, it was pretty sexy. Not a porno, but pretty sexy. And when it was over, my friend said she was turned on, and she said her…her…coochie was wet. And she asked if I wanted to see it and…”

I was blushing hard now.

“And you did?” Dr. G said, smiling softly. His fingers gently stroked my knee. I felt even better than before. He understood!

“Yes,” I said. “I was just curious. So she took her panties off and showed me. And she showed me her button…her clitoris. And she said I could rub it, and it would make her feel really good and have an orgasm. So I did. It was weird. I didn’t really like it, but it was fascinating to watch. And she seemed to love it so much. She was wiggling around and screaming and getting all wet. And then she got all wild, and then it stopped. She said she had come. She wanted to do it to me, but I was too scared.”

“I see,” Dr. G said. “So you’ve never touched yourself, Jenny?”

I shook my head.

“And no one has ever touched you?”

I shook my head again.

“So you’ve never had an orgasm?”

“No, Dr. G. But she made it look really fun. And I’m afraid that if I go to college without really knowing how to…you know…how to have an orgasm…maybe I never will. I mean….I just want to do it before I go, you know? Get it all over with and see what all the fuss is about. I want to learn everything about sex before I go to college, so that I’m not the weirdo virgin prude!”

It all came out of me in a rush, but as soon as it was out, I felt better. And it felt even better that Dr. G was still smiling, still rubbing my knee.

“Jenny, would you like me to teach you about sex? Would you like me to teach you how to orgasm?”

I did, didn’t I? Wasn’t that the whole reason I was there? I was scared, but I nodded. His eyes gleamed and he smiled wider.

“I would be happy to help you, Jenny. But if you’d like me to show you feel what your friend felt, I’ll need you to be completely naked. Can you do that for me?”

I nodded. I was a little embarrassed; I hadn’t been naked in front of a man for as long as I could remember. But Dr. G was a doctor. It was okay to undress in front of your doctor. I got to my feet, the paper sheet crinkling as I moved, and pulled my dress up over my head. Dr. G smiled, his eyes approving as he looked over my body. I was glad that he thought I looked okay! I undid my bra, letting my C-cup breasts fall out. I bit my lip, realizing that my nipples were hard – it was cold in the doctor’s office.

“It’s alright, Jenny,” Dr. G said, as though he could read my thoughts. “It’s perfectly natural for your nipples to be hard.”

I smiled back and leaned down to peel off my panties. I’d shaved my pussy the night before, because I figured that would make it easier for him to see everything down there, in case he needed to examine it. My skin was all goosebumps in the cold room, and I crossed my arms over my chest. Dr. G frowned then, and shook his head.

“No, Jenny,” he said. “Don’t cover yourself, please. It will be much easier for me to help you if you don’t try to hide yourself.”

“Oh,” I said, dropping my arms to my side. “I’m sorry, Dr. G.

“That’s quite alright, Jenny,” he said, smiling kindly. “Would you please turn around for me, just for a moment?”

Did he want to check my butt? Well, alright. I turned around, and I thought I heard him release a hard breath, but I could have imagined it.

“Very nice, Jenny,” he said. “You can turn around now.”

“Does everything look alright back there, Dr. G?” I asked, turning back to face him.

“Oh, yes, Jenny,” he said. “Quite alright. You can sit down again, please.”

I hopped back up on the table.

“It’ll be best if you lie down,” Dr. G said, and I lowered my back down against the crinkly paper. He stood and came to stand at my feet. He looked very big from this angle. His hands reached out and touched my thighs; a strange thrill rushed through my body. I watched his dark hands roam over my pale skin, his palms soft. He grazed my flesh gently with his nails, and I found myself squirming slightly, pressing my thighs together. My nipples were still tight and hard, but now they felt kind of tingly. I wanted to touch them, but I didn’t know why.

“What are you feeling right now, Jenny?” Dr. G asked, meeting my eyes with his, still smiling kindly.

“Umm…” I was too embarrassed to answer. I knew I must be blushing bright red.

“This will only work if you’re honest with me, my dear,” he chided gently. “I must know how your body is reacting, to make sure everything is alright.”

“Oh,” I said, still feeling his nails grazing my skin, up and down my thighs. “Well, my nipples are tingly…my breasts feel…heavy? And I feel all squirmy inside, but in a good way?”

“Very good, Jenny,” he said. “Do your nipples feel like you want to touch them?”

I nodded. Thank god he knew! That must mean it was normal.

“Would you like me to touch them for you, Jenny?” Dr. G asked, moving to the side of the table, casting a shadow over me. I imagined his hands on my breasts and nodded. I wanted that very much.

“Alright, Jenny,” he said. “But in the future, I’d like you to answer me with words, alright? Don’t just nod your head.”

“Alright, Doctor,” I said. He moved to the edge of the bed, half-sitting on it, and reached out for my breasts. Immediately, I felt a rush of warmth and pleasure, his hands covering my breasts and massaging them gently. The milky-white of my skin made his hands look even darker, and I liked the way it looked almost as much as I liked the way it felt.

“You keep calling them your breasts, Jenny,” he said. “That’s just fine. But you can also call them your tits. Men like that. And if you do things men like, they will reward you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I said, squirming harder as he cupped and kneaded my breasts, moving them in small circles around my chest. He licked his lips and touched my nipples between two fingers, tweaking them slightly.

“Ohhh,” I moaned, arching my back, wanting more. My nipples weren’t tingly anymore; it was a million times better. I never wanted him to stop touching them, twisting them…

“Does that feel good, Jenny?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I moaned.

“Do you know that I can do something that will feel even better?”

What could possibly feel better? I shook my head. Suddenly, he twisted my nipples hard – almost hard enough to hurt!

“What did I say about answering me?” he said, looking disappointed. I scolded myself for forgetting.

“Sorry, Dr. G,” I said. “I don’t know what you could do to make them feel better.”

“Well, watch and learn,” he said, smiling softly. I watched his head lower, then his lips closed over one of my nipples and he sucked gently. I felt something between my legs, like a rush of heat and warm liquid. He flicked my nipple with his tongue and I moaned. His eyes found mine, his head pressed to my tit, one hand still playing with the other. He switched between them, sucking and licking my hard nipples, his hands never leaving my breasts, my body responding wildly.

“Oh, Dr. G,” I moaned. “That feels so funny…so good…”

“I’m glad, Jenny,” he said, rising from the table. The minute his hands left my breasts, I whimpered, not wanting it to stop. “Now, I think you’re probably ready for the next step.”

He moved around the table again, trailing one hand down my stomach and pausing at my feet.

“Open your legs for me, Jenny,” he said.

“Yes, Doctor,” I said, letting my thighs part. I could feel myself getting wet down there. Just like with my nipples, I wanted to touch myself between the legs.

“Now, Jenny, you can keep playing with your tits while I show you what your pussy is for,” he said. “Does that sound good?”

“Yes, Dr. G,” I moaned, eager to keep playing with my nipples. My hands moved to where his were, and I felt relief flooding through me – and something else, too. Something deeper.

“Now, I know you have some stupid name for your pussy,” he said, his fingers crawling up my thighs again. “A coochie. Something like that. But we will call it what it is: a pussy. Or a slit. Or a cunt. That’s what you have between your legs, Jenny. Understand?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I moaned, barely able to comprehend his words as his hands trailed closer and closer to that wetness between my legs.

“You are very wet,” he growled. “I can see you dripping onto the paper.”

“I’m sorry, Doctor,” I said, suddenly filled with shame. But then he smiled at me, and I felt better.

“No, Jenny,” he said. “That’s a good thing. A very good thing. That means you’re ready to feel what your friend felt. You’re ready, right?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I moaned, feeling like I was going crazy with each passing second. I needed him to touch me…

I felt his hands finally reach my pussy, and then he drew one finger between my lips down there. I screamed in pleasure as he drew the finger upward and touched the button at the top of my sex. I was all wet, and his finger was wet with it, too. He rolled his finger around the button in a slow circle.

“This is your clit,” he said. “When you please a man, he might reward you by touching it. It feels good when I touch it, right?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I panted, my hips moving as he rolled his fingers around my clit again and again.

“Soon, you are going to have an orgasm,” he continued. “Also known as coming. Are you ready to come, Jenny?”

“Ohh…yes…Doctor…ohhh,” I moaned, feeling something inside me throbbing and building. My muscles were all tense, and I kind of felt like I had to pee.

“Good girl,” Dr. G said, and he rubbed my clit faster. A second later, I went numb all over, and then I felt like I was exploding with good feelings, my skin tingling, my stomach falling, my muscles releasing. More juices made my pussy even wetter, and I could feel my insides clenching over and over.

“Doctor,” I cried. “I…oh, I think…yessss…”

“Did you enjoy that, Jenny?” Dr. G asked, pulling his fingers away. I was reeling, but I managed to croak out a reply.

“Y-yes, Doctor,” I said.

“Would you like to feel that again?”

I wasn’t sure. It had been so…intense! But it had felt really good, too. I bit my lip.

“Yes?” I said, voice weak.

“That’s not a very convincing response,” Dr. G said, chiding me again. “Why don’t you ask me to make that happen again?”

“Oh…ok. Dr. G, can you make me feel good again?” I asked. He smiled, and I was happy to have pleased him.

“Yes, Jenny,” he said. “I’m going to do it a little differently this time.”

“Oh, what do you…” I started to ask, but before I could finish the question, Dr. G had put his head between my legs – and his mouth on my button! It was even better than his finger! I could feel his warm, wet tongue circling my clit, and it send heat all through my body.

“Ohh,” I moaned. “Doctor…that’s amazing…”

He growled against me, and I could feel the vibrations all the way up my spine. I thought this was very strange and dirty, but it felt so good, and it couldn’t be wrong if Dr. G was doing it. I was very wet down there by then, and my hips were all tight. I felt like there was a spring in my stomach, tension building. I couldn’t stop myself from grinding against Dr. G, and I even put my hands on his head, feeling the stubble of his hair.

I closed my eyes, and then felt something new. There was something poking against my entrance, something hard and kind of rough. I opened my eyes; it was Dr. G’s finger, and he slid it right into my pussy. I felt him move it inside me, and the spring in my stomach uncoiled. Everything rang, my body going stiff, then limp, as I came again. I was sure I was crying out, but I couldn’t stop myself. This felt a million times better than the last time. Slowly, the good feelings started to die down, and I was left slumped against the table as Dr. G came up from between my legs. He wiped his mouth.

“Doesn’t that taste bad?” I asked, thinking that I wouldn’t want to be licking a girl’s slit like that.

“No, dear,” Dr. G said. “To a man, that’s one of the best tastes on earth. And you might be surprised that you like it, too. Do you want to taste?”

I crinkled my nose. What did he mean? He rose to a stand and came to my side, his finger slick from my juices.

“Try it,” he growled, and it sounded more like a command than a suggestion. He’d been right about everything so far, so I decided to go along with it, letting him slip his finger into my mouth. I sucked it clean, surprised that I didn’t really mind it. It made me feel a little funny again, tasting myself on his fingers. I even moaned a bit. I think I mostly liked sucking on his finger, having something in my mouth. He pulled it away and I glanced down; even through his white coat, I could see something stiff poking up from between his legs.

“Is that your penis, Dr. G?” I asked. I didn’t think doctors were supposed to get their penises hard when they were with a lady patient.

“Yes, Jenny,” he said. “That’s what happens to a man when a girl like you is naked and coming for him. It’s nothing I can help. But now, I need to show you something new. I think you’ll like it.”

“There’s more?” I asked. I already felt like my body was spent. But Dr. G nodded, still smiling kindly. He’d made me feel really good. I owed it to him to keep going.

“There’s much more,” he said. “But for now, I want to show you how you can suck a man, just like I sucked you.”

I crinkled my nose again. I didn’t think I wanted to do that. But he already looked like he was going to scold me if I said no, so I agreed.

“Okay,” I sighed. “What should I do?”

Dr. G pushed the front of his lab coat around his back, so I could see how stiff he was behind his pants. I was just about face-level with his penis.

“Take my cock out,” he said. “Unzip my pants and take my cock out. And call it a cock, or a dick, not a penis.”

“Okay, Doctor,” I said, and reached forward, fingers shaking. I unzipped his pants and gasped as his cock came out. It was way bigger than it looked in the Sex Ed book! I could barely fit my hand around it! How was I supposed to get this into my mouth?

“It’s very important that you learn to please a man, Jenny,” Dr. G said. “You’ll find it’s more important than anything you learn in college. Now, I’m going to teach you how to suck a cock. You’ve had popsicles before, haven’t you?”

“Of course,” I said.

“Treat my cock like a popsicle. Keep your teeth far away from it, don’t bite down, but lick and suck it like the most delicious popsicle you’ve ever eaten. Can you do that for me?”

“I think so,” I said, hesitant. I felt his hand come to my hair and stroke it gently, then he made a fist around my ponytail.

“We’ll start slow. Stick your tongue out,” he said. “Like when I tell you to open your mouth wide and use the wooden stick on your tongue.”

I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out. So far, so good. Then, I felt Dr. G’s hand start pulling me towards his cock. I shifted on the table, the paper crinkling again. And then I could feel the tip of his cock between my lips, against my tongue. My eyes went wide at the taste and feeling. It was kind of like having his fingers in my mouth but…better, somehow. I looked up at Dr. G to see if I was doing it right; I was sucking on the tip and rolling my tongue around it. He groaned and pulled my mouth away.

“Good, Jenny,” he said. “Now lick up and down the shaft. Slowly.”

That seemed easy, too, and I put my hand around the bottom of his cock, lifting it slightly so I could get at every side with my tongue. I started to lick it from base to tip, back and forth, making it all wet and slippery. His hand around my ponytail got a little harder, almost to the point where it hurt.

“Now, open your mouth again,” he said, and I obeyed, waiting for him to put the tip in once more. But he went farther than the tip this time. He went almost all the way in! I gagged as the tip of his cock went into the back of my throat, and tried to pull away, but his hand held me in place. I looked up at him, questioning, and he smiled down at me.

“Relax, Jenny,” he said. “It’s alright.”

His silky smooth voice made me feel a lot better. I even relaxed, like he said. His hips moved, and I felt his dick move in my mouth, sliding against my tongue, in and out of my throat. I could taste something musky drip down the back of my throat; my eyes were beginning to water and my lungs could barely get enough air, but I was really enjoying the sensation of making Dr. G feel good with my mouth. My pussy was even tingling again, and dripping onto the paper.

Dr. G groaned, and his hand on my ponytail stiffened. His hips jerked faster, and I wondered if he was about to feel what I felt before – an orgasm. I knew that boys shot out cum when they climaxed, and I was curious about if he was going to shoot it in my mouth. I thought it was supposed to go in my pussy, but Dr. G would know best. I closed my eyes and let him use my mouth as he wanted to, waiting to feel his semen in my throat.

Instead, I felt him pull away.

I opened my eyes, surprised.

“I wasn’t doing good?” I asked, a little scared that I’d done something wrong. His cock looked even bigger than before, and it was all wet from my spit.

“You did great,” Dr. G said. “Do you have any questions before we move on?”

Move on? What did that mean?

“Well…” I said, realizing I did have a question. “Does a black dick taste different than a white dick?”

He grinned.

“Every dick tastes different, Jenny,” he said. “Black or white, you’ll never find two dicks that taste the same.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. So do you want me to suck it more, now?”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “Not if you really want to know everything. That’s why you came here today, isn’t it, Jenny?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please, teach me everything.”

“Then you’ll need to let me fuck your pussy,” he said. “I know you’re a virgin, and you might be scared, but if you really want to know everything about sex, you need to actually have sex.”

I blushed. I thought that maybe something like this would happen – eventually. But I knew that losing your virginity was supposed to hurt, and Dr. G was so big…

“Jenny, think of it this way,” he said kindly. “You can give your virginity to some boy who doesn’t know what he’s doing, and doesn’t care about you, or you can let me fuck you now. I know how to make it feel good for you, and I care about your health and wellbeing.”

That was a good point. I didn’t want some guy who didn’t know anything taking my virginity. It would be better to let Dr. G do it, so I knew I was in good hands.

“Okay,” I sighed. “But won’t it hurt a lot?”

“It might,” he said, nodding sagely. “But that’s all a part of the process. When it stops hurting, I promise, it will feel very good. And it will make me feel good, too. You want to make me feel good, don’t you, Jenny?”

“Oh, yes, Dr. G,” I said, nodding. “Of course I do!”

“Great,” he said, patting my cheek and smiling. “Then I’ll need you to roll over onto your stomach, and then get on your hands and knees.”

That didn’t seem right. There weren’t many pictures in the Sex Ed book, but none of them had the girl on her hands and knees.

“You must trust me now, Jenny,” he said, voice grave. “It’s very important for you to trust me.”

“Okay, Dr. G,” I said, and did as he said. The paper stuck to my back and crinkled under me as I got into the position he said. I felt his hands on my hips, yanking me back, and then I gasped as I felt something pressing against my pussy lips. I looked over my shoulder; Dr. G’s dick looked even bigger this way, his hands dark against my pale skin, his cock very black against my pinkish skin.

“It’s very good that you’re so wet,” Dr. G said, sliding his cock up and down my pussy lips. When the head of his cock rubbed my clit, I moaned, letting the good feelings fill my stomach again. Soon, though, he stopped sliding, and the head of his cock pressed against my slit.

“I’m going to do this fast, so it doesn’t hurt for long,” he said. “Count to three with me, Jenny…”

I was very afraid, but I wanted it to be over with, too. I closed my eyes and bit my lip.

“One…”

He moved a little closer, the tip of his cock spreading my lips wide.

“Two…”

His hands squeezed my ass, making sure I couldn’t move too much.

“Three.”

I fell forward and bit the paper as he slammed his cock into me. My body was on fire with pain, a splitting sensation between my legs, a sob escaping my lips. I cried a little bit. My pussy felt like it was stretched beyond its limits, Dr. G’s cock breaking me open. He was breathing hard behind me.

“The worst is over now, Jenny,” he said. I moaned in relief as he slid out slightly – but then he slid right back in! I groaned, hands grasping the paper sheet, and tried to think of nice things. But by the third time he slid in and out of me, I didn’t need to think about nice things. I was feeling nice things.

“Oh,” I moaned, surprised at the sensation overwhelming my body. “Oh, Doctor, this is…”

“It’s good, isn’t it, Jenny,” he said, his cock moving in long, slow strokes. I felt like I was being filled in places I’d never known existed. “This is the best way to please a man. And when you please a man, he’ll please you, too.”

That sounded good. One of Dr. G’s hands slid around my hips, and his fingers dipped between my lips again, finding my clit. He was fucking me harder then, and rolling his fingers over my clit in a steady rhythm. Oh, it felt amazing, and I could feel that same coil in my stomach, tensing and tensing.

“Dr. G,” I moaned. “I think I’m gonna…oh, again…”

“Yes, Jenny,” he growled. “Come on my cock. That’s what you’re meant for.”

He used one hand to rub my clit, and I cried out in surprise when his other hand moved and a finger pressed against my rosebud. He slammed into me faster with each stroke, and now he wiggled his finger into my ass, filling me from both ends until I was moaning and thrashing in pleasure.

“You want it harder?” Dr. G asked. “Tell me, Jenny. Ask me to fuck you harder.”

“Yes, please, Dr. G, fuck me harder! Oh, god, I need it harder, please,” I begged, and he went faster, thrusting into me like a machine.

“I’m going to come in you now,” he growled. “If you don’t come before then, I can’t help you. So you’d better come, Jenny. Listen to me. Do what I say. Come.”

“Oh, g-g-god,” I cried, desperate to please him. He slid his finger deeper into my ass and pinched my clit, driving himself deeper than ever inside me. Release finally came, and I shook and bucked beneath him, spilling my juices all over his shaft.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Now take my cum…”

I could feel something warm and wet bursting inside me, splashing against my pussy walls, driving my climax deeper and deeper. My whole body was clenching wildly, almost like I was squeezing the cum out of him with my pussy. He released what felt like an ocean of cum into my virgin pussy, letting me ride him through my climax and then giving me even more. When he finally slid out, he was limp, and I groaned. I felt sore, but satisfied like never before.

“Oh, Dr. G,” I said, rolling over and watching his cum drip from my pussy. “That was so good. Is that everything there is to know?”

He smiled at me, shaking his head.

“Not really,” he said. “There’s much more to learn, in fact. I’d like to see you again next week. Just make an appointment with the receptionist on the way out.”

“Okay,” I said, very excited to learn more. If it all felt as good as this did…

“And I’d like you to touch yourself, every day, between now and then,” he said. “Try to do to yourself what I did to you, alright? It’s very important that you come once a day, or more. This will keep you limber, relaxed, and ready to please a man whenever it’s necessary. Doctor’s orders, alright?”

“Alright, Dr. G,” I said. He zipped himself up and handed me my clothes from the floor. He stopped at the door before he went out into the office to see his next patient.

“And Jenny,” he said. “You’ll want to stop at a pharmacy on your way home. I want you to buy a water-based lubricant. You can ask the pharmacist where to find it. I have Vaseline here, but a water-based lubricant will be much more pleasant for our next lesson.”

With that, he was gone, and I was left wondering what our next lesson might be. I wondered if it had something to do with the finger he slid inside my rosebud. Only time would tell. But I was very excited to go home and start practicing. I vowed that by the time the week was up, I’d be able to come whenever Dr. G told me to. He would be so impressed! I was glad that I had such a great doctor…and I wondered if he ever did house calls...


Taken by my Personal Trainer

I got my first credit card when I was 18. And the first thing I bought with my first credit card was a membership at the local gym. I paid extra for a personal trainer. I wanted to get fit. Not just kind of fit, not just in shape – I wanted to be the Jessica Rabbit of my town.

I didn't have that far to go; despite my belly, which has more than its fair share of rolls, 36-C cup breasts generally get plenty of positive attention. My ass was big enough, and firm enough, to almost balance a glass on it.

My thighs had their cellulite and my BMI was on the wrong side of “normal”, but I was always under the impression that my good parts more than made up for all that. I had long blonde hair that went all the way down to my hips, and bright green eyes. A little elfin nose and a pair of pouty lips and I wasn't wanting for much in the looks department.

So why was I so crazy to improve my body?

As usual, because I'm a girl, I was doing something for a boy. My boyfriend, Liam, had been growing more and more distant since we graduated high school. We both went to the community college in our town, and we spent a lot of time together since so many of our friends were away at school. Frankly, he just didn't have many friends to hang out with – neither did I. Which made it so weird and scary when he started spending less and less time with me. And the time we spent together just seemed different. He didn't seem as interested in me.

I was really worried that he was going to break up with me. Or, worse, that he was leading me along while cheating on me with some tramp. He always said he didn't need anything more than I wanted to give him, physically; we made out tons and he would touch my breasts sometimes if I felt like letting him. But what if he was lying?

Well, I decided that I was going to get so hot that he'd be stupid to break up with me or look at any other girl, no matter how much she wanted to put out!

That first day at the gym, I met my personal trainer. The gym was actually closing up, or getting close to it. There weren't too many people around and he had just finished up with another client, a young girl who looked really, really fit. She didn't have my curves, but she was definitely hot.

The man who signed me up for the package called the personal trainer over and introduced him as Tyrone. Tyrone smiled wide and took my hand, the pressure of his handshake almost painful.

But looking at him – now, that was really painful. Not because he was ugly. The opposite. He was hot as the sun, and just as bright. With dark mahogany skin, big chocolate eyes, bright white teeth and a shaved head, he was one of the most handsome men I'd ever met. And his body – oh, boy. I could certainly tell why he was a personal trainer. He wasn't wearing a shirt, and a light shimmer of sweat covered his twelve-pack abs and rock-hard chest.

I had to swallow to make sure I wasn't drooling.

I was here for Liam, not to ogle my personal trainer!

“Nice to meet you,” Tyrone said, and wouldn't you know it; even his voice was sexy! Like smooth jazz with each syllable. “I didn't catch your name?”

“Karen,” I said, nearly choking it out. Was I blushing? I knew I was probably blushing. He dropped my hand, his smile patient and kind.

“Are you used to working out? Know your way around a gym?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. I'd come prepared to work out, just in case, but this was actually my first time being in a gym. I had my hair up in a ponytail, gym shorts, a sports bra and a tank top. Tyrone glanced over my body quickly; I assumed he was just making sure I was dressed appropriately.

“Well, we'll definitely need to start you with a tour,” he said, flashing those pearly whites again, and nearly melting me in my shoes.

“Oh,” I said. “Right now?”

“Not tonight,” he shook his head. “Come back tomorrow, same time. Alright?”

“Yeah, for sure, definitely!”

I felt like I was walking on air when I left. I didn't really understand why, but I liked the feeling. I also didn't really understand why I was so excited to go back, or why I kept thinking of Tyrone when I was lying in bed that night. Why thinking of him...his dark skin...his smile...had me feeling overheated even in the air conditioning. I tossed and turned, too excited to sleep. But I needed to be well-rested for my workout the next day!

Eventually, sleep came, and now I was dreaming of Tyrone! I dreamed that he was kissing me, like Liam did, but it was so much better. I was feeling wet and strange between my legs. I rubbed my thighs together and moaned – and I woke up, suddenly, when I actually cried out, loud enough to wake myself up. My heart was racing, I was sweating, and my panties were all damp. Confused and irritated, I changed and went back to bed, trying to force myself not to have any more dreams. I guess it worked, because when I woke up the next morning, I felt great!
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Tyrone was true to his word. The first thing he did was give me a tour. But it wasn't just a tour, it was also a workout!

The gym was near closing time, again, but he insisted we'd have enough time. Still, the more we went at it, the more people left. Tyrone told me he'd have me doing weight training along with cardio. He said that both are okay on their own, but they really work best together.

“Like men and women,” he said with a smile, and I smiled back even though I didn't really get it.

The first thing he showed me was how to do some simple stretches using a towel and a block. Easy enough! Then he took me to the bench press machines; he explained the muscles that bench pressing works.

“Girls freak out about bulking up to much, but it really doesn't happen,” he said. “Mostly, bench pressing actually increases your femininity – makes your chest really stand out and supports your assets, if you know what I mean.”

I didn't really know what he meant but I laughed. He stood towering above me and told me to lift the bar, lower it to my chest, and then push it back up. The very first time I tried it I nearly died! I almost dropped the bar onto my throat. I really wasn't very fit. Luckily, Tyrone was there to catch the bar. He frowned a bit.

“We'll certainly have to work on that,” he said. I was disappointed in myself, because he seemed disappointed in me.

“Let's try it this way,” he said. This time, he held the bar, too. I lowered it slowly to my chest; the way his hands were positioned, I could feel the backs of them against my breasts, and something tingled where they touched me. But then he was lifting, and so was I, and we were putting the bar back on its supports.

“Again, six times,” he barked – I could see, now, that he wouldn't always be so nice and smiley! But I did what he said. Every time his hands came down, they pressed on my chest, right where my nipples were. And every time, I felt that tingling thrill. I was looking straight up at Tyrone as he towered over me; he was so impressively built, like a black god. My eyes kept traveling between his legs, but I didn't know why.

Eventually, we moved on. A few stations later we were at something he called the squat bar. At this point, the only other person in the gym left. And then one of the front desk guys shouted across the room:

“Hey! Ty! You stayin'?”

“Yup,” he hollered. “Still wanna work out after this. I'll lock up!”

That's how I figured out we were alone, a fact which maybe should have scared me, but didn't. If anything, I liked that we'd be alone. Less eyes on me, judging me. Anyway, he was about to show me the squats. I watched as he put a heavy bar over his shoulders and squatted down. Simple,  right?

Not so much.

I failed, again. And he looked disappointed, again. But then he was behind me.

“I'll help you, Karen,” he said. He slipped his hands around me, right under my chest, his fingers underneath my breasts. I felt like all the wind was knocked out of my, my skin crawling in a good way. I got my bearings again, cheeks burning, and lowered down. This time, with Tyrone's help, I managed to do it! I felt really proud of myself.

“Ten times!” he barked right into my ear, making me shiver. I obeyed, letting him help me down and then help me back up. When we went down, I could feel my ass pressing against him, between his legs. That made me feel really crazy, like I wanted to take all my clothes off and...

Well, I didn't even know where to start!

When we were done with squats, we went around the rest of the gym. Finally, with my muscles aching and my confidence shattered from doing almost everything wrong, Tyrone led me to the locker rooms.

“You can change, shower, everything in here,” he said. “Bring your own lock, ok?”

“Ok,” I said, and he must have heard how forlorn I was. He crossed his arms and sighed.

“What's wrong?” he asked.

“I just...I'm no good at this,” I said. Defeated, I crossed the room and sat on one of the wooden benches. He followed, but remained standing in front of me.

“No one's good at this at first,” he said reassuringly. “You did fine for your first time ever at the gym. Really, Karen.”

“Really?” His kind words lifted my spirits, and when I looked up at him I felt like I could trust him with anything.

“When you feel like quitting, remember why you're doing this. Why are you doing this, Karen?”

“My boyfriend, Liam,” I said. “I think he's losing interest in me. So I want to get really hot, so he can't possibly break up with me!”

Now, Tyrone frowned again.

“Karen...you should do this for you, not for a boy,” he said.

“But I love Liam. I want him to stay with me,” I argued.

“If he doesn't love you anymore, losing weight isn't going to help that,” Tyrone pointed out.

“Why not? I mean, I think everything else is ok...we always have fun together. I'm nice to him. He's nice to me. We're really good friends,” I explained. “He's my best friend.”

“Your best friend? Or your boyfriend?” Tyrone asked, one eyebrow arched. I pouted my confusion.

“My boyfriend,” I said.

“Are you sure about that? What's the difference between a boyfriend and a best friend? Do you treat him like a boyfriend?”

“Duh,” I said. “I wouldn't hold hands with my best friend. Or, like, go on dates.”

“And what do you do for your boyfriend, that separates him from your best friend?”

I blinked.

“Well...um...I give him rides when he needs it. You know, home from a party if he's been drinking. And...I'm always there for him. He can talk to me about anything. He knows that. At least, I think he knows that...”

“That's not exactly what I mean, Karen,”  Tyrone said, smirking a little. I tried to figure out what he did mean. What did I do for Liam? Well...

“I cook dinner for us sometimes,” I offered. “We don't live together or anything, but if we don't feel like going out to eat...”

“Karen,” Tyrone chuckled. “That's still not what I mean.”

“Well, what do you mean?” I asked in a huff, annoyed by his snarky, knowing smirk.

“I mean in bed,” Tyrone said. “What do you do for him in bed?”

“Oh!” I gasped. I hadn't expected him to ask a question like that. Was it even any of his business? I didn't think so! But that dumb smirk on his face said otherwise, like he had a right to know.

“Nothing,” I said, putting my nose up in the air. “I'm waiting until marriage. Liam knows that, and he's okay with it.”

Tyrone chuckled again and shook his head slowly back and forth.

“Your poor boyfriend,” he said. “No wonder he wants to break up with you. Princess, you've got to know he's lying when he says he's okay with an arrangement like that.”

“He is not!” I protested. “I let him kiss me as much as he wants, and he can even touch my...well, you know. My chest. As long as it's over my bra...”

“So basically, you're teasing him,” Tyrone said, and now he rolled his eyes. “That's even worse than holding out on him. You get him all hot and bothered, let him get a little squeeze of those tits, and then shove him out the door. Man, if I had a woman who did that, she'd be out the door in a second.”

I was flaming red now. He'd called them my tits. That was bad enough, but every word he said seemed so...true. Liam did always try to go further. And he did seem frustrated sometimes.

“But...I'm not sure I want to let Liam go any further,” I said, looking down at my feet.

“Then don't,” Tyrone said with a shrug. “A man should never force you to do anything. But don't expect him to stick around, either. That's not fair. A man needs to get off, Karen. You get that, right?”

I shrugged. I hadn't learned much in high school, but I knew that boys sure did care a lot about sex.

“And, frankly, you're missing out,” Tyrone went on. He grabbed the ends of the towel draped around his neck and rocked on his heels. He was taller than me by at least two feet, and with me sitting down and him standing up, it was even more obvious.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, it's not like sex feels bad for chicks, if you know what I mean. I mean, you touch yourself, right?”

Wow! No way! I blushed so hard, they ought to have called the fire department. I felt like my tongue was too big for my mouth. I shook my head, hard, my long ponytail whipping back and forth. Tyrone's eyes nearly bugged out of his head.

“You're telling me you've never touched yourself? Not even a little bit?”

“No,” I said, only able to muster a squeak. He was looking at me like I was an alien just landed on earth...and I kind of felt like that, too.

“Daaamn,” he said. “Well, that's your problem baby girl. You need to learn how good it feels, and you'll be begging Liam to slip his dick inside you.”

“Erm...I don't think so,” I said. My heart was racing. Tyrone gave me an odd look, then came and sat down beside me on the bench. He smelled so masculine and....hot. Being so close to him was a little intimidating, but I swallowed hard and turned to meet his big, chocolate eyes.

“Why not? You don't think your body is just like every other chick's?”

“Well, no,” I said. “I'm sure I'm perfectly normal, but...well, I never really thought about it, really. I just thought sex was something you have to do when you love someone.”

“Have to? Man, you're seriously messed up,” Tyrone said. “No offense.”

How could I not take offense to that?

“I'm not messed up,” I pouted.

“Alright,” Tyrone said smoothly, and patted my knee. His hand was huge and dark against my skin, and I felt the heat of his palm surge up my thigh right to...

Oh, well...that was strange...

“So you're saying, when Liam kisses you, and touches your tits, you don't feel anything?” Tyrone asked.

“Well...” I tried to ignore the feeling between my legs, but I could practically see my heart beating out of my chest. “It feels good, I guess.”

“Just good? Never exciting? You never feel your nipples get hard? You never get wet?”

“Get wet?” I asked, not even caring about how naughty the conversation was anymore. I was kind of intrigued. By his questions, but also by the way my body was responding to his hand on my knee.

“Between your legs, girl,” he said. “Your pussy. Does your pussy ever get wet?”

Oh. That. Well, I had sometimes felt like I was wet down there. In fact...I kind of felt like I was wet down there right now. My mind kept thinking about what it would be like if Tyrone slid his hand further up. I'm sure my cheeks were apple red.

“Maybe a little, sometimes,” I whispered. I looked down, no longer able to hold his gaze.

“Maybe this boy just isn't very good,” Tyrone suggested. “How does he kiss you?”

“How? Well...I guess we just...kiss, like normal, and then he sticks his tongue in and he wiggles it around,” I said. Tyrone laughed out loud, and I cringed, wondering what was so funny. When he laughed, he squeezed my knee harder, and my heart leapt a little faster.

“Wiggles it around? Baby girl, a real man doesn't 'wiggle it around'. A real man can fuck you with his mouth. When a real man kisses you, you'll feel like doing all sorts of things.”

“Really?” I asked, blinking up at him. Without thinking about it, I scooched a little closer. “What's so different?”

“I can't tell you,” Tyrone said, his face falling into a more serious expression as he regarded me. “I can only show you. Do you want me to show you, baby girl?”

I choked. No way! That'd be cheating...right?

“Don't worry about Liam,” Tyrone said. “He'll call me up and thank me for teaching you a thing or two, I promise.”

“Well...”

I really did want to know what Tyrone was talking about. And I really didn't want him to pull his hand away. I bit my lip, looked up at him, and nodded.

“Alright, princess,” Tyrone said with a smirk. “Let's do this.”

He turned towards me, grabbed my chin in his hand, and pulled me close. His lips caressed mine, gently at first, then harder. As soon as our flesh touched, I felt like there were fireworks going off in my heart.

His tongue gently pressed against my lips and I let them part, wanting to taste him and let him in. He swallowed my moan as his tongue slowly explored my mouth. He tasted like kiwis and salt, and I was nearly sitting on his lap, desperate to get closer. His hand on my chin spread out so that he held one side of my face, his fingers splayed over my cheek, holding me in place while his tongue tickled the roof of my mouth and probed my cheeks and massaged my own.

His other hand, still on my knee, was squeezing hard; then he pulled, so I was sitting facing him, and wrapped that arm around my waist. He pulled away a little bit, only to plant a series of small, light kisses against my lips while I cooed and moaned, overwhelmed by the amazing new sensations he awoke in me. I was straddling the wooden bench, and my hips kept angling down and shifting, so that there was pressure between my legs. Oh, that felt so good. And my breasts felt really heavy, my nipples all tingly. I arched my back to press them harder against his chest.

“That's right, baby girl,” Tyrone muttered against my flesh. “That's how you're supposed to feel.”

He led a trail of kisses down my cheek, up my jaw, to my ear. I gasped as he sucked my earlobe between his thick lips and nibbled it. Meanwhile, his hands roamed downward, until I felt them land on my breasts, cupping them from below.

“Oh! Tyrone! Wait,” I moaned, arching into his grip even as I protested. He pulled away at once, and my body immediately screamed its disapproval.

“I guess that's a lesson, anyway,” Tyrone said, sounding a little miffed. “Maybe you'll let Liam touch your tits, if you won't let me...”

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I'm so confused. That felt so good. I felt like I wanted...my nipples feel all tight and...”

Tyrone smirked.

“You're horny,” he said. “You want to orgasm. Your body wants to, anyway. Don't you even know that?”

I shook my head, biting my now-swollen lips.

“How do I...how can I...do that?” I asked.

“Bitch, you pushed me away before I could show you,” Tyrone laughed. “If you want to cum, you better let me do whatever I want to that hot little body of yours.”

I gulped hard. He was saying such dirty things, but they were making me feel even hotter inside.

“Uptight white bitches,” he snorted, and turned away. I grabbed his bicep, marveling at how hard it was. It was like grabbing a statue.

“Wait,” I pleaded. “What if...maybe you could just...”

I really wanted him to touch my breasts. My nipples felt like they actually hurt from wanting to be touched. He waited expectantly.

“Maybe you could just touch my....a little bit?” I gestured to my chest. “You'd like that, right?”

“Princess, call them what they are,” Tyrone said. “They're tits. You've got tits and nipples. A man wants a woman who can say words like that. You've got a pussy, too. A cunt between your legs. Just like I've got a cock. A man wants a woman who'll beg him to fuck her tits, suck her nipples. If that's what you want, Karen, you better ask me for it.”

“Oh,” I moaned, squirming. I'd never said words like that before! But I did want it...so bad. “P-please...Tyrone, will you please touch my...my tits?”

He smirked and grabbed the bottom of my shirt, sliding me across the bench until I was practically in his lap again. A second later and my shirt was gone, only to be followed by my sports bra. My tits were bare, milky white and bouncing. Tyrone licked his lips, staring at them like they were a Thanksgiving dinner.

“Now, these are some beautiful tits,” he said. “You should let every man on this earth play with these babies, little girl. You'd be doing us all a big favor. God damn.”

He reached for me, and I groaned in sweet relief as he finally held my tits in both hands, kneading and massaging them in his massive palms. My nipples, hard as pebbles, sent shocks all through my stomach, down between my legs, as he worked my flesh. He started gentle, but soon enough he was grabbing me roughly. And I liked it. I liked watching his dark hands on my tits, squeezing and clutching them like he owned them.

And just when I thought it couldn't get any better, he leaned in and sucked one nipple between his lips. I cried out, my voice echoing off the tiles in the locker room, as he nibbled and licked at my breast. He pinched my other nipple between his fingers, then switched, always teasing one nipple while sucking and kissing the other.

There was a crazy heat in my stomach, and I grabbed his shaved head, pulling him tight against my body. He groaned before pulling away, smacking his lips and looking up at me with hungry eyes. The minute he broke contact, I could feel my body wanting more. I definitely felt wet between my legs, and my hips were jerking against the wooden bench.

“If you really want to wait,” Tyrone growled, “I can show you something else you can do for Liam. Something he'll really love, enough that he probably won't leave you.”

Flustered, heart racing, overheated, I nodded. My blonde ponytail bounced as I moved my head, and Tyrone grinned.

“You can tell what's happening to my dick, right, baby girl?” He asked. I looked down, and was surprised to see that his gym shorts were standing up in the middle. I opened my lips in shock and confusion, shaking my head. “Damn, bitch, did you go to catholic school? I'm hard, baby girl. Look...”

He grabbed the top of his pants and rolled them down; his penis sprang into view, at least ten inches long and thick! It was blacker than the rest of his body, the tip glistening with a drop of liquid. I could feel my mouth watering just looking at it. I knew I wanted that thing...I just didn't know where, or how, or why. I gazed up at him, waiting for him to explain.

“You're gonna suck this cock, baby girl,” he said, reaching out and grabbing hold of my ponytail. “You're gonna make me cum with that pretty mouth of yours. Trust me, Liam will love it if you do this to him. Now, open wide.”

My mouth opened alright, but it was mostly from shock. But it was enough for Tyrone to shove the tip of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail like a lever, pushing me down into his lap. I groaned, spit flowing down his long, black shaft, as he thrust his hips upward. That shiny drop at the tip of his cock was musky and hot as it slid down my throat.

“Aw, yeah,” Tyrone groaned. “That's it baby. Taste every delicious inch. You better learn to love this, Karen, 'cause dudes sure as hell love it.”

My response was muffled as he fed me another inch of his massive cock. My eyes were watering as my nose struggled to take in enough breath; his fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Slowly, as I got used to the feeling, I started to really like it. I had my hands on the bench, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened.

“That's it? Baby girl, you're gonna have to relax,” Tyrone growled. “Get ready, princess...”

He slammed his hips upwards, while his fist forced me downwards. I would have cried out at the sensation of his cock pushing into my throat, but of course I couldn't make a noise.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Tyrone groaned, and held me tightly in place. “Now eat up, little girl.”

I wasn't sure what he meant...but I learned quickly. I felt his cock throb, then a burst of heat as he came inside my throat. His cum tasted salty and musky and was thick as it slid down my throat; his hips jerked with each spurt, feeding me each precious drop.

It felt like he had gallons of seed to unload in my throat, and by the time he released my ponytail, I was gasping and raw as his cum filled my stomach. The feel and taste and dirtiness of it all had me squirming and humping the bench, my whole body feeling like it was dripping with need. Tyrone was breathing hard, but he was smiling as he looked at me.

“Think you can do that for your boyfriend?” he growled. I nodded, whimpering and biting my lip. “But I bet you still feel pretty horny, don't you?”

I nodded again, harder this time.

“Well, there's something he can do for you, too,” Tyrone said, licking his lips. “But you know, only good girls deserve to cum. You sucked my cock pretty good, so I guess you've earned it...”

I was panting, dizzy with the sensations in my body.

“...but you shouldn't always expect it,” Tyrone went on. “I'm willing to show you, since it's your first time and I'm your personal trainer. But you should be happy to just have the chance to suck a man's cock. Even if he doesn't do anything for you. You can always fuck yourself with your fingers. Do it while you're sucking him off and swallowing his load, just to show how much you love the way his cock feels filling your throat. Because you do love it, don't you, Karen?”

“Yes, Tyrone,” I moaned. “I love sucking cock. I want to do it again...”

He chuckled.

“Soon, maybe,” he said. “Now, lie down and take those shorts off. Spread your legs wide for me, baby girl.”

I didn't know what he planned to do, but I was willing to do anything for my big, black personal trainer. I didn't want to give him my virginity, but anything else he could do to me would be fine. I lay back on the bench, my nipples still hard and pointing up at the ceiling, and shimmied out of my shorts and panties. Tyrone whistled, low in his chest, as he looked at my naked teenage body. His hands came to my tits again, kneading them hard.

“Good girl,” he said. “Very fucking good. I'm gonna taste this nice, fresh cunt...”

His hands moved down, across my tummy, towards my sex. I moaned, hips jerking upwards, as he reached even lower, his hands grabbing my inner thighs and spreading them wider.

“We'll make you more flexible,” he murmured, almost as an afterthought. I wondered what he could see down there; I was definitely wet. Could he see that? If he couldn't see it, he could sure as hell feel it, because he slid a finger against my entrance.

“Oh, my GOD,” I cried out as he slipped the finger into my virgin pussy. My hips immediately swiveled and thrust down, wanting his finger to go even deeper. He smirked, pulled his finger away, and replaced it with two. He started stroking my pussy, stopping after a few inches, when there was something in there that resisted him. Even so, his slow and steady strokes were driving me wild.

And when he leaned down, eyes glued to my bouncing tits, and blew a hot breath across my clitoris, I moaned so loud I was sure someone could hear it from the outside. When he finally wrapped his lips around my clit, I was primed to melt against his mouth. My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing to cum.

“P-please..please, sir...please, Tyrone, oh god, I want...I need...oh, fuck,” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked. He growled, thrust hard against my pussy, and gently grazed my clit with his teeth. That was it. I came. I flooded his mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. Tyrone kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp on the bench, my breath hard and uneven.

“See, princess?” he growled. “Pretty fucking good, right?”

He leaned back, wiping his lips. I rose to my elbows and noticed that his dick was hard again, standing between his legs. His eyes followed mine and he grinned.

“Yeah, that'll happen,” he said.

“Want me to suck it again?” I asked. “Can I, please?”

He shook his head, and I felt disappointed.

“Your mouth is pretty sweet, but I'd rather just fuck you,” he said with a shrug. “You've already done everything else, Karen. You're barely a virgin anymore. Now, why don't you give your body what it really wants, and let my big black cock into that tight slit of yours? It's been a while since I got a chance to pop a cherry. I love the way virgins scream...”

I was shocked by the suggestion, reeling from his naughty words. But I was dripping wet, tingling again at the thought of losing my virginity in a gym locker room, to my personal trainer. Letting him really train me...I choked. He grinned.

“You want it, don't you? Just too afraid to say it?”

“I...I...” I stammered. He gripped the base of his shaft and stroked it a few times; my eyes couldn't move away, entranced.

“C'mere, baby girl,” he said, voice smooth as butter. “Let me show you how a real man fucks. You're gonna have to learn, sometime. You know that's what a pussy's for, right? You're just a pussy, and your job is to make your man happy.”

“Oh...” I said, not sure if that really sounded right, but not caring. My mouth was watering.

“C'mon, princess,” Tyrone said, standing up so I was face-to-face with his beautiful dick. “Beg me for it. Beg me to fuck your tight, virgin cunt.”

I spoke without thinking, merely obeying his every command.

“Please fuck my virgin cunt,” I said. “Please take my virginity, Tyrone.”

“Good girl,” he grinned, and I was so glad that I made him happy. “Now get your ass back down and spread yourself.”

I obeyed again, watching him move as he positioned himself between my legs. This time, his cock teased my dripping sex, sliding up and down my puffy lips. The head would press against my clit, then slide back down to my slit. I was nervous about having such a big dick for my first time, but I wanted him so bad I was willing to go through any pain. Tyrone finally settled at my entrance, then caught my gaze.

“Ready, princess? This is gonna hurt.”

I nodded. He grabbed my legs and pulled them up onto his shoulders, which took my breath away; with his hands on my hips, pinning me down, he forced his cock into me, splitting me in half as he tore my hymen open. I screamed, fingers digging into the wooden bench, as pain jolted through me. It was worse than I imagined; and with my legs on his shoulders, his first penetration felt like it was piercing my very core. He was still grinning, his hands holding me down, watching me writhe as his cock took my virginity and plunged against my womb.

He stayed that way, hard and throbbing inside me, until the pain began to fade...and something else took its place. My eyes widened as my pussy stretched to fit him, and he slowly started sliding in and out of my cunt. Each stroke sent a thrill up my spine, had my tummy clenching, my tits swaying gently with his movements. My hips started moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me. Tyrone grinned wider and started fucking me harder and faster.

“That's right,” he said. “We'll make a good little slut out of you, baby girl. You'll be begging for cock by the time I'm done with you. I'm gonna send you home dripping with so much cum, it'll stain your fucking panties for days...”

Each word drove me further and further into wild abandon, my head spinning as his cock drove me into throes of passion. I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. Tyrone grimaced and slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his thick, black dick. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again, and this time he had another surprise for me.

“Get the fuck up,” he growled, pulling out of me and grabbing me around the waist. Before I really understood what was happening, he had me standing up, bent over with my hands on the wooden bench. He grabbed my hips and plunged into me again, from behind, pulsing even deeper into my virgin slit.

“Oh, Tyrone,” I moaned, his thrusts so strong that my whole body bounced and rocked with them. I could hear his balls slapping against my pussy, his fingers pressing hard into my flesh.

“That’s right, baby girl,” he growled again. “Take this cock. I'm gonna wreck this fuckin' pussy...and your pretty white ass.”

One hand reached forward, grabbing my tits from below and squeezing hard; and then I felt him shove one finger against my rosebud, forcing into me. It hurt like hell, but then it turned into pure heaven; the feeling of being stuffed in both holes, letting my personal trainer use my teenage body as his own personal fuck toy, fingering my ass while he kneaded and squeezed my breasts, had me panting while another climax rose inside me.

“Cum for me again, princess,” he growled. “Show me what you've learned, little slut...”

I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking his shaft: I felt him spasm behind me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my cunt, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry.

When he slid out of me, limp at last, he smacked my ass once, making me moan a last time.

“That's a good start,” he said. “Use some of that on your boyfriend and you won't have to worry about losing him.”

Liam? Who cared about Liam anymore? I looked back at Tyrone, who was smirking.

“I won't be around to fuck you that good all the time,” he said. “And Liam's probably a clumsy little white boy with a five-inch cock, but he'll be better than nothing. Or you can go ahead and start kneeling down on the bus, sucking off strangers. But you're better off starting with someone you know.”

“I guess,” I mumbled. “Are you sure we can't...tomorrow...?”

Tyrone rolled his eyes.

“You're not my only client, princess,” he said. “Same time next week. I'll think of some new ways to train you, alright?”

“Alright,” I said, perking up at the thought of learning something new.

“In the meantime, you really need to keep practicing,” Tyrone said. “Take all the cum you can, baby girl. Now hit the showers. Wash me out of you so Liam doesn't know how bad your pussy's been destroyed before he even got a chance.”

“Yes, Tyrone,” I cooed, hopping up on my sore legs. He'd given me one hell of a workout. I had a feeling this personal training was going to be worth every penny!


Please Teach Me, Sir!

I've never been a very bright girl. Any of my high school teachers can tell you that. I was held back a grade, so I didn't graduate until I was well past 18. And I barely graduated, at that. I enrolled at the community college, because they couldn't reject me. But I struggled in all my classes, and I really didn't know what I wanted to do. School depressed me, and I wasn't good enough at anything to make a career out of it. 

The only thing I liked about going to college was seeing Leon, my boyfriend. He was a year older than me and very handsome. He had skin like dark chocolate and eyes that took my breath away. He was much smarter than me, and I know that sometimes I bored him because I couldn't keep up with him. He was only going to community college because he wanted to save some money before going to a private college. His dad was a scientist, so his whole family was smart. I didn't ever really fit in when I went over for dinner. 

I'm pretty sure the only reason Leon was dating me was because of my body. I've always had the kind of body men like. Milk-white complexion, D-cup tits, wide hips and a tight ass. I have long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I could be a model, but I'm not even smart enough to figure out how to find a casting call, or an agent, or anything like that. And I would have to do sexy modeling, not high fashion. I have too many curves for the runway. 

Anyway, I know Leon liked going out with me in public, having a beautiful white girlfriend on his arm. But when we were alone, he often got impatient with all my questions and my inability to keep up with him. We usually just watched movies or TV and made out. I let him touch my chest over my shirt, but that's all.  

I was a virgin, and I was terrified of changing that. I didn't know what to do with a dick. I didn't know how to do anything. I thought that it would hurt a lot, and that Leon would just dump me once he find out that I was bad in bed as well as dumb. 

But I knew that I was losing him. He was impatient, waiting for me to get comfortable enough to let him go further. And he was tired of trying to explain the world to me. He was more and more distant every week. I was sure that he'd break up with me, and then I'd be really miserable. 

It all came to a head one night when we were hanging out at his house. He had a bottle of vodka and we were drinking a little bit while watching a movie. We started kissing, as usual. I liked kissing him, it made me feel warm inside and kind of funny. But then he started pawing at my chest, and I didn't really like that. I didn't stop him, but it didn't make me feel anything. He started to get more aggressive, trying to get me to go further. I pushed him off, and he snapped. 

“What's with you?! We've been dating for six months, and I can't even touch your tits under your bra!” 

“I don't feel like it, that's all,” I pouted, feeling a little drunk and definitely not wanting to give him anything more that night. 

“You never feel like it,” Leon spat. “I don't know why I bother. It's like you don't even want to be with me.” 

“Of course I do,” I whined. “I love you so much, Leon!” 

“I love you too, but I'm tired of waiting,” he said. “I know you're a virgin, but I'm not, and I'm not trying to revert back to living a virgin's life. I think you should go.” 

“What?” 

“I'm just a little too pissed to deal with this right now. I'll call you tomorrow. Good night, Lydia.” 

Leon ushered me out of his bedroom, into the hall. I was too shocked to even react yet. I walked down the stairs like a zombie. But then I got to the couch in the living room and totally lost it. I started bawling, and threw myself on the couch. Why was I such a prude? I wanted to have sex with Leon, but I just couldn't do it!  

I was too drunk to go home yet. My parents wouldn't like it, and I couldn't drive anyway. So I just sat there, weeping and trying to convince myself to go back upstairs and strip off my clothes and give Leon everything. 

But instead of doing that, I just managed to attract Mr. Washington's attention. Leon's dad looked a lot like him. He had the same dark skin, and the same nice eyes. But Mr. Washington was much bigger, bulkier, with more muscles. For an old guy, he worked out a lot. He had gray hair that grew tightly against his scalp, and a gray beard. He was quite handsome, and very nice. 
 

When he found me sitting there on the couch, crying, he instantly came to my side. 

“Lydia, darling, what's wrong?” 

I guess I was drunk enough to tell the truth, because that's what I did. I just let it all out. I told Mr. Washington everything. About Leon wanting to go further, and about how I was too scared to let him. About how scared I was that Leon was going to break up with me. About how I didn't know what to do with my life, and how Leon was the only good part of it. 

He was very silent the whole time, his hand on my back, rubbing gently. Slowly, my crying abated into sniffles. I felt a little better, having gotten it all out, even though I knew my boyfriend's dad wasn't really the best confidante. 

“It's alright, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said. “I'm sorry my son is pressuring you. I'll have a talk with him.” 

“It's not really that,” I sighed. “I do want to have sex with him. I want to make him happy. I just get scared.” 

“Well, that's understandable,” Mr. Washington said. “Sex can be very scary your first time. Leon should try to do a better job of making you comfortable. You're a very beautiful girl, Lydia. I'm sure you'll find your place in this world.” 

I sniffled and nodded, very grateful for Mr. Washington's sympathetic tone. 

“Thanks, Mr. Washington,” I said, forcing a smile. “Thanks a lot.” 

“Of course, princess,” he said. “Now, I have to ask, because I can smell it on you... have you been drinking?” 

I blushed hard. I should have known he would know. I bit my lip, my eyes filling with tears once more. I didn't want to lie, so I nodded. He sighed, shaking his head. 

“Alright,” he said. “I'm not very happy about that, but I don't want you driving home drunk. Let me get my keys and I'll take you home.” 

“My parents...” 

“I won't tell them,” Mr. Washington promised. “This time. But no more drinking, okay?” 

I didn't tell him that it was Leon who got the booze. I was too grateful for the ride and his kindness. He went to get his keys and then we got into his car. I live less than a mile away, so we were there really fast. I sat in the car for a few seconds before getting out. 

“Thanks again, Mr. Washington,” I said. “For everything.” 

“Of course, Lydia,” he said. “Anytime.” 

Mr. Washington smiled and put his hand over mine, squeezing it a bit. I was surprised at how much I liked it. It kind of made me feel like I felt when Leon and I made out. But then he pulled it away and I got out. Mr. Washington waited for me to unlock the door and disappear inside the house before he drove away. I was very happy to see my bed, and collapsed into it exhausted.   

 The next day, I didn't feel very good. I had a little hangover, and I still hadn't heard from Leon once noon rolled around. Maybe he was really going to break up with me, and not even do it in person! I wanted to text him, but I also wanted to give him space. I hoped Mr. Washington would talk to his son on my behalf. I had the feeling that Mr. Washington liked me, though I didn't know why. I didn't have much to offer his family, after all, with no future to speak of. 

I was elated when I finally got a text from Leon. He asked me to come over that afternoon so we could talk. I put on my prettiest dress and walked over, since I'd left my car at his place the night before. If we were going to talk, I wanted to make sure I said all the right things, so I rehearsed every possible conversation in my head on the way over. 

If it came down to it, I was willing to give Leon my virginity that very night, just to keep him. 

When I got to his house and knocked on the door, I was surprised to see Mr. Washington answer it. He smiled and let me in, asking me to come sit on the couch with him for a minute, because he wanted to talk to me. 

“Okay, Mr. Washington,” I said, joining him on the couch. “But where's Leon?” 

“He's not home,” Mr. Washington said. I was confused. 

“But he texted me...?” 

“No, he didn't,” Mr. Washington said, shaking his head. “I did.” 

“You? Why did you text me?” I was really confused now. Was Mr. Washington going to talk to me about drinking last night? Was he going to tell me he didn't want me to date Leon anymore? 

“I have given a lot of thought to what you said yesterday, Lydia,” he said. “About being scared to give my son your virginity.” 

I gulped hard. I never should have mentioned that. He was definitely going to lecture me about it. But then Mr. Washington put his hand on my knee, and my heart jolted. It was really big and so warm on my bare knee. He had much bigger hands than Leon, and his palm was kind of rough. Also, the way he gently squeezed my knee felt weird. In a good way. 

“I'm sorry that my son isn't being more understanding about helping you discover the pleasures of sex,” Mr. Washington went on, apparently oblivious to the reaction my body was having to his hand. “I've talked to him about it, and he's agreed that I should walk you through it, so you're more comfortable.” 

I looked up at Mr. Washington, taking in the kindness in his deep brown eyes. I didn't understand what he was talking about, but his smooth voice was gentle and comforting. 

“I don't get it,” I said, offering him a smile. “I'm sorry, Mr. Washington, but I'm a little confused.” 

“What you need, Lydia, is a real man,” Mr. Washington said. “My son loves you, but he isn't a real man yet. You need to be broken in by a man who knows how to make a woman comfortable with her body and a cock. You see, Lydia, a woman's true purpose on this earth is to please men, sexually. Women can do many great things in lots of fields like science and art, but the one thing that will truly make a woman feel fulfilled is being useful to men.” 

I nodded along, trying to see where he was headed. I guess it was kind of making sense. 

“That's why women have such beautiful curvy bodies, and such warm, wet pussies,” Mr. Washington went on. “There are so many ways for a girl to please a man. And once you learn how good it feels to do so, you'll have no problem pleasing my son. You want to please Leon, right? You want him to keep loving you and stay your boyfriend?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Washington,” I said, nodding fervently. “That's what I want more than anything.” 

“Very good, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said, smiling in satisfaction. His approval made me feel proud of myself, and he squeezed my knee again, making a shudder go up my spine. His hand began to rub up and down, along my thigh, under the fabric of my dress. I liked it. The roughness, the heat. I felt like my breasts were getting heavier, my mouth going dry. I felt kind of dizzy all over, and warm in my cheeks. 

“Then be a good girl and do as I say,” Mr. Washington said. “I'm going to show you how to please a man, and how to enjoy your body. Can you do that, Lydia?” 

Mr. Washington was leaning in now, his face close to mine, and I could smell his rich cologne. I felt like there was something wrong with all of this, but how could it be wrong? Mr. Washington was a scientist. He had to know better than me, a teenager who barely graduated high school. Besides, you're always supposed to do what adults tell you.  

“Yes, Mr. Washington,” I said, my heart beating fast. “I can do that.” 

“Very good, Lydia,” he growled. His warm breath caressed my cheek. “We'll start by kissing. You've done that before, haven't you? With my son?” 

I nodded and grinned. I'd kissed Leon a lot. I thought I was pretty good at it. Mr. Washington's hand was still stroking my thigh, and now he reached his other hand around my head, pulling me in to meet his lips. Immediately, I felt the difference. Kissing Leon was nice, but this was... this was something else entirely. This was sexy.  

Mr. Washington kissed me like he owned me, pressing his tongue into my mouth and spreading my lips wide. His hand on the back of my head held me tight, so I couldn't move. I found myself unbalanced, and put my hands on his leg to support myself while he probed and explored my mouth. When he pulled away, I gasped, my eyes opening wide to watch him. He grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked so that my head moved back on my neck; diving in, he sucked and licked at my neck, running his tongue in circles as his lips sucked on my flesh.  

I writhed as the sensation flooded through me. I felt like my nipples were hard, even though it was hot in the room, and I was pretty hot myself. Mr. Washington's hand was sliding further and further up my thigh, and each inch seemed to make my pussy tingle a little more. When he pulled away again, releasing my hair, I dug my hands against his leg and tried to lean forward, wanting his lips on mine again. But he stopped me with one large, firm hand on my chest. 

“Don't be so needy,” he growled, frowning a little bit. I was dismayed. All I wanted was to kiss him some more! “Stand up for me.” 

I would do whatever he said if it got that frown off his face. The last thing I needed was my boyfriend's dad being upset with me. I rose from the sofa and stood before him, wondering if he could tell how strange I felt, how much I liked the way he touched me. His legs were spread and he grabbed my hips, pulling me closer until I stood between his legs. 

“Take your clothes off, Lydia,” Mr. Washington demanded. “A man likes to see a woman's body naked.” 

I bit my lip. I'd never been naked in front of a man before, and I was nervous. What if he didn't like my body? Mr. Washington frowned again as I hesitated. 

“Never leave a man waiting,” he chided. “When a man tells you what to do, you should do it quickly. With a smile on your face. I'll rip your clothes off if you wait much longer. You've got me excited, and now it's your job to make sure I stay that way.” 

Well, if he wanted me to get undressed, I guess I had no choice! I wanted to please him so badly. I needed him to make sure Leon didn't break up with me. So I reached behind me, blushing hard as I unzipped my dress and let it fall to my feet. I was standing there in just my bra and panties, but it seemed like Mr. Washington wanted even more. 

“All the way, Lydia,” he growled, sounding impatient. “You have beautiful tits, and I want to see them. I also want to see your pretty little white pussy.” 

I took a shaking breath and reached behind me again, unclasping my bra. My D-cup breasts spilled forward; I always wore bras that minimized their size, so having them exposed fully was strange. They felt heavy, and my nipples were definitely very hard. Mr. Washington groaned when they popped free, licking his lips, and I felt a little better knowing that he liked what he saw. Shimmying out of my panties, I stood completely naked before my boyfriend's father. Even Leon had never seen me this way before! 

Mr. Washington nodded his approval, and my stomach fluttered with pleasure.  

“Soon, I'll have you shave this for me,” Mr. Washington said, pointing to my pussy hairs, which were curly and delicate. “A shaved pussy tells a man that the woman is eager to please him.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said, wishing he would touch me again. Standing there naked while he admired my tight, young white body had me feeling very strange and excited. Luckily, he didn't make me wait very long. He leaned forward, grabbing my breasts in his massive hands, pawing them hard and making me groan. 

“These are beautiful, Lydia,” he said. “Why do you try to hide them? From now on, you should wear tops with lots of cleavage, and don't wear those minimizing bras. Get some nice push-up bras. The whole world deserves to see these beautiful tits.” 

“Okay, Mr. Washington,” I moaned, closing my eyes as the relief of his touch swept through me. He pinched my hard nipples and I gasped, rising on my toes for a second as the new feeling stabbed down my stomach, straight to my pussy!  

He pinched them again, then gently rolled his thumb over them. I swayed in closer, wanting more. Every time he touched my nipples, I felt like my pussy was clenching. And there was a different feeling down there, too. Like I was all wet between my legs. I felt like I wanted something between them... to be touched... 

“You're very excited, aren't you?” Mr. Washington observed, and I opened my eyes to see him looking up at me, a studious look on his face. I bit my lip and nodded. “That's good, princess. You'll feel even better soon. Now, I'm going to treat these tits the way they were meant to be treated...” 

My hands flew to his shoulders, clenching hard as he leaned forward and took one stiff nipple between his lips. He sucked inward, and the sensation was enough to make me sway and cry out in lust.  

“Oh, Mr. Washington! Leon's never done that before!” I moaned as he sucked and lapped at my nipples, one after the other, growling as he switched between them. “It feels so good...” 

“I know it does,” Mr. Washington said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “This is how you get a woman wet.” 

“W-wet?” I murmured, wishing he would put his mouth back on my tits and kiss them some more. He rolled his eyes and reached down, sliding his hand between my legs. My thighs parted instinctively, and then I felt him press his fingers between my pussy lips and even further, into my slit! I gasped, my head rolling backwards as my pussy throbbed and gushed. 

“You're soaked,” Mr. Washington said, pulling his fingers away while I groaned with disappointment. He showed me his fingers, which glistened with my moisture. “See?” 

“Yes, Mr. Washington,” I panted. “Please... please, more...” 

He smirked. 

“That's very good,” he said. “Begging is a very appealing thing for a slut to do.” 

“Slut?” I questioned, my thighs shaking with need but my mind coming back to reality at the use of such a dirty word. 

“It's not an insult, princess,” Mr. Washington said. “It's a compliment. A slut is a beautiful thing for a woman to be. The best thing, really. You want to be a good woman, right? A good girlfriend for my son?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said, nodding hard. “Very much.” 

“So you'll have to get comfortable with being a slut. So far, you're a natural.” 

I was warm all over, overjoyed at his compliments. I really wanted Leon's dad to like me, and he clearly did.  

“Now, for your first real lesson,” Mr. Washington said, leaning back again. “On your knees, princess.” 

I was confused and disappointed that he didn't want to touch or kiss me some more, but I obeyed, getting to my knees between his legs. He reached forward, grabbed my hand, and brought it to his crotch. I could feel his hardness inside. 

“My cock is very hard, Lydia,” Mr. Washington said. “So you're going to do something about it.” 

“What do you want me to do?” I wondered aloud. He smirked. 

“First, take it out,” he said. I reached forward, undid the zipper, and watched his dick spring free. It looked huge, nine-inches at least and as thick as my fist! It was darker than the rest of him, and a drop of liquid glistened at the top.  

“Now, suck it,” he said. He reached for me again, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me forward. My mouth opened in surprise, but soon I felt the head of his cock pressed against my lips, demanding entrance.  

My tongue touched the tip, and I could taste him, musky and thick. He pushed harder on my head and my lips spread wide to take him in, letting him force his cock into my mouth. It felt really weird, my cheeks sucking him in, my body acting like it couldn't get enough oxygen. Something dripped down my throat, and he groaned as my tongue lapped at his cock. 

“Keep it up, princess,” Mr. Washington said, increasing the pressure on my head until I felt him against the back of my throat. “Grab the base.” 

I reached for him, barely able to fit my hand around what was left of his shaft. I was drooling, my spit flowing down to his lap, making it all wet. His hips shifted and I almost gagged. Soon, he began to slide in and out of my mouth, groaning with each stroke. Each time, I felt the head of his cock slide down my throat, choking me while my tongue danced around his shaft. 

“Fuck yeah, slut,” he said; I could tell he liked it, and that made me feel really good. I wanted to make him feel as good as I possibly could, so I sucked harder on him while he thrust into my throat. “Fucking your mouth is so good, I'm going to cum for you. You want me to cum for you, don't you? Want to swallow my cum, fill up that little belly of yours?” 

I had no idea why I would want that, but he wanted me to want it, so I moaned my agreement while he fucked my throat faster. He groaned again, louder than ever, and slammed forward, pushing on my head at the same time, thrusting as deep as my throat would let him.  

I winced as the first burst of his cum hit my throat and slid down, choking me even more. Spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum filled my throat, spilling from my lips, filling my cheeks. I swallowed everything I could, but some of it dripped down onto my tits as he held me in place and emptied his balls into my tight, virgin throat. When he finally pulled out, I felt raw and gasped for air, but I loved the way he looked at me with approval in his eyes. 

“Not bad for your first time,” he said, petting the back of my head while I licked the last of his seed from my lips. “You'll need some more training, but not bad. Now stand up again. You get a nice little reward. I need to get hard again if I'm going to fuck your pussy, and I want to taste that sweet little cunt of yours.” 

I stood on wobbling legs, once more confused by his words. Taste me? How? I didn't get it. Mr. Washington rose, put his hands on my shoulders, and positioned me in front of the couch; I kept my eyes on him the whole time, looking up at him for guidance. He forced me down so that I lay on the couch and he towered over me, his eyes roaming over my tender, nubile body. 

“God damn,” he murmured, and then he knelt on the couch, ripping my knees apart. He crawled towards me, putting his lips on my thighs. Immediately, I felt my pussy tingling, and moaned with pleasure, my head rolling back into the cushions. He kissed all up and down my thighs until I felt like I was dripping from my pussy. I had no idea what he was planning to do but I loved the way he was kissing me. His hot breath snaked across my wet slit, making me shudder and groan. 

Then I felt his tongue rub against the little button above my slit. I shot up, jolts of electricity shooting through my body. I heard myself moan, loud. It felt like paradise, like all the warmth in the world was in my body at that moment, concentrated in that little button. I realized that was my clit.  

Mr. Washington's tongue was flicking me gently, then circling it, then flicking it again. I couldn’t help myself, I grabbed his head and ran my fingers through his hair, pushing him closer to me. Mr. Washington's tongue left my clit and he gently kissed at my slit. He put his tongue in my pussy just a little bit and my spine arched, my back lifting off the couch.  

“Oh, god, Mr. Washington,” I moaned. “That feels so good, I feel so good, please...more, please, please...” 

Mr. Washington moved back up to my clit and sucked on it gently, then stroked it with his tongue again. I moaned and pulled his head in. I felt just the tips of his teeth against my button, then his tongue again as he rolled it around and over and across and…oh, I can’t describe how good it felt! No one had ever kissed me down there, and it had me rolling in pleasure. He growled, and took my calves and positioned them over his shoulders, getting even closer to my pussy.  

I wanted him to lick me faster, harder, and I pushed his head towards me urgently. I felt a strong sensation, almost like a pressure, spreading through me as he worked his tongue furiously over my clit. Then I felt him put one finger inside my slit…then another…and the pressure inside me exploded. I cried out and pressed him to me desperately.  

I felt something warm and wet shoot out of me, and it was weird, but I was too rocked by my first orgasm to care. My thighs clenched together over his head and I yanked at his hair, my body bucking and shaking like no tomorrow. Every part of me felt like it was on fire, alive for the first time, pinpricks of pleasure everywhere. He lapped at my spilled juices, then licked his way up my body while I shuddered and tried to recover. I could feel his cock dragging along my body, stiff once more.  
 

“That was nice, wasn't it, princess?” He held himself over me, his heat baking against my skin. 

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. 

“If you're a good little fuck toy, you'll get rewarded like that,” Mr. Washington said. “You're going to be a good fuck toy, so men lick your pussy, aren't you?” 

I nodded, hard. I'd do anything to feel that again. He smirked. 

“That's fine, princess,” he said. “But it's not quite right. You're going to be a good fuck toy no matter what. Even if a man doesn't want to lick your pussy. Sometimes, your pussy might be too sloppy and full of cum for a man to lick it. But you should still do whatever he wants you to, without expecting anything. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. I was hot again, his closeness making my stomach clench and my soaked pussy drip. “What now, sir? Can I suck your dick again, please?” 

He grinned. 

“No,” he said. “You can suck my dick later, if I feel like letting you. But now, I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fill your virgin cunt with my big, black cock. I'm going to bury myself inside you, and fuck you until I cum again. And you're going to love it. You won't scream when I enter you. It's going to hurt, but I don't want you to make a sound, alright?” 

This is what I was scared of. I knew it would hurt. But I also felt a deep hunger inside me. My pussy wanted him. I wanted to feel him moving inside me.  

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. 

“You want me to fuck you, right, Lydia? You want your boyfriend's dad to take your virginity, and turn you into a perfect little fuck toy? Tell me. Beg me.” 

I could feel the head of his cock between my legs, pressing against my entrance, spreading me wide. The pain and pleasure danced together and made my head spin. My hips jerked towards him. 

“Yes,” I panted. “Please, Mr. Washington. Please, fuck me. I want to be a good slut for you and your son...” 

Mr. Washington growled his approval and his hips thrust forward. I bit my lip and thrashed my head to keep from screaming as he split me wide with his massive cock, pushing past my hymen in a single, hard thrust. He dug down with his hips, driving himself forward until he had all nine inches inside my pussy, tearing into me with no regard for the pain I was in.  

“Good girl,” Mr. Washington said, bottomed out inside me. “Now hold tight for me while I break you in. This pussy is nice and tight, but it's a little too tight for a slut like you.” 

He pulled out, then slammed back inside, and I kept my lips sealed tight as pain bloomed inside me once more. He thrust again, and again, and again. And slowly, it started to hurt less and less. The less it hurt, the more I could feel something else. Something so good I started panting, my own hips moving in time with his. Unbelievably, I wanted him to go even deeper than he already was. It felt like he was already pressed against my womb, but I wanted more. He sensed the change in me and started fucking me harder, faster. 

“You can make any sound you want now,” he grunted. “Tell me how much you love it. Scream for me, Lydia. Show me what a good little slut you are.” 

“Fuck! Yes, Mr. Washington,” I cried, so relieved to be able to express my pleasure. His cock plunged into me again and again, fucking me hard and raw. “Yes, I love it, I love it, I'm a good little slut, fuck me, fuck me, please...”

I grabbed his shoulders, my nails digging into him as he leaned up and started fucking me like a stallion, pumping in and out of me so fast that I could barely keep up. He positioned himself on one arm, bringing his other hand to my pussy and sliding his thumb between my lips. He found my clit and rubbed it, once, hard, while plunging deep inside me. 

I exploded again, my pussy clenching around him, my body shaking, thighs quivering as I came. My boyfriend's dad was fucking me like an animal, turning me into a cum-craving slut, and I loved it. I wanted to be a fuck toy. It felt like it was my purpose. I came on his dick, gushing around his shaft, sucking him deep into my virgin pussy. He groaned again, pushing into me, and I felt his cum spurt inside me. The hot, wet seed splashed against my womb and filled my warm cunt, spilling out down my thighs as my pussy milked him dry. 

I moaned in wanton pleasure as Mr. Washington pulled himself out of me, tantalizing me with one last shudder of pleasure up my spine. 

“Thank you, Mr. Washington,” I sighed, looking up at him as he towered above me. 

“You're welcome, Lydia,” he said. “That was very good for a first time. You'll make a fine slut for my son, and anyone else we choose for you to serve.” 

“Anyone...else?” I questioned, rising onto my elbows. 

“Of course,” Mr. Washington said. “It would be selfish of us to keep a perfectly good fuck toy to ourselves. I have lots of friends who'd love a chance to fill your nice, white, teenage pussy with their seed. You are on birth control, aren't you?” 

I bit my lip. I wasn't. I hadn't even thought of that! Mr. Washington rolled his eyes and I cringed, fearing I'd disappointed him once more. 

“Well, we'll get you the morning after pill later,” he said. “And, of course, you'll need to go on the pill, or some other form of birth control. I'll want to breed you eventually, but a baby now would just ruin your tight cunt. But that's something to look forward to, isn't it, princess? Someday, you'll make an excellent breeding slut. We'll have a beautiful family, mixing your white skin with my dark skin...” 

“But what about Leon?” I pouted. I wanted to have Leon's babies someday. Mr. Washington shrugged. 

“Once I'm done with you, he can breed you as much as he wants,” he said. “You have a long, full life ahead of you, princess. There's plenty of time for you to worship all kinds of dicks, and there's no reason you can't bear children for both of us.” 

I brightened up. 

“You don't have to worry about going to school, or getting a job, or anything like that,” Mr. Washington said, noting my smile. “As long as you give me full control of your body, you'll be well taken care of. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To be a full-time fuck toy?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Washington!” I said, throwing my arms around him as he chuckled. “Thank you for teaching me!” 

“Your lessons have just begun, princess,” he whispered into my ear. “Once my son gets home, I'll teach you how to serve two men at once. Doesn't that sound like fun?” 

It did. I couldn't wait to show Leon everything his dad has taught me, and show him was a good little slut I could be. Now, I was excited to suck his dick and swallow his cum. It was my purpose all along. I just needed a real man to show me the way.  

First Time in the Office: Training the New Toy

“You really can’t mess this up, Lindsey,” Daddy said, gripping the steering wheel tight. I frowned, looking out the window. I wasn’t going to mess this up! “I pulled a lot of strings to get you this job.”

It was just a silly office job. All I had to do was make copies. How could I screw it up?

Okay, so maybe I didn’t have the best track record when it came to jobs. Since graduating high school last year, I’d gone through about four of them. And was fired from each one. For dumb reasons, mostly, like being late or talking back to a customer or something else that really wasn’t such a big deal.

But now, Daddy said he was going to kick me out if I didn’t get my act together. I was 19 and he thought I was old enough to hold down a job and contribute to the household. Well, I thought he was being really unfair. It’s not my fault that all those jobs were dumb! We had plenty of money. Why couldn’t I just hang out by the pool all day, like I wanted to?

“I still can’t believe you thought that was appropriate,” he growled, talking about my dress. It was a nice blue and black dress, with a top that wasn’t too low but still showed off my C-cup breasts. It ended just above my knee. I thought it looked very nice. I didn’t want to hide my hot, curvy, teenage body just because I was working in an office. Besides, it was mostly guys working there. I thought they’d like it!

“I think I look nice,” I said.

“Those are stripper heels! If you hadn’t already overslept, I would have made you change.”

“Whatever,” I groaned. Daddy always thought I was too dumb and lazy to do anything. I tried not to let it bother me, but it did. I wanted him to be proud of me, like other fathers. I was really hot; wasn’t that enough? Why did I also have to have a career, and be smart and stuff?

His office building looked boring on the outside, and I was sure it would be boring on the inside. Daddy worked in sales, but I’d be working on a different floor, in marketing. My boss would be Mr. Teller, but I would work for the whole office, getting coffee and stuff. Really easy. There was no way I was going to screw it up.

Daddy took me to my floor before he went up to sales.

“Hi, Cynthia,” he said, speaking to the petite blonde secretary. She sat outside a door that had Mr. Teller written on the frosted window. “This is my daughter, Lindsey.”

“The new girl,” Cynthia said, smiling brightly. “Right. Welcome, dear.”

“Hi,” I said, trying not to sound as cranky as I was.

“Let me inform Mr. Teller that you’re here,” she said. She clicked on a phone and announced me to the boss. Through the crackling static, I heard him instruct her to show me into his office.

“Alright, Lindsey,” Daddy said, giving me another stern look. “I’ll meet you upstairs at 5. Be good.”

“I will,” I said snidely, watching him leave. I’d show him. I’d be the best copy-making, coffee-getting employee in the whole department!

“You can go in, honey,” Cynthia said, and I thought I heard a weird sarcasm in her voice. I ignored it and opened the door to Mr. Teller’s office, not knowing what awaited me inside.
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Mr. Teller wasn’t that old, but he wasn’t very young, either. Probably in his early 40’s. He had salt-and-pepper hair and a strong jaw, but he wore dumb glasses and a corny tie. I put on my brightest smile as I walked across the office. Leaning across the desk, I offered him my hand.

“Hi, I’m Lindsey,” I said.

“I know,” he growled, waving my hand away. It didn’t escape my notice that he looked right down my dress. Rude! “Sit down.”

Well, this wasn’t the nicest start to my first day, but whatever. I sat down, crossing my legs.

“So, you’re Mike’s daughter?”

“Yup,” I nodded. “Really excited to be working here.”

“I’ll bet,” Mr. Teller said. “So, what kind of skills do you have?”

“Well, I’m a real people person,” I said. “And I’m very organized.”

“Those aren’t the kinds of skills I’m talking about,” Mr. Teller said.

“Oh…well…um…I aced Home Ec in school…”

“Still wrong,” he said.

“Oh….um…I don’t know, sir.”

This was too weird. I started feeling a little overheated.

“Okay, I can see you’re not getting it. Let’s start easy. Which would say was your best asset: your tits, or your ass?”

My jaw dropped. What kind of question was that? So inappropriate!

“Sir! I don’t…”

“Have you fucked more than one man at a time before?”

“I…I…”

“How about anal? Any experience?”

Furious, I got to my feet.

“This is very insulting!” I said.

“Oh, sit down,” Mr. Teller said, annoyed. “Unless you want me to call your father in and have him drive you home, five minutes into your first day?”

Swallowing hard, I sat down.

“Look at you,” he said, gesturing to my body in the tight dress. “You clearly had some idea of what you were really hired for when you picked that outfit.”

“N-no…” I said.

“Do you honestly think I’d hire you, barely out of high school with no credentials, without an ulterior motive?”

I blanched. He had a point. But I’d thought Daddy’s word would have been enough!

“No,” he answered himself. “I hired you because I needed someone young, hot,  and willing to get down on her knees for me. Tell me that person is you.”

“No way,” I said reflexively. “You’ve got the wrong girl! I’m not a slut!”

“I never said you were,” he grinned. “In fact, I prefer you’d not be a slut. It’ll make training you for your job so much more fun.”

Why was my dress feeling so tight? I squirmed in my seat. It was way too hot in this office. Did they even have air conditioning? I glanced down and saw, with horror, that my nipples were hard – and visible through the front of my dress! There was no way I was getting turned on by all this, was there?

I was speechless. I needed this job. Daddy would be so disappointed if I got fired on my very first day. But I couldn’t possibly be what Mr. Teller wanted me to be, could I? For one thing, I was a virgin! Mr. Teller seemed to get impatient waiting for me to respond, but my mouth felt too dry to say anything. He got up from behind the desk and walked around to stand in front of me. To my shock, I could see a hard outline in the front of his pants.

“Now’s the time to decide, Lindsey,” he growled, grabbing his zipper. “You can get on your knees and suck my cock, or you can walk out of here in utter disgrace, and explain to your father that you’re even more useless than he thought.”

Tears formed in my eyes. I didn’t want to get fired. Like, really didn’t want to. And I mean…it was just a blowjob, right? I’d given a few in my lifetime, and I hadn’t even gotten anything in return. If it meant I could keep my job….

By the time I made up my mind, Mr. Teller had unzipped himself and pulled out his cock. Wow! It was fat and long, much longer than any boy I’d ever been with. His cock had a deep purple head, and thick kinky hair curled around the base. I looked up at him, hoping that my tears would soften his heart.

“I’m waiting,” he barked. He gripped his shaft and pumped himself a few times, until I could see a milky drop of pre-cum form at the tip. For some reason, this made my mouth water, and I licked my lips without thinking about it. A tear spilled down my cheek. I had a choice…but it didn’t feel that way. Sniffling, I slipped down to my knees and wrapped my hand around the base of his cock.

“Good girl,” he growled. “You made the right choice.”

It didn’t feel that way. He smelled a bit like sweat, kind of musky. I guess he’d been to the gym that morning, judging by the athletic bag beside the desk. I didn’t want to put his dirty cock in my mouth. I started stroking him, using his pre-cum to lubricate the shaft, my eyes transfixed on the head of his cock, hoping he’d be satisfied by my hand. My hopes were in vain.

“Come on, bitch,” he said, grabbing my hair. “You know how to suck a cock, don’t you?”

Before I could answer him, he was pressing his cock against my lips. I let them part, closing my eyes as the taste of him filled my mouth. For some reason, even though it didn’t taste very good, I kind of liked it. My tongue wrapped around his head, then his shaft, as he eased himself into my mouth. Between my legs, something was stirring.

I kind of felt like I had to pee, but not really. Mr. Teller held my head firmly, not letting me move at all. Instead, he kept sliding his cock into me, way past the back of my mouth and all the way into my throat! Before I knew it, my nose was buried in his pubic hair, drool was running down my chin, and Mr. Teller was thrusting into my throat!

I gagged, hands flying until they found his thick thighs, needing them to keep myself upright as he raped my tender mouth. He was groaning and grunting like an animal, and it was all I could do not to bite down on this thick meat. My hair hurt where he tugged on it, my breasts were heaving as my nostrils flared to try and get enough air. And still my pussy felt weird, really wet and tingling.

I closed my eyes and just let it happen, trying to think of anything except the huge, throbbing cock buried in my mouth. I could taste his pre-cum as it slid down my throat, drop after drop, salty and musky.

“Jesus,” he growled. “You’re gonna need a lot of training…”

When he ripped my head away, I gasped for air, grateful for the respite. His cock dripped with my saliva, my chin covered in it, some of it even dripping down to my cleavage.

“Start working on my balls,” he demanded, pulling me forward again. His wet, throbbing cock slid past my cheek, and soon I found myself face-deep in his wrinkly, heavy balls. I groaned, not even sure what to do. “Lick them, stupid.”

I couldn’t stop now. It would make everything I’d done so far useless. Sticking my tongue out and closing my eyes, I started to lick his sack. It tasted even worse than his dick!

He grabbed himself again, pumping his cock while I lapped at his balls, trying to coat every inch with my spit, sucking them into my mouth, trying to ignore the tingling in my nipples and the river now running between my legs. I knew I was turned on, but I had no idea why. This was so gross! His balls were hairy and hung low between his equally hairy thighs. They were wrinkled and salty and I couldn’t wait for this to be over. I could feel moisture dripping onto my hair from where Mr. Teller was stroking himself, using my spit as lube.

“Get those tits out,” he ordered, pulling my head away again. Sniffling, desperate for this to be over, I tugged at the top of my dress until my C-cup breasts spilled forward. To my shame, I realized that my nipples were now rock-hard, and he could clearly see that I was aroused. He grinned and shoved his cock into my mouth again.

“That’s right, Lindsey,” he said. “I know you love this. I know that innocent little girls like you are just waiting for someone to come around and show them what a slut they truly are.”

No! It wasn’t true! I was just doing this because I had to, or else Daddy would be mad. He was ramming himself deep into my throat now, tears dribbled down my cheeks until they were soaked, my moans were muffled by his cock as he fucked me harder than anyone had ever fucked my mouth.

“Get ready,” he groaned. “Swallow, like a good little skank…”

One more time, he thrust into me, and then I tasted his cum shooting into my throat, dripping down into my stomach. It was so thick and hot and salty, I winced as I sucked and gulped it down. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t swallow all of it, and some of it backed up into my cheeks and then leaked from my lips. Mr. Teller stayed inside my throat until he was limp, then pulled away, still holding my hair so I couldn’t move.

“That was alright,” he said, frowning. “But you’re not a good enough cocksucker yet. Listen, go next door and tell Sam that I sent you for more training. Make your way down this side of the office that way, then come back. With your belly full, of course. Then we’ll move on.”

“But….but…” I whined. I thought I only had to suck his cock! I couldn’t do that for the whole office, could I?

“But what? Do you want the job or not?”

I sniffled again, and nodded. I’d come this far, I guess…I had to go through with it, right? Rising to my feet, I put my breasts away.

“Wait a minute,” he said, and ripped my dress down again. “Let me get a feel…”

His huge hand kneaded my breast and I gasped at the feeling. My pussy was really wet, and this just made it wetter. I moaned as he pinched my hard nipple, my knees shaking.  Mr. Teller gave me a lewd grin before slapping my breast and pushing me away.

“We’ll make an office slut of you yet,” he said, moving back to his chair. “Now get out of here. You’ve got a lot of work to do.”

I walked to the door on shaky knees. Outside, I could see his secretary. Did she know…? I had no choice, though, I had to go out there. I took a deep breath and opened the door, knowing I must look crazy with my cheeks stained with  make-up and my hair mussed. Cynthia gave me one look and smirked.

“I knew they didn’t hire you for your brains,” she said. “Just another bimbo.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I just looked down at my heels and walked next door. It was open, and I stepped into the office with red cheeks. The man behind the desk was really fat, with curly brown hair and glasses. He looked up at me in surprise, but his look quickly faded to expectation. He grinned and spun around in his swivel chair.

“Alright,” he said. “New girl. Here for training, right? Well, close that door and get over here. I haven’t cum in three days. I’ve got a nice big treat for you.”

I turned around, ignoring Cynthia’s grin as I shut the door.
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An hour and seven blowjobs later, I made my way back to Mr. Teller’s office. I was a mess.

Cum stained my dress, my face, my hair. My stomach ached from swallowing so much semen. I could barely walk,  my knees ached so much. And worst of all, I was dripping wet – to the point where my thighs were wet, sliding together as I walked. Cynthia laughed at me when she saw me.

“Dumbass slut,” she said, shaking her head. I sniffled and knocked on Mr. Teller’s door.

“Come in,” he barked. I opened the door and was shocked – and ashamed – to see that he wasn’t alone. Rob was there!

Rob was my dad’s closest friend at the office, and he was almost like an uncle to me. He came over all the time for holidays, barbecues, Sunday dinners…

And now he was seeing me with cum painting my body and face, barely able to stand, a river between my legs! I was so embarrassed!

“Jesus,” Rob laughed. “Looks like a rough first day, Lindsey.”

“R..Rob? Ohmygod, please, you can’t tell Daddy, I just really wanted to make him…”

“Shut up, Lindsey,” Rob laughed. “I’m not going to tell ‘Daddy’. Why would I, when I’m here to help continue your training?”

What? No way! I couldn’t suck Rob’s cock! He was basically related to me! He’d known me since I was twelve!

“Oh, come on,” he grinned. “Ever since you turned 18, you’ve been on my list. Now, I hear you’ve been practicing your cocksucking, correct?”

Numb, I nodded.

“Great,” he said, grabbing his zipper. “Crawl over here and show me what you’ve learned.”

I took a step forward.

“I said crawl, bitch,” he barked. Going red, I dropped to my hands and knees and started to crawl across the room. When I was in front of him, I rose onto my knees. His cock was out and throbbing, pre-cum at the tip.

“Wait,” Mr. Teller said, rising suddenly. “Geeze, Rob. You’re so impatient. Lindsey, stand up.”

I obeyed immediately.

“Now, get naked for me, will you?”

Some of the men had played with my tits, but none of them had requested me to actually get naked…I was embarrassed. Especially in front of Rob! I bit my lip.

“Now, Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, impatient. I jumped in my heels and reached for my zipper, keeping my eyes on the ground as I slid the dress to my ankles. Rob was stroking his cock. It was as big as Mr. Teller’s, and he had bright red pubes all around the base.

“Everything, dumbass,” he sneered. I sniffled as I did away with my bra, revealing my C-cups once more, and then finally my soaked panties. The men noticed and grinned.

“You have been enjoying yourself,” Mr. Teller laughed. “No use denying it. Say it, Lindsey. Tell us how much you’ve liked being the office slut.”

I croaked, unable to say the words. Just because I was turned on didn’t mean I liked it! Rob grabbed my hair and yanked.

“Yes!” I squealed. “Yes, I’m so horny, I love it!”

My clit and pussy throbbed. My nipples were taut and red from being abused all afternoon. Now, Mr. Teller came up behind me and grabbed my breasts from behind, making me moan and gush as I leaned back. His mouth came to my neck and he started kissing me, more like licking me, sucking on my flesh as he pinched and teased my nipples.

“Why don’t you go ahead and touch that dirty little cunt of yours,” Rob suggested, leaning back against the desk to watch. “I want to see you squirt for me.”

He kept stroking his dick and looking at my body like it was dinner. Ashamed but desperate, I reached down to rub my soaked lips. I groaned as Mr. Teller teased me harder, kneading my breasts, sending shockwaves down to my clit. I could feel him, hard, against my ass, and my hips ground against him. Biting my lip, I slipped a finger between my lips and found my swollen, hard clit.

The first touch had me crying out, and Rob moaned, stroking himself faster while I rubbed myself. I closed my eyes, lost in the sensation of Mr. Teller playing with my tits and my own fingers working my pussy. I barely even noticed when Mr. Teller pulled one hand away,  unzipping himself behind me. I did noticed when I felt his huge, throbbing cock pressed against my slit. I stopped rubbing my clit, eyes popping open.

“No,” I moaned. “Please…I’m a virgin…”

“Is that right?” Mr. Teller said. “Even better. If you want me to stop, Lindsey, I will….”

I was panting, my body responding strangely to the huge dick spreading my lips. My pussy was aching for it. I really needed something inside me to finally satisfy my growing desire. But this was the wrong way to lose my virginity, right…?

“I don’t hear you saying no,” Mr. Teller said, thrusting forward slightly until he spread my slit with the tip of his cock. I moaned, spreading my thighs wide to accommodate him. My juices spilled across his shaft, down my thighs, dripping onto the carpet.

“P-please…”

“Please what? Please stop?”

“N-no…”

Mr. Teller laughed, and spanked my ass once, hard. “Tell me. Please what, Lindsey?”

“P-please…f-f-fuck me…”

“Hell fucking yeah,” he said, and the next thing I knew I was bent over, my tits hanging low, my hands flailing. I found purchase on Rob’s thighs, the only thing that could support me as Mr. Teller slowly eased himself into my virgin slit. I groaned, eyes rolling back in my head as pleasure engulfed me. Rob grabbed my hair. I was at the perfect level to suck his cock, and he guided my head into place, grumbling. Slowly, Mr. Teller filled me, inch by inch. It hurt like hell, but it was amazing, too.

Finally, he met resistant. Pain pierced deeper than ever as he thrust forward, stretching me out. Meanwhile, Rob was guiding the head of his cock around my lips, not pushing it in yet but letting me lap at the tip and taste his pre-cum.

“Fuck yeah, Lindsey,” he said. “Let’s see what you’ve learned. Lick down the shaft.”

I obeyed, lapping at his cock like an ice-cream cone, trying to reach every inch with my tongue. Meanwhile, Mr. Teller was grabbing my hips and pulling out.

“Hold on, bitch,” he said. “This is gonna hurt. God, I love virgin pussies…”

I tried to prepare, focusing my attention on Rob’s cock. There was something so hot about serving this man who’d given me toys on Christmas and eaten birthday cake at my house and even helped teach me to drive. I moaned, wrapping my tongue around him.

But nothing could have really prepared me when Mr. Teller thrust forward, ramming into my virgin pussy, tearing me in two and making me scream. Rob grabbed my head, thrust his cock between my lips, and muffled the sound. Tears dripped down my cheeks as the pain ricocheted through my body.

“Suck, you lazy cunt,” Rob ordered, not caring that I was in pain from losing my virginity so roughly. I had no choice but to try and ignore the throbbing ache and bob my head up and down on his cock. I tried to ignore everything but the taste of him. Slowly, something strange started to happen. As I focused on serving Rob. My drenched pussy started to feel good again. The pain was subsiding.

In its place was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt. I groaned, choking on Rob’s cock as Mr. Teller fucked me from behind. He slammed into me hard, his balls slapping against my thighs with each stroke. And each stroke built heat in my body, higher and higher, until I was pushing back against him, forgetting anything but the sensation of being filled to the brim by his cock.

He fucked me so deep I was sure he was hitting my womb, and still Rob was raping my throat, using my hair to force my head up and down on his shaft. The two men pistoned between me, stuffing both holes with their massive cocks. I squirmed, a weird sensation growing in my tummy.

“I think she’s about to cum,” Mr. Teller said. He reached around my trim waist and slipped his fingers between my pussy lips, finding my swollen clit. “Aren’t you, slut? You’re gonna cum like the good little bitch you are. You’re just a toy for us. You love being used like an object. Right? Be a good girl. Cum, or explain to Daddy why you lost your job…”

I closed my eyes and exploded, my pussy squirting a stream of warm liquid onto the floor. My whole body shook with pleasure. Grunting, Rob slammed my head down on his cock, my climax triggering his orgasm.

“Love watching sluts cum while I rape their throats,” he moaned, filling my throat with his seed, forcing me to swallow every drop, even though my stomach was already aching. And still Mr. Teller was fucking me, hard.

“She’s so wet,” he said. “It’s crazy. God, and tight…beautiful, teenage pussy…”

Groaning, he slammed into me one last time, and I felt myself being filled with cum for the first time ever. It splashed against my walls, massaging them, making me want to cum all over again. He drove himself deep against my womb as he released. I wasn’t on birth control…what if I got pregnant?

Rob pulled away, wiping himself on my cheek, adding to the spit and semen that was my new make-up.  Mr. Teller lingered until he slipped out, cock limp. He slapped my ass again, and I straightened up, wobbling weak-kneed in my high heels. My nipples were red and puffy, my pussy dripping jizz. My throat was raw, my stomach aching.

It was 3pm. I was ready for my first day of on-the-job training to be over.

But I wasn’t going to be so lucky.

“Alright,” Mr. Teller said. “What do you think, Rob?”

Rob chuckled.

“She’ll do. A bit stiff, and definitely dumb, but she’ll do. I’m sure, after a week, she’ll be properly trained. Right, Lindsey? You’re going to work hard to prove that you deserve this job, aren’t you?”

I don’t know what happened to me, but all that sucking and fucking really messed with my mind. I desperately wanted the job now, even though it was clear that I’d be on my knees for most of it, taking whatever cock Mr. Teller wanted me to take. Who knew where it would end? I’d need to get birth control….

“Speak, slut,” Mr. Teller said, and I realized I’d just been standing there, naked, with a stupid look on my face.

“Yes, sir,” I squeaked. The two men burst out laughing.

“Now, that’s the kind of skank we need around the office. Say it again, Lindsey.”

“Yes, sir?” They laughed again.

“Right on,” Rob said. “Well, I guess it’s nearly time for the client, huh?”

“You think she’s ready?” Mr. Teller said, both of them acting like I wasn’t even in the room.

“I don’t think we have a choice,” Rob said. “This is a real rush deal.”

“Alright,” Mr. Teller sighed. “Go ahead and take her to the conference room.”

I had no idea what was going on, but I didn’t care. I was going to do whatever they said, as long as I got to keep this damn job. I reached for my clothes, but Rob slapped my hand away.

“It’s not like anyone on this floor will be surprised,” he growled. “You’ve already sucked half of them off.”

“But my Daddy…”

“Works on another floor,” Mr. Teller said, dismissing us with a flip of his hand. “Off you go. Last test of the day, Lindsey. You fuck this up, and you’re fired. And then you’ll have to take your newfound skills to the streets. You don’t want to be a real whore, right, Lindsey?”

“No, sir,” I squeaked.

“Then please the client,” he said. “Now.”

Rob grabbed my wrist and tugged. I stumbled, trying to keep up with him while wearing my heels. Out in the hallway, Cynthia burst out laughing at the sight of me, naked and leaking cum, dragged through the halls. Some of the men I’d sucked off appeared in their doorways, hooting and hollering and reaching out to spank me. I’d never been so embarrassed but…

I’d also never been more turned on. I wanted more. I wanted them to spit on my face, to slap my breasts, to suck my nipples and bite them…

What was I turning into? What kind of slutty monster was I?

I was soon going to learn. Rob opened the door to the conference room. A tall, bulky black man sat looking at his phone in one of the seats. He barely glanced up as we entered.

“Sit,” Rob said, shaking me towards a chair. I stumbled into it, landing with a bounce. The black man eyed me doubtfully.

“Sweetening the pot, eh?” he said, voice low.

“We thought you might like to know that this particular employee has never had anal sex before,” Rob said, looking smug. Finally, that got the man’s attention. I flushed, a cold sweat overcoming my body. No. Not that. Never that!

“Is that so?” the man asked, eying me with renewed fervor. He licked his lips. “I do love a nice, virgin ass. Especially a tight white virgin ass…”

“Well, she’s all yours,” Rob said. “We’d be honored if you’d agree to break her in for us.”

“This doesn’t mean I’m taking the deal,” the man warned.

“Of course not, Mr. Smith,” Rob said. “We just hope you’ll remember this in your future considerations.”

“Indeed,” Mr. Smith grumbled. Rob shot me a stern, do-what-he-says look as he left me alone with the huge black man.

“Turn around,” Mr. Smith barked. I shook at the tenor of his voice, scared. He began to snarl, impatient, and I hurried to obey him, getting up and turning around, putting my ass in the air, my hands on the arms of the chair. I was blushing with shame and shaking in fear. But I knew that I was going to do this…let him do whatever he wanted. I’d come so far! I couldn’t stop now.

I felt his heat as he stood up and approached my tiny, slender frame. He grabbed my ass in his massive hands, squeezing the cheeks. I moaned in spite of my fear, liking his strength and his warm grip.

“Gonna be a tight fit,” he grumbled, spreading me wide. I felt something wet drop onto my ass; looking back, I saw him spitting down onto my rosebud. He caught me looking and smirked.

“In for a ride, girl,” he said. Reaching down, he smeared the cum and juices from my pussy up my crack, combining it with his spit to make my hole wet. I moaned at the touch, wishing he would change his mind and fuck my pussy instead. I really liked cumming on Mr. Teller’s dick.

I didn’t think I’d like being fucked in the ass by this black man…especially when he pulled out his dick and I saw how big it was! The biggest I’d seen all day, dark brown and thick as my fist. I grit my teeth together and turned away, not wanting to watch. This did not please him. Mr. Smith grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head around on my neck.

“Watch me,” he barked. I squirmed and mewled in desperation as he stepped forward, pressing himself against my asshole. Already, I felt like he was breaking me, the slightest pressure making me go stiff all over. “Dammit, girl, relax.”

How could I relax? I was about to get my virgin ass torn in half by this huge, black dick!

“Or don’t,” he said. “You’re gonna get a taste of this dick either way.”

He gave me an evil grin. And then he thrust forward. I screamed as he tore me open, pushing past my tight sphincter and into my ass. I blanched, knowing I couldn’t take my eyes off Mr. Smith. He groaned, his head thrown back in pleasure as he slowly buried his cock into my rosebud. My breath came quick and shallow, and I bit my lip to keep from screaming again. Slowly, my ass began to give up, relaxing enough to spread and fit him deeper.

“So fucking tight,” Mr. Smith growled. He spread my cheeks wider and spit again, shifting his position so he was angled a bit lower. When he pushed forward again, he was determined to go all the way, and despite my cries of pain he finally buried himself inside me, all the way to the hilt. His balls rested against my thighs. I was on the verge of total collapse as my asshole stretched to fit him, the new sensation so strange and uncomfortable. I realized I was crying, and when he saw this he grinned again.

“I’m just getting started, slut,” he said, and withdrew enough to tease me with relief, only thrusting back in, hard. I yelped as he did it again, and again, my ass slowly stretching more and more. Each stroke seemed smoother, and soon he was fucking my ass hard, using it like a pussy.

Slowly, the sensation changed. There was less pain. And there was something pleasurable about the sensation of being stuffed in my virgin ass. Something that changed my yelps of pain into cries of pleasure. I gripped the arms of the chair hard, my tits bouncing each time his balls slapped into my thighs and his cock disappeared into my ass.

“That’s it, bitch,” he growled. “You love it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I moaned, letting the pleasure control my mind. “So good…”

My clit throbbed. I wanted to touch it so badly. I felt like I would cum the second I touched it. Mr. Smith might have sensed this, but he didn’t care. He just kept destroying my ass with his massive cock, yanking on my hair.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and I could feel his cock swell inside me. He rammed into me and leaned forward, driving further than ever inside me, until I felt his cum slam into me, filling my abused ass with each thick, hot rope. My ass clenched and he groaned, emptying his balls into me until I thought I couldn’t take another drop. When he finally pulled out, I groaned at the relief. His cum trailed down my thighs, mixed with pink from the way his cock tore my rosebud.

“Go ahead and make yourself cum,” he demanded, slapping my ass. “I wanna watch you rub my cum into your pussy.”

I moaned in relief as he turned me around, sitting me in the chair; I reached down and collected some of his oozing cum from my ass, bringing it to my clit and rubbing myself hard. I used my other hand to pump my pussy, feeling like the perfect little whore as he watched me masturbate with his cum. It took me two seconds to reach a peak, my toes curling and my tits bouncing as I came, bucking and squirting onto the chair. Finally, I went limp, feeling the pain and pleasure radiate through my limbs.

“Alright,” he said, zipping himself up. “You’re alright, slut. Next time, I hope you’re a little less tight. Too hard fucking a virgin ass sometimes.”

He patted my cheek diffidently, then turned to leave the conference room. I was alone, drenched in sweat and cum and blood. I’d survived my first day at the office. I didn’t even want to wonder what my second day would be like…
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At five o’clock on the dot, I met Daddy at my office. I’d been able to cover most of the day’s evidence from my body, though my pussy still leaked cum and my asshole was red and torn. My nipples were still aching and puffy, and I was sure I stank of sex.

“How was your first day?” Daddy asked, eying me as though he expected me to say I hated it.

“It was great!” I said, wanting to prove him wrong at last. “I learned so much. I can’t wait for tomorrow.”

He smiled, and I felt so proud that he finally believed in me! He gave me a quick hug and kissed the top of my head.

“That’s great, baby,” he said. “Let’s go out to dinner to celebrate.”

Truth was, my stomach still ached from all the cum I’d swallowed. But I couldn’t say that, so I just nodded. On our way out, we met Mr. Teller in the elevator.

“Thanks again for giving my little girl a chance,” Daddy said, shaking Mr. Teller’s hand. If only he knew where that hand had been….

“Sure, Mike,” Mr. Teller said, shooting me a very evil grin. “She’s great. Can’t wait to see how far she’ll go in this company. She has a lot of potential. You should be proud.”

“I am,” Daddy said, squeezing me tight. I couldn’t tell him that Mr. Teller’s dark eyes and sick grin had me dripping wet all over again.

“See you tomorrow,” Lindsey,” Mr. Teller said, waving goodbye.

“Bye,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. We were all at the door to the office building, but Daddy stopped to talk to the security guard about something. Just before leaving, Mr. Teller pinched my ass and leaned down to whisper in my ear.

“Tomorrow, we’ll train you in taking three at once,” he said. “By the end of the week, we’ll have you on six.”

I blanched as he waved a final goodbye and left me behind.

He was right, after all.

I did have a lot left to learn.

Working in an office was a lot harder than I ever thought!


Punished for Teasing my Neighbor

The summer of my 18th year wasn’t the best summer for me.

Sure, I was at the prime of my youth and beauty. Sure, I’d just graduated high school at the top of my class. Sure, I had the whole world at my fingertips. People never ceased to remind me of those facts, as though they helped the simple fact that I just wasn’t happy.

I didn’t know what I was doing.

I didn’t know where I wanted to go to college, or if I wanted to go at all.

My boyfriend had just broken up with me. After three years, Sam left me for some tramp. Even my long, silky black hair and bright almond eyes and glowing tan skin and c-cup breasts couldn’t entice him to stay, when Andrea Layton was offering lesser goods at a much lower price. I’d let Sam touch my tits plenty, and given him a hand job or two, but I guess that wasn’t enough.

So, basically, I was heartbroken. And confused. And lost. And totally lacking any sort of guidance.

My parents were – and are – workaholics. Their careers are their whole life. Dad is a real estate agent, and Mom works in insurance. They put in long hours, which doesn’t leave much time for the needs of a teenage daughter. And since I’d always been really responsible and practically raised myself, they figured that once I hit 18, I could live without them 24/7.

Which was true, in a way. I could make my own dinner, and do my own laundry, and clean up after myself, and get my homework done and all that jazz. But in the summer after graduation, I didn’t have homework. I didn’t have cheerleading practice, or drama club, or yearbook. I didn’t have summer reading, because I hadn’t mustered the courage to actually pick any of the schools that accepted me. I didn’t have a dorm room to think about decorating, a sorority to think about pledging, a schedule to think about…scheduling.

I had nothing.

I barely even had any friends. I’d spent so much of high school with Sam, or working on my grades, or devoted to my clubs, that I never really cultivated actual friendships. Without cheerleading and drama and yearbook, the friends I had in those clubs drifted away. We didn’t have anything in common anymore. Especially since everyone was so excited about going away to college, and I was looking at a gap year that might just turn into a gap lifetime.

What did my parents think of my inability to decide on a school?

Well….they didn’t know.

They thought I was going to the state university on a full scholarship. I mean, I had gotten a full ride to the state school. I just hadn’t accepted it. I’d deferred every school. Eventually, I knew, I’d have to tell them. And for once, maybe, they’d pay attention to me. After all, skipping my first year of college definitely didn’t fit my parent’s idea for my future. I was supposed to major in business or something and make tons of money and spend all my time working at some job I didn’t like so I could afford things I didn’t even really want.

We had a huge house in a nice neighborhood, full of crap we didn’t need. We had a pool that my parents never used. We had an entertainment center they didn’t have time to enjoy. A kitchen they didn’t cook in, a hot tub they didn’t heat, a rec room they didn’t recreate in, and a jet-ski they didn’t ever take to the lake.

All of this crap was at my disposal, and what did I end up doing to kill time that summer?

Well, that’s where the story takes an interesting turn. Because while I was lamenting my lack of direction, and acting out in every way I could, the answer to all my problems was waiting right next door.
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Mr. Andrews moved in next to us when I was a freshman in high school. He wasn’t so creepy back then. At least, I didn’t think he was. He was just a regular, boring middle-aged guy. Bad taste in fashion. Weird mustache. Grilled on weekends, drove a nice car, waved hello when we saw each other. Normal neighbor.

But as I grew up…well, let’s just say I never lacked for male attention, and Mr. Andrews was no exception. Whether I had friends over at the pool or was tanning by myself, I often caught him glancing over the fence at least once or twice. I guess it’s hard to blame him. Hell, everyone looked at me. I was young and hot and had curves for days. Who wouldn’t look?

But that didn’t mean I wanted to just let him off the hook for it. I bad-mouthed him to all my friends, told them about my creepy old neighbor who probably belonged on the sex offender list. I even got Sam riled up once or twice, ready to go next door and punch him out.

Why? He wasn’t any worse than any of the other neighbors, like Mr. Templeton on the other side, or the mailman, or my teachers.

Well, I don’t really know.

Maybe, even then, I could see how he just looked at me…differently.

There was heat there.

There was something beyond just a creepy old dude perving on a lush young virgin.

There was something I wanted, without knowing I wanted it.

By the time I turned 18, I was beyond just complaining about him. I was sunning myself at the pool every single day, looking forward to the moment he’d appear and look down at me with those lusty eyes. And I started sunning topless – very obviously topless. My parents were never home, and Mr. Andrews had the only house that directly overlooked our pool, so the show was all for him. And when I saw him in the window or on his porch or in his yard, I’d rub oil on my breasts, making sure to linger over my nipples.

I loved teasing him.

I don’t know why, but I did.

The fact that this weird old guy wanted my body so bad but couldn’t have it was a rush. Sometimes, I’d get so excited that I’d run inside and rub myself off in the bathroom until I came. I broke my own hymen fingering myself one time, which is a story in itself.

As the summer went on and the days got hot, I spent more and more time at the pool. After all, I had nothing else to do. I almost never wore my bikini top. And when I saw Mr. Andrews, I would either rub my nipples with lotion, or I’d get up and run laps or do something else that would give him a good look at my perky, bouncy tits.

He spent a lot more time looking, too.

And those looks seemed to get…darker.

Sometimes, at night, I’d lie in bed, tingling all over, thinking about him next door, jacking off to the thought of my pretty, tight, virgin body bouncing on his lap. And then I’d get myself off, and drift off to sleep with nothing on my mind. Those were the best nights, when I didn’t have to think about my future or anything. I could just…be.

This went on until August. I was getting more anxious every day as the deadline for telling my parents the truth approached. Soon, everyone would be packing up for college and I’d be…

Teasing my neighbor in my backyard.

I guess I was so anxious that I was losing my mind a little, because on that fateful day, when I pulled the patio door closed, I didn’t realize that I’d triggered the lock. I lay out, as usual, taking off my bikini top and setting my suntan oil beside me. I lay back and waited for him to appear.

He passed by the window, pausing, looking down at me. I splurted some lotion on my chest and rubbed my tits, focusing on my nipples, getting them nice and hard. He watched for a minute, then disappeared. I felt empty inside. I waited for him to appear again.

The next time he did, I stood up, bounced a few times, and dove into the pool. I turned onto my back, arched my tits up, and did some backstrokes. He watched for a while, then disappeared.

I was wet, but I was bored. I didn’t even feel like masturbating. I decided to just put my top back on and watch TV for the rest of the day, in hopes that my constant anxiety would abate. Besides, it was quickly becoming apparent that a storm was on its way. The sky was already nearly as dark as night, and thunder rolled in the distance.

I tied up my bikini top and hopped towards the patio doors.

And found them locked.

My heart lurched.

Fuck.

I looked up at the sky. The wind picked up, and I caught a chill way down to my bones. I peered into the house hopelessly, knowing how screwed I was.

Which was to say, totally, royally, helplessly screwed. It was about to rain and I was stuck outside in just my bikini, with no way to get inside. I wished my parents left a spare key hidden somewhere outside, but they always said that was too risky. We had an alarm system and everything, but they were so uptight and paranoid about their precious stuff.

Above my head, thunder rumbled, and a cold gust of wind against my wet bikini had me shivering, my skin in goosebumps. I grabbed my towel and looked over the fence. All the lights were off and the car was gone from the Templeton’s driveway. But on the other side…at Mr. Andrews’ house…

I cringed, thinking about actually having to talk to him. I mean, he was a total creep! Always looking at me…I mean, sure, I kind of liked it, and certainly played it up for him, but still.

I hadn’t talked to him since before I started sunbathing topless. And I certainly didn’t want to start then.

Thunder cracked again, and I felt the first spray of raindrops. I had no choice. Hopping quickly across the pavement, which was quickly darkening as drops of water fell in fat pellets, I opened the gate and sprinted across the slick grass.

Just as I reached the awning of Mr. Andrews’ house, it started to pour. Thunder bowled over me, and lightning cracked the sky. It was almost like nighttime out, it was so dark. The storm came on so suddenly, and I was freezing cold even with my towel. I turned around and rang the doorbell, my stomach dropping as I thought about all the times I’d pranced around topless in the backyard, knowing he was watching.

Mr. Andrews opened the door with a scowl.

“Yes?” He growled, eying me up and down. His mustache looked freshly trimmed, his blue eyes cold, shadows crossing his features. I shivered.

“I’m…I got locked out…”

I bit my lip, waiting for him to say something or let me in. He just kept staring.

“And?” He finally said, stepping back and crossing his arms over his chest. He was wearing a tight white t-shirt, an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, and a pair of khaki shorts. He looked like somebody’s dad.

“Well…it’s raining and…” I gestured to the dark sky and the pelting rain. He didn’t budge. I sighed. “Can I just come in and call my parents?”

He scowled, but he stepped aside, letting me in. I entered, grateful to be out of the wind and rain. But he had the air conditioner on, and my bikini was still wet, so I was colder than ever.  I could feel my nipples puckering.

“This way,” he growled, walking down the hallway. His house looked a lot like mine. Very normal. No evidence of what a creep he was. He led me into the living room, which had shag carpeting and a big leather sofa. I was shivering, my wet hair clinging to my body. He must have noticed how cold I was, but he didn’t say anything about turning down the air conditioning or lending me clothes. Not that I’d want to wear his clothes, anyway.

“Sit down,” he said, and I found myself obeying him even though I didn’t really want to sit down. I just wanted to call Mom and Dad and be done with it. They probably wouldn’t leave work to let me in…I realized that I might be staying at Mr. Andrews’ until the storm let up, and my stomach flopped.

“Is your phone…” I started to ask, hoping against hope that my parents might be willing to swing by before leaving the office for the day.

“Here,” he said, throwing his cell phone at me. “Make it quick.”

My fingers shook as I dialed my Dad’s work number. As I expected, he scolded me for being irresponsible and said I’d have to wait until he got home in two hours. Mom said the same thing. The whole time, Mr. Andrews just looked at me like he hated me. I hung up and held the phone out to him, avoiding his eyes.

“Um,” I said. “They said they couldn’t make it home to let me in for a few hours…”

“And I guess you’ll want to wait here,” he said, rolling his eyes. I gulped and nodded.

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll let you stay.”

Great. Wonderful. I was soooo happy to be staying. I slumped back on the couch.

“Thanks,” I muttered.

“So,” he said. “You’re not just a bratty tease. You’re also ungrateful, and thoughtless.”

My head snapped as I looked up at him, jaw going slack. He was shaking his head, looking disgusted.

“What did you just say?” I asked.

“I said that you’re a tease, and you’re ungrateful, and you’re thoughtless,” he said. “You run around topless, showing off your perky little tits, knowing that I can see. And you’re ungrateful, acting like I’m not going out of my way to help you. And you’re thoughtless. Your hair is making my couch wet.”

“Oh, sorry,” I said, leaning forward before thinking about it. But then the rest of his words hit home, and I frowned, looking up at him, getting mad.

“I don’t run around topless for you,” I said. “I want an even tan. And I said thank you.”

“With one hell of a bitchy attitude ,” he said, rolling his eyes. “And do you think I buy that shit? Because I don’t. Not for a single second. Little bratty teases like you always want someone to see them. Let me guess. You take your top off, rub lotion all over yourself, and think about me watching you. You think about me jacking off, drooling over you. And then you go inside and stick your fingers up your slit and make yourself come.”

My jaw might as well have hit the floor. What nerve! How could he say such things? And worst of all….they were true! I tried to think of something – anything – to say. But I kept coming up blank. He smirked, and sat down on the coffee table in front of me.

“That’s what I thought,” he said. “I bet you rub your little clit until you’re shaking and dripping, thinking about how much old Mr. Andrews wants to fuck you.”

“No!” I protested, even though he was right. He just kept smirking.

“Has anyone ever touched those perfect little tits of yours, Amanda?” He asked, licking his lips. “Would you even know what to do if you had a man who wanted you? Because having a man want you doesn’t mean shit if you’re such a naughty, stuck-up, bratty tease. No one wants a girl like that. You know that, don’t you?”

“That’s not true,” I pouted. “Lots of men want me. And my boyfriend used to touch my tits all the time.”

“Used to?” He was all but laughing at me now. I hated him!

“Yeah, well…”

“And why did he break up with you, little girl? Because you were teasing him, too? You let him touch your tits, but that’s it? And he got tired of it, didn’t he? Now, he’s fucking some other girl, who lets him do whatever he wants. He loves her now, Amanda. That’s what men like. They like a girl who’ll do whatever they tell her to. Not bratty teases who promise you everything but give you nothing.”

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. He was right. He was so right. But it wasn’t fair! I shouldn’t have to fuck someone to get them to love me! And I wasn’t a tease! I was a good girl…

“You know what teases like you need to learn?” Mr. Andrews went on, leaning in now, getting a little closer than I was comfortable with. At the same time, having him so close, being able to smell him…the heat from his body against my cold skin…his hungry eyes…his demanding tone…

Oh, no. I was wet, and I don’t mean my hair.

“Wh…what?” I whimpered, leaning back, lip trembling. I didn’t want to know…and I did want to know. If it would get Sam back…I would do anything for that.

“You need to learn who’s in charge,” Mr. Andrews growled. “Between a man and a woman, a man is the one who’s in charge. When a man tells you what to do, you should do it. You shouldn’t argue. You shouldn’t laugh. You should say ‘yes, sir.’”

“That’s crazy,” I protested, getting some of my anger back.

“Is it? Because I’m pretty sure your boyfriend would come back if you learned how to submit to a man. And you want him back, don’t you, Amanda?”

I bit my lip. I did want him back. And Mr. Andrews eyes were…it was so strange but…I wanted to lean in towards him…

“Take the fucking towel off, Amanda,” he growled.

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Do it, now,” he said. “If you ever want a man to really love you, if you don’t want to be a naughty little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all summer. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “And if you don’t do it, I’ll kick you right back out into that storm. I’m doing you a favor here, Amanda. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little brat to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, and for all the men you’ll meet in the future. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, so no one else has to do it.”

I didn’t want to go back out into the storm. But I didn’t want to do what Mr. Andrews said, either. He rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of your life.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Let yourself out.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his Hawaiian shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Mr. Andrews touch my young, virgin body! But…I kind of did…

What was wrong with me?

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the towel away from my body.

“Okay,” I said. “Don’t make me go outside. Please.”

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Don’t waste my time, Amanda,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My pussy was tingly, too, the way it got when Sam and I made out for a long time and he touched my tits. The way it got right before I gave in to the urge to touch myself.

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. But maybe he was right. I wanted to please Sam. I wanted to have men love me. And my body wanted something…something I could barely understand.

“Stand up,” Mr. Andrews said. “You’re still dripping all over my couch.”

I got to my feet, feeling very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away.

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Mr. Andrews touch me was so wrong! He was old enough to be my dad.

“Don’t move,” Mr. Andrews said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my flesh. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, brat.”

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over. I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my bikini top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me.

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are beautiful, they’ll please many men. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to please men. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“My purpose is to please men!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.

“Did you ever let your boyfriend suck your nipples?” Mr. Andrews said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s weird.”

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it.

“You will always respond by calling me ‘sir’,” he said. “And it is not weird. Nothing a man wants to do to you is weird. You will do whatever a man asks you to do, no matter how ‘weird’ it seems. And you will enjoy it. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, sir,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the coffee table again. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples.

I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet. He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait so long. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Amanda? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long?”

I nodded, wondering why it never felt so good when Sam touched my tits. Mr. Andrews rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, sir,” I said meekly.

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. Whatever it was, I didn’t think I was going to like it. He said he wanted to punish me and…

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on the strings at my hips, and suddenly I was totally naked, my bikini bottom falling to the ground. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. And then his hands were there, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his crotch against my ass! I was dripping down my thighs, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe; it was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted…something…in my pussy. I wanted that hard thing inside me. But then it was gone, and instead I felt something totally different.

He slapped my ass.

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was a little girl. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices.

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. The first thing I saw was the lump in his pants. His cock was very clearly bigger than Sam’s. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock through his shorts. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Sluts always do. But you don’t get it, not yet. First, I’m going to make you cum. I’m going to make you cum so hard, you’ll be my slave for the rest of your sad, slutty life. And then I’m going to stuff that tight little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. Why did I like this so much? Why did I want him to do all those things?

“Now, get your ass back on that couch,” he growled, slapping me one last time, like a horse he wanted to get moving. I spun around, eager to please him. He dropped to his knees before me, ripping my thighs apart. I squirmed; surely, he could see how wet I was. His eyes twinkled as he looked up at me.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I knew I was right about you. All nice and wet for me. Like a true slut. You’ll make a fine sex toy for me…and so convenient, living right next door.”

I couldn’t be his sex toy! I was only 18, and he was so old. But my pussy was clenching and aching with each word, my nipples hard, my body tight and tense. He ran his hands up and down my inner thighs, the shocks vibrating up my spine and making me dizzy. He leaned in until I could feel his breath against my slit, rolling up to my tight, throbbing clit.

“Beg me for it,” he growled, eyeing me from between my legs. “Beg your master to lick your pussy.”

I gulped hard. If I did what he said….it’d be crossing another line…I could never go back. But I needed it so bad, I felt like I was going to explode if another second past. His fingers tightened on my thighs, to the point of pain, and I groaned.

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “Please, lick my pussy. Please, lick my clit and let me cum…”

“Good girl,” he said, and dove forward. The minute his lips latched around my clit, I screamed, my hips bucking upward. He suckled my clit between his lips and pulled away, dragging his tongue along my slit in one long, downward stroke.

“God, this virgin pussy tastes good,” he said. “It’s almost a shame I’ll be breaking you in so soon…maybe I’ll make you wait, just fuck your ass until I’m ready to destroy your perfect, young cunt…”

I squirmed and let his words settle in my chest, then they vanished as he leaned in again and lapped his tongue around my clit, whipping the tip of his tongue across it. My hips were bucking in time to his licking, the rhythm steady, my head spinning. I could feel pressure in my womb, my slit dripping, my muscles tensing. I was barely able to breathe, my blood rushing like crazy. I felt pressure against my slit again, and then my pussy walls clenched as he slid two fingers into my slit.

“Tight,” he growled. “But no hymen. I guess you’ve fucked yourself too much. That’s a shame, slut.”

I cringed, whimpering as the loss of friction on my clit. But then his tongue was on it again, and his fingers thrust in my pussy, the dual sensation driving me wild. I knew I was about to cum, and he seemed to know it too.

He licked my clit faster, suckling it between his lips. And his fingers curled inside me, finding my g-spot and pressing it, hard. He growled, and the vibrations sent me over the edge. I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy as I came, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never cum so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Mr. Andrews used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Amanda?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured.

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you cum. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. After you take his seed in whatever hole he chooses, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Amanda. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, and with his free hand he undid his shorts. They fell around his ankles and his cock sprang forth; it was huge and red and throbbing. Way bigger than Sam’s, and I’d barely ever touched Sam’s.

“I don’t expect you know what to do with this, do you?” Mr. Andrews growled, sounding disappointed again. My lip trembled as I shook my head.

“I feel bad for your boyfriend,” he said. “Ex-boyfriend, I mean. Anyway, he’ll be much happier with you once I fully break you in. Now, open your mouth.”

I did as he said.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat,” he said, and used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. He let me get used to it for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head, not really sure what to do.

Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat. My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft.

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock.

He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach.

But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Mr. Andrew’s seed.

“Alright,” he said, panting above me and finally releasing my hair. I went limp, realizing I was just as horny as I was before I came. The feel of him fucking my throat had gotten me all hot again, and my nipples stood out tight and hard while my clit and pussy throbbed. “That was fine, slut. You’ll improve over time, but it was just fine for a first attempt.”

I could still taste him in my throat, feel how raw he’d left me. He was looking down at me and rubbing his chin.

“Now, I’d really like to break in that pussy today,” he said. “But it will take something for me to get hard again. Why don’t you play with yourself while I watch? That will be a nice treat for both of us, I’m sure.”

I reddened. Somehow, that felt almost dirtier than anything we’d done before. But he rolled his eyes, impatient.

“Come on,” he said. “Spread your fucking legs and show me what you do to yourself when you picture me jacking off to you. Show me how you fuck yourself.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, leaning back and spreading my legs. I reached between them, closing my eyes as I touched my clit. Warm relief flooded me at once as my finger slid across my wet pussy, collecting my juices before returning to my clit.

“Look at me,” Mr. Andrews growled.

“Yes, sir,” I panted, opening my eyes. He was holding his cock, which was semi-hard again. His eyes were hungry as they roamed over my fresh, virgin, teenage body. I jerked in pleasure as I twirled my finger around my clit, strangely reveling in the dirtiness of fucking myself in front of my older neighbor. He was getting harder with each passing second, and I could feel my lust and anticipation rising. I was about to let my creepy old man neighbor take my virginity, and I couldn’t wait.

“You forgot to thank me for letting you swallow my cum,” he said, and his words caused me to jerk again in pleasure.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, rubbing myself harder. “Thank you for letting me swallow your cum.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and I could see he was fully hard now. My pussy was dripping onto his couch. “Stand up again and turn around. I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked like a beast. Turn around, now. I don’t want to look at your face when I fill you up.”

I groaned, barely recovered as I turned around, my knees on the couch, bending over. His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward.

“Slow, please, sir,” I moaned, knowing it would hurt.

“Fuck no,” he said, and slammed all eight inches into me.

I screamed, my hands clawing at the leather sofa, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the cushions, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me. I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat.

He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax. But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my seed.”

“Please! Please, sir, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance.

“I’m afraid that’s all I’ll be able to teach you today, Amanda,” he said as I turned around, slumping onto the couch. He grimaced. “Don’t get cum all over my couch, please. Get on the floor. At my feet, please.”

I nodded, slipping down until I was crouched at his feet. He looked down at me, a smile on his face, and I felt pride blossoming in my chest at pleasing him so well. He reached down and patted my hair.

“Tomorrow, you’ll come over in the morning,” he said. “Quite early, I think. Six A.M. will do nicely. I’ll leave a key for you in the mailbox. Wake me up by sucking my cock, and eat my cum for breakfast. Then, I’d like to break in that last hole of yours. I’m going to love watching your tight little rosebud spread to fit my cock…”

“Yes, sir,” I crooned. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, patting my hair again. “I’ll have you broken in soon enough. And when I’m done with you, I’ll hand you right over to that boyfriend of yours. Although it would be a shame to waste such a promising fuck slave on a boy. I may be able to find a more suitable home for you with some friends of mine. They have quite an impressive stable of sluts…”

I batted my lashes up at him, eager to do whatever he wanted me to. This was my life now. I was a slave, and I was determined to be the best slave I could be. Pleasing men was my purpose, after all. It felt so good to have a purpose. I wouldn’t have to decide what college to go to, after all. I’d already learned so much from him, and I knew he could teach me anything a good slut would have to know.


Punished for Teasing the Gardener

I was in big trouble.

At least, that’s what all my friends told me.

“You can’t go to college a virgin!” They said. “They’ll eat you alive!”

And I believed them. I’d turned 18 at the end of my senior year, and I was the only one of my friends who was still a virgin. It wasn’t by choice, really. It was just that none of the guys I knew in high school seemed up to the task. They were always so nervous and kind of pathetic. I wanted the first man to take me to be…well…a man! Someone strong, who knew what to do with me. Someone like…
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“Hey!” I shouted, rising from my lounge chair beside the pool. The gardener turned, his face obscured by the wide-brimmed hat on his head. He was working shirtless, as usual. Was that why I always made sure to do my tanning when he was working? Maybe. Maybe it was also why I untied my bikini straps and barely covered my impressive chest when I tanned.

“Yes?” He called, irritable.

“Don’t cut those bushes,” I yelled. “Daddy doesn’t want them cut.”

“Who says?” He challenged me.

“Daddy says!” I hollered back. Who did he think he was, questioning me? My Daddy was his boss. He couldn’t talk back to me. No matter how much I teased him with my body, he ought to always remember his place, right?

He stared at me a few moments more. I held my bikini across my chest with one hand, showing off plenty of under- and over-boob. He shook his head slowly; I couldn’t see much of his face, but I could see the scowl. Then he turned away and moved off to another part of the yard. I could still watch him, but he was farther away. This frustrated me. I liked watching him. Tan skin glistening in the sun, muscles working, long black hair tied up in a bun…

When he disappeared around the side of the house, I harrumphed myself up and went inside through the patio doors. I hopped up the stairs to my room, discarding my bikini. Naked, I walked to my window, which overlooked the yard. I opened the curtains and saw him, working on the hedges. I knew that if he looked up, he could see me, too. Good. Let him take a nice, long look at my fresh, young, teenage body. He’d never have it. I liked having that power over him.

I waited until I knew he’d seen me plenty, then got dressed. Sometimes, I’ll admit, I didn’t get dressed right away. Sometimes, I touched myself, right where he could see it. But that day, I was more bored than horny. I threw on a tank top and short skirt. I was in the house and not planning to go out, so I didn’t wear a bra.

Daddy wouldn’t be home for another hour and a half. I was bored. Bored enough to do some mindless eating, so I hopped down to the kitchen, bouncing all the way. On the way down, I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror: long blonde hair in a high ponytail, big green eyes, perfectly luscious lips. I was 18 and every bit the princess. With my c-cup tits and perky ass, I figured I was doing the gardener a favor by showing off my body in front of him. Where else would he get this close to perfection?

I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped short.

He’d never come into the house before.

But there he was, in the kitchen, drinking from a glass of iced tea.

The nerve!

“What are you doing here?” I demanded, crossing my arms over my chest. The cold air in the house had my nipples hard. Or maybe it was his dark eyes and scrubby beard. He looked at me with something like boredom.

“I was thirsty,” he said.

“So?” I demanded, stalking across the room towards him. “You didn’t think to knock before barging into our house? Daddy wouldn’t like that!”

“Daddy wouldn’t like that,” he teased, mocking me. “Yeah, there’s a lot of things that Daddy wouldn’t like, aren’t there?”

My mouth opened, then snapped shut. He turned, and I found myself face-to-face with him, staring into his black eyes. He really was very handsome, and with his shirt off, abs hard as sculpted marble, inches away from me…

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

“Y-you can’t talk to me like that,” I said. “My Daddy is your boss. That means I’m your boss, too!”

“Like hell you are,” he growled, advancing even further. I could feel my pussy getting wet from being so close to him, trapped by his dark eyes and his demanding tone. I thought he was the kind of guy who’d just take my teasing. But I was wrong. He was the kind of guy who’d take my virginity. The realization drove a chill down my spine. “You’re nothing but a bratty little tease.”

Suddenly, he reached forward and pulled at the strap of my tank-top, and I slapped his hand away, but not before he managed to pull it halfway down my arm. Where his fingers grazed my flesh, I was all goosebumps. No sooner did his hand leave one strap then it was on the other, pulling just as hard, heedless of my slapping hand.

“You’re crazy,” I hissed, feeling my heartbeat speed up as he smirked at me. “You can’t treat me like that!”

“Why not? You like being treated this way, don’t you?”

Yeah, I did, but that was beside the point. So what if I liked knowing he watched me undress? So what if I liked the way he licked his lips when he saw my breasts, barely covered by my bikini, nipples hard? So what if I wondered what his rough, hard-working hands would feel like on my chest, tweaking my nipples…

“No,” I said, voice shaking. “I don’t.”

“Oh, please,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “You’re not fooling anyone, princess. I’ve seen you. Through the window that you always conveniently leave open. I know every bra and panty you own, and you know it, and you like it. The blue lacy one is my favorite. Especially when you stick those fingers into your panties and…”

I was blushing now and breathing hard. I never thought that all my teasing, all my fantasies, would lead to something actually happening. But I guess you can only push a man so far before he pushes back.

“And what?” I challenged, noting how his body kept moving towards mine, inch by invisible inch, closing the distance between us.

“You know,” he growled. “You know exactly what you’re doing when you watch me work and touch your pussy. Dreaming about what it would be like to let the dirty gardener fuck that rich little twat of yours. Get dirt all over your tits and your ass…”

He leaned in now, putting his hands on either side of the kitchen table, pinning me in place. He leaned down enough that our lips and eyes were aligned. My mouth was watering, my nipples tingling, the hair on the back of my neck standing up. His hips moved towards me, and I gasped as they met my pelvis, grinding me back into the marble edge of the table. I could smell him, earth and sweat and musk. I could see the drops of sweat on his forehead, the trails leading from his ear to his neck.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? I bet those nipples are begging for me to touch them, hard and aching…”

I moaned, his words igniting fires across my flesh, my throat closing as lust choked me. I pushed my hips against his, put my hands on his chest; I wanted to push him away, but I also wanted him to come even closer. My hips and my hands fought the war for me, the lower half of my body grinding against him while the top half resisted.

“Do you think Daddy would like it if he knew that his little brat was stripping for the help? Touching herself right where they could see? Do you think Daddy would like it if someone like me had pictures of you, naked, your fingers buried in your slit?”

Everything inside me went cold at once. Pictures? What was he talking about? He couldn’t…he wouldn’t…

“You think I can’t afford one of those fancy phones with a  high-res camera?” He was grinning now. My hips had stopped grinding against his, shock overwhelming my lust for the moment. But he kept pushing me against the table, and now I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

“You’re gonna let me touch, lick, and suck everything you’ve been teasing me with,” he said, his hot breath whipping through my brain and making me shudder in pleasure. “Starting with your tits. Right, princess? Say it. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I didn’t want to stop him. But I needed to stop him. But I didn’t want to. But I was a good girl, not a slut, and I couldn’t let the man who mowed my father’s lawn grab my tits and…

“Ohhh,” I moaned as he ripped my off, my generous chest bouncing free and into his waiting hands. “Yessss, pleeease…”

“Yeah,” he growled, his knee still lodged against my pussy, sending shockwaves up my spine. “That’s right. This is what bratty little teases get.”

He licked his lips, cupping my breasts from below and kneading them roughly. I could feel every callous, could feel the dirt on his palms, felt him hardening against my body.

“God damn,” he growled. “They feel even better than they look.”

As if to prove this to himself, he squeezed them both, hard enough to make me cry out. His eyes danced up to mine, his mouth set in that awful smirk.

“And look how fucking hard your nipples are,” he whispered. His thumbs rolled over them and my back arched in response, my hips grinding down harder against his leg now, my clit buzzing as I pressed it against him and thrust.

“Please,” I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Did I want him to stop, or keep going? Did I want it to end – or did I want more? Did it matter what I wanted anymore…or was it about what I needed?

“I love the sound of a brat begging,” he growled, and pinched my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, still grasping and massaging each breast in his large hands. “And you know I can feel every move your hips make, right? I can feel you trying to fuck my thigh, you needy little tease.”

“P-please,” I said again, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as he pinched my nipples harder, then pulled them, then twisted them gently. Could he feel how fast my heart was beating, too? Could he feel how wet I was – soaked through my panties? My stomach coiled tight as he teased my breasts, claiming them with his calloused hands.

“If only Daddy could hear you now,” he smirked. “Begging the hired help to suck your nipples. That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours?”

He twisted them again, harder this time, and the coil in my stomach tightened. I found myself nodding, ferociously.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please…suck…my nip…”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make my mouth say those dirty words. But his thigh moved away and his hands dropped from my tits and my whole body screamed in protest.

“No,” I whined, opening my eyes to watch him retreat. “Please…I need…”

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” he said. “I don’t care what you want, or need. Understand? Teases like you don’t get what they want. They get what I’m willing to give them. And I want to hear you beg me to kiss your fucking tits and suck your nipples.”

“Please,” I moaned, moving towards him; he pushed me back. “Please…suck my nipples.”

My cheeks were flaming red, and my voice sounded small and childish, but he smiled. His hands landed on my hips and suddenly I felt him lifting me, setting me down on the edge of the kitchen table. The cold marble was a shock to my bare thighs, but I barely had time to register it before his lips were between my breasts, his hands kneading and pushing each globe together, his tongue lapping at my flesh as his mouth came closer and closer to the center of my breast.

His fingers played with one nipple while his lips closed on the other, his tongue lathing me in warmth. He forced himself between my knees, his cock clearly hard behind his zipper. Growling, he switched sides, pinching one nipple while sucking and lapping at the other. I groaned, loud and long, as my panties flooded and my flesh warmed. He bit down gently and I started at the sudden pain.

“Not so hard,” I whined, but he didn’t seem to care, and bit down again, harder this time. I had to admit, it felt strange…and good. I was panting, my hands on the table behind me, my back arched to give him full access to my chest. My hair tickled down my back, sparks of pleasure that bounced across my body.

“Fuckin’ nice,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and nipping and licking me into a frenzy. My eyes fell on the microwave, where the clock told me that Daddy would be home within the hour. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Daddy…he’ll be home…” I moaned. “We can’t…”

“Don’t you tell me what I can’t do,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging so that tendrils of pain mingled with my pleasure. “I hope your Daddy does come home, just in time to see his little brat impaled on the gardener’s cock.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my eyes trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. I was going to lose my virginity right there on the kitchen table, to the gardener. I was dripping onto the marble countertop, my tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

“That’s the idea,” he growled, releasing my hair. “In every hole, princess. Every hole.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond, but pushed on my chest, catching me off guard; I fell backwards, my back on the marble, his mouth trailing between my breasts and down my taut, fluttering stomach. His hands yanked my skirt down, then my drenched panties.

“So wet,” he growled, kissing just above my mound. “Such a wet little tease, getting off on this. You love it, don’t you? You love spreading your legs for me, don’t you? Rich little bitch…”

“Mmm,” I could barely even manage to hum as his breath blew across my clit, causing my thigh muscles to clench, my hips to jerk. He had one hand on my stomach, keeping me down, restricting my movement. The other traced up my thigh, his eyes gazing at me from between my legs, watching my every move. When he slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, I jerked, my hands gripping the end of the table, nails digging into nothing as pleasure flooded my body.

“Tight as fuck,” he growled. “You really are a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “Mm-hmm.”

“Perfect,” he growled, and a second later his mouth was on my clit, his fingers thrusting inside me, meeting resistance but pushing through it; I felt something stretching, a brief jolt of pain, and then the deepest pleasure I’d ever felt. I’d fingered myself before, but not like this. My fingers were thin and short, his were thick and long; he must have torn my hymen, but it didn’t even matter. I was lost in the sensation of his fingers thrusting and stroking while his tongue wrapped around my clit, suckling between his lips, flicking it and teasing it until my thighs quivered around his head.

My hips were straining against his hand, my body desperate for release. His fingers curled inside me and stroked some place deep inside me. At the same time, his teeth grazed my clit, and the dual sensation set me off. The coil in my stomach released violently, my spine going rigid as I came, flooding his mouth with my juices. I gasped, then panted, feeling my jagged nerves ringing with the sensation.

He sucked my clit hard, one more time, before rising, towering over my prone body. He wiped his mouth with his hand, eyes hungry as they roamed over me, naked from head to toe, spread before him like a virgin offering. He never took his eyes off me as he undid his zipper, his pants falling to his ankles. His cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. He stroked himself a few times, staring down at me, then smirked again.

“Get up,” he growled. I rose, lowering myself onto the ground, my pussy still dripping down my thighs. We stood close, my breasts pressed to his chest. I felt his hand on the top of my head, pushing. “Now get down and show me how you suck cock, princess.”

“I don’t know how,” I whined, trying to resist the force of his hand. I was afraid to put him in my mouth. He was so big, and my mouth was so small, I was sure it would be uncomfortable.

“Perfect time to learn, then,” he growled, and pushed harder, until I was forced onto my knees. It stood before me, throbbing and angry-looking. I looked up at him, eyes pleading for mercy. But he wasn’t in the mood for mercy, it seemed.

“Better get to it, if you want me to come before Daddy gets home and sees you sucking the gardener’s cock,” he growled. “Let me see your tongue.”

I could do that, at least. I opened my lips and stuck my tongue out, still watching him for guidance. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head toward him while driving his hips forward. The head of his cock slipped along my tongue; the taste was strong, but I liked it, the deep musk, the naughtiness of it all. I instinctively grabbed the base of his cock, barely able to close my hand around it, as he began to rock his hips against my mouth. My tongue rolled along the underside of his shaft, feeling the thick vein throbbing there.

“Don’t forget my balls,” he growled. “Little bratty teases like you always forget the balls.”

I groaned in pleasure at his rough tone, and cupped his balls in my free hand, feeling their weight, heavy in my palm. Inch by inch, he pumped his dick into my mouth, stuffing me until I was struggling for each breath. His hand in my hair held my head in place, until he began to pull and push me back and forth in time with his hips.

My spit flowed down his shaft, my hand pumping the base while he thrust further and further into my virgin throat. My other hand was still fondling his balls, feeling them churn as he slid into the very back of my throat, making me gag. My eyes were watery, a tear escaping from one corner as he choked me with his cock. He grabbed my head in both hands and wrenched forward with a grunt, shoving every inch of his member into my mouth and holding me in place, watching me squirm underneath him, my nose flaring with each desperate breath.

My clit was throbbing, my pussy dripping down my thighs, I was so turned on by the way our gardener was fucking my mouth like he owned it. I heard a deep, satisfied moan, felt his balls pulse, and then a burst of wet, sticky fluid hit the back of my throat. His dick was throbbing against my tongue with each spurt of cum, filling my mouth until it dripped from my lips; I had no choice but to swallow what I could, filling my belly with his seed while he kept on fucking my throat, not stopping until he had nothing more to give me.

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

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

I glanced at the clock. It was getting dangerously close to the time Daddy always got home, and I whimpered as I looked back up at him.

“But…Daddy…”

“I said I’m not done with you,” he growled, and pulled me up by my hair. With one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “And you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand.

“Say it,” he growled. “I wanna hear my little brat beg me to fuck her virgin pussy.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please fuck me, sir. Please fuck my virgin pussy…”

“Good girl,” he said, pulling his fingers away, making me whimper in need. He smirked, grabbed me, and spun me around, pushing down on my back until I was bent over the kitchen table, my tits pressed against the cold marble, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my thighs open; he used his free hand to grab one thigh and lift it, opening me to him.

“Sweet fuckin’ pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as he slid the head of his cock between my lips, my juices lubricating it as he slid it from my clit to my entrance, back and forth, teasing me, coating himself in my arousal. “I love fucking virgins. I love the way you scream. I love knowing you’ll always remember my cock.”

He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance, my hymen already broken by his fingers, my pussy still tight even with all my juices dripping from it. Finally, slowly, he began to enter me, and my whole world spun. I reached forward, grabbing the opposite end of the table to brace myself as his thick cock split me wide, his hand still lifting my thigh at an angle to give him complete access to my virgin slit.

Each inch of his cock was torture and bliss, pain and pleasure, filling me even as it stretched me past comfort. I could feel his cock burying inside me, inching closer to some deep place inside me that craved it. But when he was halfway inside me, he suddenly stopped, and started to pull away.

“Noo,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me, please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not ‘til I fuck every hole, bitch.”

And with that, he rammed forward, slamming every inch of his cock into my virgin pussy. I howled, back arching, as he filled me up. Bottomed out inside me, he split me in two and reached every dark well of need I never knew existed. His hand that held my thigh shifted, until he could lift my thigh and thumb my clit at the same time, rubbing me as he began to slide in and out.

The sensations were wild, unmanageably delicious, my body craving it faster, harder. As though he could sense it, he sped up, his thumb flicking my clit while his cock pistoned into my deepest center, drawing cries of pleasure from my mouth with each thrust. He fucked me like a beast, taking me without mercy, fucking me blind. And it was so good, I could feel something rising inside me, rushing against my stomach, a storm of pleasure that darkened and swirled faster with each pump of his hips.

“You gonna come for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls. Come before your Daddy comes home and finds you fucking the gardener…”

I exploded, the storm breaking inside me, his thumb rubbing my clit hard as his cock pierced me and stilled, letting me ride him through my climax, my pussy contracting around his cock, the head of it pressed against my womb, driving me into deeper and deeper throes of ecstasy. My juices spilled in a flood across his shaft, and it was only when my body went limp that he pulled out, releasing my thigh. I moaned against the table, still reeling. I barely realized what was happening when I felt his hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart, his cock positioned against my asshole.

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I’m not…oh, please…”

I was afraid of what that dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open. And I was afraid of Daddy coming home and seeing the hired help rutting with his daughter. But the gardener didn’t seem to care about any of that.

“I don’t want to wait,” he growled. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, little girl. And you’re gonna love it. Be a good little tease and touch your pussy for me.”

I wanted to resist but…I couldn’t. I was too lost in this dirty world of pleasure, I was too far gone. Every demand he made sounded like a promise. I’d already come so hard, and I wanted more. So I bit my lip and slid my fingers between my legs, finding my juicy slit while grinding my clit with my palm.

“Yeah, baby,” he growled. “That’s it.”

His cock was drenched in my juices, and as the first inch pressed into my asshole, I was filled with unbearable pain. My legs kicked up, feet rising from the ground, the world going white. But after that first inch, after the head, the sensations changed. I ground harder against my clit, and realized that having his cock in my ass while my fingers filled my pussy was the best thing I’d ever felt.

He had his hands on my hips, holding me where he wanted me. His hips met my cheeks, his cock fully buried in my virgin ass, and then he began to pump. His hands moved my hips in time to his thrusts, my fingers desperately trying to keep up, the feeling of his cock in my ass divine. He was going faster and faster, and his breathing was labored.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he growled. “I’m gonna fill your perfect, bratty, virgin ass with my cum. Are you ready, princess? You ready to take my cum? I want you to thank me, I want to hear you thank me for taking your virginity…”

“Oh, god,” I moaned, feeling my body tensing all over as another orgasm threatened to break. “Thank you, sir, thank you for fucking me, thank you for fucking my ass and letting me come on your dick…”

The dirty words just flew out of me, like I was possessed. But they did the trick, and I felt him slam into me one last time, his cock shooting cum into my ass.

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. He groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp. I didn’t think I could move, but when I glanced at the clock I knew I didn’t have a choice. As though willed by some omniscient power, I heard the telltale sound of my father’s car approaching down the driveway.

“Better get your skanky, bratty ass upstairs,” the gardener said, slapping my ass as he spoke. I turned, watching him adjust himself and zip up his pants. “Wouldn’t want Daddy smelling all the sex on you.”

“B-but…what…what happens now?” I whimpered, scanning the floor for my clothes. I had precious few seconds to waste, but I needed to know if this was a one-time thing or…

“Now? Now, you’re mine,” he growled. “Every week, you’re gonna greet me on your knees, naked. Got it? You’re my bratty little slut now. I own you.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, really enjoying that idea. “But I don’t even know your name.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, just as Daddy slammed the car door, making me jump. I grabbed my clothes from the floor. “You’ll just call me sir.”

I had no time to respond, I was running up the stairs, taking them two at a time as I heard the door unlocking.

“Ah,” my father’s voice said. “The man himself. Have I thanked you recently for the great work you’ve been doing on the lawn? I always seem to miss you.”

“No thanks necessary,” Sir said. “I just came in to get a drink of water. Your lovely daughter told me how much you like my work. She said that you were very grateful for my services.”

“And she’s exactly right, my friend,” Daddy said. “You keep up the good work, there’s a bright future for you here in my home.”

“I’m sure of that,” Sir said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Quite sure, indeed.”


First Time For Sale

My name is Rocky Turner, and I was an 18-year-old virgin. All through high school, I felt like the ugly duckling. Except I never once believed I would turn into a swan. I was too tall, my limbs were too gangly. My B-cup breasts were too small, and my ass was too small, too. I had boring brown hair and boring brown eyes. I never got asked on dates, and I never even kissed a guy except for one brief week at summer camp, when I had a “boyfriend” who would make out with me and feel me up behind the stables.

Of course, every other kid at my school was having sex. They were boning like rabbits! But not me. Let them have their fun, I thought; I was too busy studying hard. I couldn’t make waves with my looks, or my mousy personality, so I was going to make waves with my intelligence. And I did, to a point. But there’s only so much studying you can do before your innate intelligence kicks in. And I had to look up the word “innate”. So at the end of the day, I wasn’t even a smart mousy virgin.

I was nothing.

Still, my hard work got me into the best public college in my state, with a partial scholarship. I was still going to have to pay a lot of money for tuition and books, but I was proud of the small amount they were willing to give me. And I thought my parents would be able to pay for the rest. They always said they would. My brother was in junior high, but my parents didn’t seem to think it would be hard to put me through school and provide for him at the same time.

At least, they didn’t think that until it happened.

Not two weeks after I got my acceptance letter, we got terrible news. Dad’s company was bankrupt. It came as a horrible surprise. The company had been hiding their decline for years. His pension and retirement fund were gone. My mother’s job as a secretary wouldn’t even begin to pay the bills, and all my family’s savings was wrapped up in stocks that were now useless.

We were dead broke.

And my dream at going to college was dead, too.

But I didn’t want Mom and Dad to know how upset I was. They were upset enough already. So when it all finally sunk in and I needed to cry it out, I snuck into the backyard to do it. I went to the farthest corner of the yard, behind the oak tree, and started bawling. I thought I was alone. I wasn’t.

“Honey! Rocky, darling! Whatever is wrong?

Anna Samuels was my next-door-neighbor. She and her husband Terry were great neighbors. They were the perfect neighbors, actually. Friendly but not intrusive, always inviting us over around the holidays and helping to fund the block parties.

They were madly in love, everyone could tell that. And they were good-looking, to boot. They were my parents’ age, but looked younger. Anna had beautiful blonde hair that she always wore loose and wavy, and a neat, trim figure. She ran every day, jogging around the neighborhood. Sometimes my mom went with her, but not often.

Terry had salt-and-pepper hair, a full head of it, and the warmest blue eyes I ever saw. His wrinkles were dignified, and he also worked out. His muscles could have put any boy at my high school to shame. The couple cut an impressive image when you saw them together, Terry draping his muscled arm over Anna’s shoulders, both smiling.

So you can see why it was easy for me to open up to Anna. Even though I thought maybe my parents wouldn’t want me airing our family’s business, I needed to talk to someone, and I didn’t have any friends. So I told her everything. My father losing his job, my inability to pay for college. How I worked so hard just to get into a good school, just to have it taken away.

I even told her about what a disappointment high school was for me, how I never had a boyfriend or any friends. She listened patiently and sympathetically, cooing and shaking her head. She’d been gardening on the other side of the fence, but she came through the gate to sit beside me at the tree, looking very pretty in a yellow shirt and a pair of white capris.

When I was finally done telling her everything, she wrapped me up in a hug. I immediately started feeling better. And I felt even better when she started talking.

“You know, darling, it does seem dire right now. But chin up. Things aren’t always as bad as they seem. You never know when opportunity knocks. You may find that you can afford college after all.”

I sniffled and looked up at her.

“How?” I asked.

“Well…I don’t know…but I think Terry and I might actually be able to help you out. We run a special business, and a girl like you might fit in very nicely. The job would pay very well. This opportunity is really quite rare, Rocky. Why don’t you come over Thursday night for dinner, and we can discuss it?”

Fireworks went off in my head. I lunged at Anna, nearly knocking her over with my hug.

“Thank you!” I cried. “Oh, thank you!”

Anna chuckled as she returned my embrace.

“Of course, darling,” she said. “But I’m not making any promises. We’ll discuss it all at dinner, alright? Come over at 7, will you?”

“I’ll be there,” I said, starting to cry again – this time, from relief and happiness.

That night, I could barely sleep, I was so excited. I didn’t know what kind of business Anna and Terry ran, but I was sure it was very interesting. I just had to prove I was worth taking a chance on, and all my problems would be solved! She all but promised so. Finally, I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of decorating my dorm room.
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On the night of the dinner, I wore a nice purple button-up blouse and black slacks. I thought I looked very presentable, with my brown hair in a neat bow and some light make-up. I’ve always been too tall for heels, so I opted for my nicest flats. My mother complimented me on my outfit and wished me luck on my way out.

I was very nervous as I waited on their doorstep. From what Anna said, this could be the answer to all my problems. That made this dinner the most important one of my life so far. I was so tense that I uttered a little cry of surprise when a young woman answered the door.

I knew that the Samuels’ didn’t have any daughters, but maybe she was a niece? Anyway, she was quite pretty, and she looked to be in her early 20s. She was tall and thin, like me, with luminous brown hair and big doe eyes. Her lips were bright pink and pouty, her mouth wide as she smiled at me.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Salina. You’re Rocky, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, willing myself to return her smile. As always, I was intimidated by the fact that she was so much prettier than me. But she seemed nice enough. “Nice to meet you. I’m uh, I’m here for…”

“Oh, I know exactly what you’re here for,” she giggled, a twinkle in her eye. She opened the door wide to let me in and grabbed my hand, prancing into the house.

I followed along, feeling my spirit lift a little. Salina’s attitude was contagious. She led me straight into the Samuels’ dining room, which was as lavishly decorated as the rest of their house. On the few occasions I’d been over, for holiday parties or block parties, I always wondered what, exactly, the Samuels did to afford their lifestyle. Everything looked so expensive and luxurious, it must have cost a fortune.

Terry and Anna received me warmly, with hugs and happy greetings. Settling down to dinner, I was forced to keep my curiosity in check. Business was not on the table, it seemed; but what was on the table was amazing. Duck and brussels sprouts and risotto, with dainty salads at each plate and fine silverware. Terry and Anna and Salina all drank wine, but of course I couldn’t because I was only 18.

Dessert took some valor on my part, having stuffed myself during dinner. But the rich chocolate mousse was irresistible, and I found myself licking my spoon clean before I even realized how much I’d eaten. Fully sated and charmed by the high-energy conversation that had propelled the dinner, I was feeling quite warm and happy as Anna cleared the table.

Terry turned to me with a kind smile on his face.

“Well, Rocky, I’m sure you’re quite curious about the offer we proposed earlier,” he said. “And you’ve showed exceptional restraint in not asking about it directly. Well, your wait has come to an end. Once the table is cleared, Anna and Salina will fill you in on all the details. And I do hope that you’ll listen carefully, and see the value of what we offer.”

My head was spinning with his big words, every sentence rolling into the next. But I garnered his meaning and smiled, nodding vigorously.

“Of course, Mr. Samuels,” I said. “I’m grateful that you even invited me over, er, considered me…”

“Shoo,” Anna said, appearing at Terry’s side. “Ladies’ time to talk. Go make yourself scarce.”

Terry rose, kissed Anna on the cheek, and disappeared. Anna sat down, and now Anna and Salina were both gazing at me with patient interest.

“So, you have some money problems,” Salina finally said. I nodded. “So did I. Before I met Terry and Anna, I was two pennies short of a stick of gum. Now, I have all I could ever want. My own car, a wardrobe to die for, my own apartment.”

“Salina is a stellar example of what a girl can become if she dedicates herself to her art, and knows how to use her natural gifts.”

I nodded along, getting rather impatient to learn what the offer entailed.

“Of course, it took some getting used to,” Salina said. “But I love it now. It’s amazing how your perspective changes when you learn to mix business and pleasure.”

Anna laughed lightly at this. I wasn’t getting it. But I was getting a little weirded out by the way they looked at me, more and more…predatory.

“Um,” I said. “Pleasure?”

“Lots of it,” Anna said, a dark twinkle in her eye. “And endless supply of it, in fact. All the pleasure your body can handle.”

“And then some,” Salina laughed.

“Indeed,” Anna said. Then she leaned in, taking my hand. “Dear, have you ever had sex?”

I blushed as red as a fire hydrant. I was sure that question was inappropriate! But they’d been so nice to invite me to dinner, and I felt compelled to be forthcoming. I shook my head.

“Well, then, you’ll have a lot to learn, for sure,” Salina said. “But man, it’ll be so exciting! I almost wish I could go back to my first times…”

“First times doing what?” I asked, growing a little frantic.

“Fucking, of course,” Salina said, smirking. “Sucking cock, riding cock, getting your tits fucked, getting your ass fucked…”

My mouth dropped open. There was no way. No way. To say such words….and after such a nice dinner…in this beautiful house…with my neighbors…!

“Don’t look so shocked,” Anna said. “It’s not at all unusual. For a woman to use her natural gifts. It’s a pleasure for all involved.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No, I couldn’t…I wouldn’t! Ever!”

“That’s what I said,” Salina said. “But do you want to know how much money I made my first night?”

I didn’t want to know. But…I kind of did. Out of perverse curiosity and nothing more. The figure Salina quoted had my already-gaping jaw dropping another inch.

Holy shit.

“A pretty, young, teenage virgin? You can sell that for a lot,” Anna said. “I mean, of course, the virginity thing…”

“You’re gonna scare her,” Salina laughed. “Listen, it’s all very simple. Anna and Terry arrange the meetings. Some of them are filmed, of course, and you make more when they are. But all clients are vetted, tested for STDs, all that. I’ve never once had a problem with a client. And the money is up-front. It’s wired to your account the moment you’ve satisfied your client.”

“Um…”

“How can you know that you don’t want to do it if you’ve never even had sex before, darling?” Anna asked. Well, that was a dumb question! I’d never slept on a bed of nails before, but I still didn’t want to do it!

“More importantly,” Salina went on. “Think about how amazing it is to have men pay to sleep with you. Imagine that! You’re hot and sexy enough to earn boatloads of cash, just for using your body the way god intended. What could be more concrete proof of beauty?”

For the first time since the idea was presented, I could see the appeal.

Having men pay to kiss me and look at me would be…well, it would be nice. It would be the opposite of everything I’d ever thought about myself.

“But…I don’t even know how to have sex,” I protested. Anna and Salina shared a grin.

“We’ll take care of that, honey,” Anna said. “Tonight, if you want. In fact, if you want, you can walk out of here tonight with $5,000.”

“Tonight? $5,o00?”

Wow. Now that the offer was right out there on the table…it sure was hard to say no!

“Yes, darling,” Anna said. “All you have to do is let us show you the pleasures your body is capable of. On film, of course.”

“Oh…no,” I whimpered. “I couldn’t…on film?”

“Well, of course,” Salina said. “Anna and Terry are professionals. They can’t just hand out thousands of dollars. But think about it. An hour, maybe less, of work. Fun work. And you’re halfway to your first semester’s tuition.”

She was right.  With my parents out of work and my brother far too young to help pick up the slack, I needed a job; a really, really good job. I couldn’t go to college and work full-time! And what kind of job would even pay what I needed when I had no experience and no degree?

But with $5,000, I would have a little time to figure things out…

“Well….maybe…”

Anna and Salina looked downright gleeful, and despite myself I felt happy to have made them happy. They were both so beautiful, I really wanted them to like me and accept me. And really, how could someone like Salina be involved in something bad? If Anna and Terry were running the business, and Salina worked for them, it must be alright. Right?

“Perfect,” Anna said. “Tonight will be a sort of trial for you. Once it’s over, you can walk away. Or, you can join our team. It’s entirely up to you.”

“So…what will I have to do?”

“Your job will be fairly simple, sweetheart,” Anna said. “In fact, you won’t have to think about anything but enjoying yourself. Salina and I will take you to the studio, and once you’re there, you will do everything Terry says. Simple enough. You can follow directions, can’t you? I know what a good student you are.”

“Yes, of course,” I said.

“Right. When your teachers tell you to do something, you do it, right? You don’t ask why, or try to argue with them.”

“Of course not.”

“And if you had a job, you would do what your boss told you, without arguing, right?”

I nodded.

“Tonight, Terry is your teacher and your boss. You do what he says, without asking why or arguing.”

“And then…then I get the money?”

“Then you get the money,” Salina said with a smile. “Are you ready?”

Was I? I wasn’t sure. But they seemed so pleased with me, and I didn’t want to run away from a chance to make that much money in one night. So I nodded. Anna and Salina rose and beckoned for me to do the same, and we all walked down the hall to the studio. With every step, my mind raged against my body, and itself. Was I doing the right thing? Was I going to be alright? What was going to happen?

But I’d made my decision. There was no going back. Once I was on the other side of that door, I was theirs. Their pupil, their employee. I was to do whatever they said – whatever he said. And I had a feeling I was expected to do it well. So I resolved to do my best, no matter what they threw at me.
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The studio was surprisingly sparse, but it was warmly lit and the wooden floors and walls gave it a nice, earthy feel. I relaxed almost immediately. It was like being in Dad’s study. There was a leather couch, and that’s where Terry was sitting. There was a large oak desk to the side, and a camera set up in front of the door. There was another couch along the wall with the door, behind the camera. As I looked around, Anna went to the camera and started fiddling with it, while Salina went to lounge on the couch beside the door.

Terry rose with a smile on his face.

“So, you’ve decided to take us up on our offer?”

“She’s on a trial period for tonight,” Anna said. “So we should do our best to show her a good time, right?”

“Of course,” Terry said, and for the first time I noticed a dark glint to his eyes. “Come here, Rocky.”

I walked across the room on wooden legs, very aware of the camera behind me. I would be in the frame now. Terry positioned me before the couch and stood somewhat to the side and in front of me.

“Lovely,” he said. “You’re doing great so far.”

I beamed, stupidly happy at already impressing him. Terry reminded me of Dad, and I always liked it when older men praised me. He turned to Anna.

“Are we ready?”

“Yes,” Anna said with a smile. “Whenever you are.”

When Terry turned back to me, he wasn’t smiling anymore. He stepped closer, and I shrank back. That dark look in his eyes was back, and stronger, and I felt my stomach churning a bit. I realized just how in over my head I was.

“Whatever I say, Rocky,” he growled. I felt like he was a giant towering over me; even with my tall frame, he was so much taller. “Can you do that? Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I squeaked. I don’t know why I called him sir, it just felt right. Apparently, it tickled him, because he smiled and turned to Anna.

“Sir? She’s a natural,” he said. When he turned back to me, his eyes glittered. “Keep that up, Rocky. I like that. It makes my cock hard.”

I blushed and looked down, squirming. I was so uncomfortable! No one ever talked like that to me…I don’t think I’d ever even heard the word cock said aloud until that night, unless it was someone talking about a rooster.

“Don’t you want to feel it, Rocky?” Terry asked, smirking. “You’ve never felt a hard dick before, have you? Have you ever felt any dick?”

“No…sir,” I said. “I’ve never…never ever.”

“It’s about time you started, then,” he said.  “But we’ll start slow for you, sweetheart. The first thing you’ll need to learn is how to be naked.  Whenever I see you, you’re wearing long sleeves, jeans. You swim in a one-piece. You’re hiding your body from the world, and that’s got to stop. From now on, you’re going to be proud of your body. You’re going to love showing it off. You’re going to want men to look at you, to fantasize about you. Doesn’t that sound nice, Rocky?”

I had to admit, it did. To finally feel good about my body…

“Yes, sir,” I sighed. “It does.”

“Then strip,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Now.”

The sound of his snapping was like an electric jolt to my senses, and I found myself jumping, my hands flying to my blouse. Even before I realized what I was doing, I was unbuttoning my shirt, exposing my flesh to the chill air of the studio. I looked off to the side, not wanting to see all the people watching me, and the camera with its red light.

“Uh-uh-uh,” Anna said from the back of the room. “Look at Terry. Look at the camera. Act like a slut. It’s what the men want to see, darling. A slut who can’t wait to show off her tits and ass.”

But I wasn’t a slut! But I had taken acting classes before…so I guessed I could act like a slut. Maybe that’s how I would get through all this. Acting. Pretending like I was someone else. Pretending that I was more like Salina. I looked at her for inspiration, and took a deep breath. I forced a smile on my face and looked at Terry.

“Very good,” he grumbled, his eyes following my hands as they worked their way down to the last button. I was still mostly covered, and wanted to keep it that way. But I knew I couldn’t. If I wanted the money, I had to do whatever they said. So I started on my jeans, and let them slide down to the floor.

“Taking too damn long,” Terry muttered, clearly disappointed. “Speed it up, Rocky. You’re a slut, remember? Sluts love being naked. They love being naked on camera, in front of crowds, everywhere. Get that fucking shirt off, now.”

Again, he snapped his fingers, and again, I felt like I was shocked by electricity. A second later and my shirt was on the floor. I stood in my bra and panties, as naked as anyone had ever seen me since I was a toddler. My B-cup breasts shook with my panicky breaths. Standing there, under Terry’s gaze, letting his hungry eyes roam over my body, I felt something strange stirring between my legs. I glanced at the camera and thought of all the men out there who’d watch this and touch themselves, wishing they were taking my virginity…

“You’re not done yet, stupid,” Salina laughed. “That’s not what naked means.”

“She’s right,” Terry said. “Let’s see those perky little nipples of yours. And get rid of the panties.”

I took a deep breath. This felt like a new corner, one more step that I couldn’t take back. But the money…

My bra and panties joined the pile on the floor, and I stood there naked in front of Anna and Terry and Salina and the camera. My nipples were hard from the cold air in the room, and I instinctively moved to cover myself.

“What are you doing?” Terry snapped. “Don’t you dare try to hide yourself. In fact, why don’t you show us what that body can do. Jumping jacks. Now. Until I say stop.”

Naked jumping jacks! But everything would jiggle! I opened my mouth to protest, but one look at Terry told me it was a bad idea. I closed my eyes and started jumping, my hands meeting above my head as my feet left the air. My breasts bounced and my ass jiggled with each jump, the sensation bordering on painful.

“Alright, alright,” Terry said, and I could hear a smile in his voice. “I just wanted to make sure you were actually going to be obedient. You can stop now.”

Even though I’d only been jumping for a few seconds, I was panting when I stopped, my heart rate up, my skin rosy.

“And since you are so nice and obedient, you get a reward,” Terry said, and I saw him flash a grin at Anna. He turned back to me and started unzipping his pants. My racing heart stopped as I realized what was about to happen – reality was crashing down around me!

“Get on your hands and knees, Rocky,” he said. “Crawl over here and suck my cock.”

My mouth went dry, my eyes went wide, and that stirring between my legs came once more. I didn’t want to do that, any of it…but I’d already come this far. They had me on video, doing naked jumping jacks. If I turned back now, it would all be for nothing. So I blinked back my tears, got onto my hands and knees, and crawled over to Terry.

As I crawled, he smirked, and pulled out his cock. It was huge, at least I thought it was huge, though I didn’t have much way to tell. When I was close enough, I stopped crawling and got onto my knees, my hands in my lap. I looked up at Terry, not sure what to do.

“C’mon, my little whore,” he said. “What are you waiting for?”

“I…I don’t know how,” I admitted, glancing down at his hard cock. There was a drop of liquid at the tip, and he was stroking it slowly, steadily, in front of my face.

“It’s easy, darling,” he said. “Open your mouth.”

I looked up at him again and did as he said.

“Stick your tongue out.”

Again, I did as he said, pretending I was at the doctor’s office and getting my throat looked at. If I kept pretending I was somewhere else, someone else, I could get through all of this.

“Now, lick my cock. Lick it like the most delicious popsicle you’ve ever had. Look me in the eye while you lick my cock like you love it.”

I leaned in; he lifted his cock slightly, so I could get my tongue on the base. And just like he told me to, I started licking. Long, wet laps up and down, trying to get every inch. It didn’t really taste like anything…musky flesh, mostly. I moaned a little bit as I went along, trying to get used to the feeling of having a cock under my tongue.

That feeling between my legs was only getting stronger, and I squirmed slightly, feeling like I had an itch I couldn’t scratch. Terry watched me work, my hands coming to his thighs to support myself while I lapped and licked his cock until it was covered in my spit.

“Now, suck it,” he said. I looked up at him, desperate. I’d just learned how to lick it! How was I supposed to…

Well, he didn’t want to wait for me to figure it out. He grabbed a handful of my hair and shoved his dick right between my lips, sliding it past my teeth and into my throat. He groaned as he invaded my mouth, the first man to ever do so.

Immediately, I felt my gag reflex kicking in, my eyes watering. I struggled against his hand but he wouldn’t relent, keeping my head tight against his body while his hips thrust against me. I was almost taking every inch of his cock into my mouth, my nostrils struggling to get enough breath. When he ripped himself away, I gasped and panted in desperate relief.

“Not bad,” he said. “But you need a lot of training. Come here, Rocky.”

Suddenly, he started walking across the room, pulling me behind him by my hair. I yelped, looking back at Anna and Salina to see if they were going to stop him. Salina was on her phone, and Anna looked kind of bored. The camera was still pointed right at me as Terry pulled me to the couch and forced me to sit down on it.

“Lay down, with your head up on the arm here,” he said, walking around to the side of the couch. I was shaking and confused, but I did what he said, not sure what else to do. And I still felt that thing between my legs, that itch, that annoying need for friction.

“Alright,” he said, and pulled on my head until it was hanging off the side of the couch. “Open up wide. This way, I’m going to be able to get all the way into your throat. Try to relax. You’re so nervous, it’s very unattractive. Our viewers want to watch a girl worship a cock and suck it like she can’t live without it. Understand?”

He looked down at me; from my position, he was an upside-down giant. I nodded and mentally prepared myself for more of the same gagging, choking sensation.

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. He smiled down at me and grabbed my chin, forcing my mouth open. A second later, he was sliding into me again, deeper this time. To my surprise, the angle of my head made my throat feel more open, and it wasn’t so much like choking. In fact, it was kind of…nice. I became aware of a distance dampness between my legs, pressing against my lips.

While Terry slid in and out of my throat, grunting and groaning as my tongue lapped at his shaft and my throat yielded to his tip, the dampness turned to wetness, and I started squirming. I couldn’t help it; I wanted to touch myself down there, just to feel some friction. I’d never felt like this before. I closed my eyes and willed the sensation away.

“Oooh, finally,” I heard Salina say, and her voice sounded weirdly close. “It didn’t take me that long to start liking it. Keep fucking her mouth, Terry. I’m gonna get started on her pretty little clit.”

Terry’s hands were on my head, holding me still. I felt someone – Salina – pulling my thighs apart, and then something beautifully warm blowing across my pussy lips. Two hands crawled up my torso, found my breasts, and squeezed them hard. It felt so good that I moaned around Terry’s cock. And when I felt Salina’s warm, wet tongue meeting the button above my slit – my clit – I nearly screamed.

Her fingers pinched my nipples as she sucked my clit into her mouth, between her lips. Without thinking about it, my hands flew to her head, burying in her hair, pulling her close to my now-dripping pussy. Her tongue flicked wildly across my clit while her fingers pulled and tweaked my nipples, every sensation brand new, fireworks going off all up and down my spine. Terry was sliding faster and faster into my throat.

“That’s right, Rocky,” he growled. “This is how a man wants to fuck a slut’s throat. This is what we want to see. I want you to cum for me, I want you to cum while Salina licks your pussy and I fuck your throat. Do it, Rocky. Let go. Cum.”

My thighs squeezed as a brilliant pressure exploded inside me. For the first time ever, I came. My hips bucked and I felt like a river was released from my pussy, every nerve sparking with pleasure as Salina licked me into oblivion, her fingers still playing with my nipples. Terry stuffed his cock deep into my mouth, past my throat, and pulsed.

I could feel his shaft throb and grow, and then something wet burst inside my mouth. Warm, salty strands of semen shot down my throat, and I was forced to swallow them. Terry filled my mouth with his cum, holding my head tightly, his balls against my nose, using my mouth like a toy built for his pleasure.

And still Salina licked and teased me, the sensations turning from pleasure to pain as it overwhelmed me. I whimpered and moaned and squirmed, pinned between them, needing to breath. Finally, Terry pulled away, letting me gasp for blessed air.

And Salina rose from between my legs; for the first time, I realized she was naked. Her breasts, a full cup bigger than mine, dragged across my stomach as she crawled up my body. She grabbed my chin, and pulled my lips to hers. Her tongue slid past my numb and abused lips, reached into my throat, kissing me deeply as her pussy ground against mine. She pulled away, licking her lips and pouting up at Terry.

“She didn’t leave any for me,” she said. “Naughty girl swallowed every drop.”

“Well, there’ll be more, love,” Terry said, stepping back. “But I need a bit of inspiration before I can give both you sluts what you deserve. Why don’t you teach Rocky how to do what you just did for her? Rocky, you should repay Salina for helping you cum.”

“Mmm,” Salina said, looking down at me and licking her lips. “That sounds like fun. C’mere, baby. Start at the top and work your way down.”

Salina grabbed me and giggled as she twirled us around; dazed and still buzzing all over, I found myself above her. She looked past me, at Terry, and winked.

“It seemed like she liked it rough. Do you think I should…”

“Go ahead,” Terry said. He turned to Anna. My heart was beating hard, but my brain was blank. It was too much to take in at once. Especially when I felt Salina push at the top of my head.

“You’ll be a perfect little slut before you know it,” she cooed. “Now, worship my tits. Kiss them. Lick them. Act like all you’ve ever wanted is to touch a woman’s chest. My chest. If you want your money, do it. And make sure you enjoy it. The whole world is watching.”

I whimpered, remembering that all of this – my humiliation – was being recorded. I had no interest in kissing or touching her tits – but what choice did I have? I really needed to get that money now, or this whole night would be a total waste, and I would have let Terry fuck my mouth while Salina licked my pussy for nothing.

My lips trembled as I moved lower down Salina’s body, my hands coming to her chest and cupping her tits from below. She moaned and arched my back as I started playing with them, trying to do what she’d done to me, pinching and teasing the nipples while I kneaded and massaged each breast.

“More,” she moaned. “Use your mouth, stupid…”

I leaned down and licked my tongue across one hard, taut nipple. She squirmed and cried out, so I did it again to the other. My pussy was pressed against her thigh, and she was moving around so much that it was almost like I was humping her leg while I sucked and kissed her breasts. And to my shame and horror, it felt good.

My clit was rubbing against her warm flesh, my pussy still wet, the pressure of her leg driving my hips to buck and move. I took each nipple in my mouth in turn, rolling my tongue over them until she was panting, and her hands landed on my head again.

“Now, do that, but between my legs,” she said, a taunting tone to your voice. “And don’t think I can’t feel what you’re doing, trying to get off. You can come as much as you want, virgin, but you better return the favor. And don’t you dare say you’re not a slut – only a slut would try to get off on another chick’s thigh.”

“No,” I whimpered, not wanting to be a slut. But she was right – I wanted to “get off”. I wanted to feel that way again, explosions all over. “But..but…”

“Lick. Me. Bitch,” Salina spat, and forced my head down between her legs. She smelled like musky vanilla, and she reached down to spread the lips of her pussy. I could see her clit above her dripping slit, and knew what I had to do. I leaned in and wrapped my tongue around it, treating it like I’d treated her nipples. And she loved it, pressing hard on my head, writhing underneath me. She kept my mouth pinned to her clit as her hips undulated against me, riding my mouth from below.

“Touch yourself, Rocky,” I heard Terry say from behind me. “I know you want to. Touch yourself. Anna, get the handheld.”

I watched Anna out of the corner of my eye as she grabbed a smaller camera and disappeared behind me. Knowing I didn’t have a choice, I spread my legs and put one hand between my lips, finding the same button that I now kissed on Salina. She was panting hard, moaning as I sucked her clit between my lips, not knowing what I was doing but just trying to keep up with her hips.

The moment I felt my own clit, rolling my fingers over it, I moaned along with her, my eyes rolling back into my head. I realized that Anna must be filming me from behind, my ass in the air while I fingered my pussy and licked Salina until she came. The whole world would be able to see my tight, virgin pussy, up close. They’d be able to watch me serve Terry and Salina, let them tell me what to do and hold me down and force me to do it.

The thought drove a strange pleasure through my body, and I shuddered through another climax, this time weaker than the first but still blinding me with pleasure. And no sooner did I begin to spasm than Salina screamed and clutched my head to her pussy, releasing a flood of juices into my mouth, cumming hard at the same time as me.

In the blinding pleasure of my orgasm, I barely felt the pressure against my virgin slit. But as I started to come down, lapping the last of Salina’s juices while her hand still pressed me to her pussy, it became clear that something was happening behind me: something I wasn’t at all sure I was ready for. Terry’s cock was spreading my lips wide, positioned at my entrance! I stiffened all over, fear in my heart, and struggled to lift my head. Salina released me, smiling wickedly over my head.

“She’s ready,” Salina said. “Go on. Show our little slut just how good a cock can be.”

“W-wait…” I whimpered, feeling Terry’s hands settle on my ass, squeezing my cheeks tightly. I looked over my shoulder, saw him waiting with his cock splitting me from just the slightest penetration. “I…I’m scared…”

“You should be,” Terry said. I could see Anna over his shoulder, filming the whole thing. “It’s going to hurt. But be a good little girl and hold still, and it’ll be over soon. And once the pain stops, I promise, you’ll love it. You’ll wonder why you waited so long. You’ll beg me to take you on as a whore, so you can fuck as many dicks as you can get your hands on…”

He couldn’t possibly be right! I would never do that…would I? I was already so far down the rabbit hole, I didn’t know what I would do or not do anymore. But I wasn’t going to stop now; I was so close to earning that money, I just had to suck it up. Salina crawled over to me, taking my face in her hands and drawing my attention to her.

“Just relax,” she murmured. “Let me help you relax…”

A second later and her lips were on me again, soft and tasting sweet. I moaned, despite myself, as her tongue teased mine. This time, the kiss was much gentler, and I found myself melting into it. But as Terry began to ease his cock into my tight, virgin pussy, the pain was a major distraction. Salina held my face too tight for me to pull away from the kiss, but I whimpered into her lips. She kissed me harder, almost like she was punishing me for complaining.

Behind me, I felt Terry’s cock stop sliding, hitting resistance. He growled and squeezed my ass cheeks tightly.

“Hold tight, little girl,” he said. “I’m about to fuck the virgin right out of you.”

My eyes opened wide and my scream disappeared into Salina’s throat as Terry thrust forward, hard enough to nearly topple me off balance. In one piercing slam, he penetrated my hymen, splitting me in half as he took my virginity on camera. Tears spilled down my cheeks as the pain throbbed and radiated through my body; it felt like he was so far inside me that I could feel him all the way to my stomach, a strange and foreign sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt. I barely had time to get used to it before he was sliding in and out of me.

“God damn, she’s so tight,” he groaned. “I love teenagers. She won’t feel like this in ten years, I promise. By then, she’ll have sucked and fucked so many cocks, she’ll be halfway to used up.”

How could he be saying such terrible things about me? They weren’t true! I wasn’t enjoying this! Not at all. Salina kept forcing my lips open with her tongue, kissing me as Terry fucked me from behind. A heat built in my cheeks as he kept up a steady rhythm. The pain was subsiding. Something else was happening inside me. He was so thick, and I was so tight, it was like every inch of my pussy was being filled by his cock. My whimpers became moans. My hips betrayed me, and started to move with his.

“That’s it, little girl,” he growled. “Good girl. Give in to it. Let yourself enjoy it. Be the little slut you know you were born to be…”

Oh, god. It felt so good. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. Salina pulled away, eyes dancing, lips spread in a wicked smile, and I moaned aloud. Suddenly, she slithered down onto her back, and the next second I was looking down at her wet slit once more, her knees spread. Her face was underneath me, and as Terry thrust deep inside me, I felt her tongue on my clit. The dual sensation was amazing, and I cried out as new pleasure rolled through me.

“Tell me how good it feels,” Terry ordered. ‘Look in the camera and tell your fans how much you like getting fucked, Rocky. How much you love having cock in your tight, virgin slit…”

“Mmmm,” I moaned, closing my eyes as Salina licked my clit while Terry fucked me. I couldn’t think straight. I could just feel. Terry grabbed my hair, yanking my head back on my neck.

“Say it,” he spit.

“Yes! I love it!” I cried. “I love…I love…having…cock….in me…oh, god, yes, yes please, pleeease…”

I felt the pressure rising inside me. My hips were thrusting wildly, trying to force his cock deeper and deeper into my pussy.

“Please what, Rocky? What do you want?”

“P-please…c-cum…I want to…c-cum….”

“Good girl,” he said, and shoved my face down so I was buried in Salina’s slit again. She kept licking my clit as I went back to pleasuring her, knowing that I would be rewarded when I did. She squirmed and reached for my tits, squeezing them as she suckled my clit between her lips.

“You want to cum, you little slut? You want to cum for me? Then do it. Show the whole world what a whore looks like when she comes…”

He lifted my head again, and I saw Anna coming around with the handheld, getting a close-up on my face. At the same time, Terry slammed himself into me and Salina gently grazed my clit while pinching my nipple. I couldn’t hold back, and I came for the camera, screaming my pleasure as it whipped through me.

My pussy squeezed and clenched around Terry’s cock, and I heard him groaning right before that same sticky bursting sensation filled my pussy, his seed splashing against my womb as he came inside my virgin slit. Salina moaned, and I felt her tongue move underneath me, lapping at the base of his shaft, collecting the cum that leaked out.

He came even more than the last time, it seemed, holding my hips against him for so long that I was sure I was going to collapse before he was done. Anna got it all on camera, smirking the whole time. My small, round tits were shaking, my nipples red and sore, my pussy aching. Finally, Terry pulled away, and Salina leaned in, sticking her tongue in my slit and lapping at his cum like it was the most delicious nectar on earth.

Finally, though, they let me go; Terry helped me up, sitting me down on the couch. Numbly, I let him manipulate my body and spread my legs while Anna got a good close-up shot of my pussy, filled with his cum and stained pink with my virgin blood.

“You did very good,” Terry said once the camera was shut off. He sat beside me, facing me, with Salina’s arms around his neck, her head balanced on his shoulder. She was gently stroking his limp cock and kissing and licking his neck and ear. “You earned every penny, Rocky.”

“Th-thank you,” I mumbled, thinking about whether or not it had been worth it…

“Now, about your future…you know what’s going to happen when this video hits the internet, don’t you?”

I shook my head. I mean, some guys would watch it. So what?

“Soon enough, everyone will know. Everyone will see it. Your friends, your family. That’s how these things work, Rocky. Surely you know that.”

How…no way! I didn’t think anyone I knew would see it. How could they? Most people didn’t watch porn…did they? What if the boys at my school…or my brother…

Oh, no! How could I not have thought of that!

“Of course, there’s another option,” Anna said, putting the camera away. “We could agree to keep the video between us…if you agreed to work for us. I mean, you’re not a virgin anymore, and you clearly enjoyed what just happened. We have it all on tape, if you ever forget just how much you liked it…”

“And you could make money doing that,” Terry said. To my surprise, as Salina kissed and stroked him, his cock was stirring back to life. She groaned as she felt it stiffen, and I guessed she wasn’t done yet.

“B-but…then I’d be a whore!”

“So? You already are a whore. What do you call what you just did?”

Well, I couldn’t argue that. And I didn’t want anyone seeing what I’d just done…no one I knew, anyway. And as Terry’s cock stiffened, I felt my mouth watering, my body waking up again. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I wanted it…again. Even though I was sore and my pussy was raw, I wanted to taste it again…

Salina moaned as she moved around to straddle him, sliding herself down on his cock and rolling her hips. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked it while she started riding him. I could only watch, marveling at the way my body reacted.

“Come on, Rocky,” Salina cooed. “Say yes. Be the slut you know you want to be, and make money doing it. I know you like what you see. You wish you could be part of this, don’t you? So get on your knees and lick Terry’s balls while I fuck him. Give in, Rocky. Do it.”

My pussy was dripping, and I couldn’t help but putting a hand to my slit, rubbing it gently. I moaned, watching Salina fuck Terry, thinking about how it felt when he was fucking me…thinking about what it would be like to fuck other men…lots of them…suck their cocks and fuck them while they complimented my body…I groaned. I gave in.

“Yess,” I hissed. “I’ll do it…I want to be your whore…”

Salina cried out as she impaled herself on Terry’s cock. I crawled from the couch and kneeled beneath them, kissing and licking his balls while fingering my dripping pussy. The night kept going like that for hours, and I came so many time I lost track. In one night, I went from virgin to slut, from nervous teenager to teenage whore. By the time I felt the Samuels’ house, covered in cum and sore all over, I was ready to embrace my new life. I couldn’t wait to start work. With Salina helping to train me, I knew I was going to be the best little slut in their stable.


Sitting on Santa’s Lap

It was all Jenny's fault.

Well, I guess I can't really say fault. Considering how things turned out, I should really say it's all thanks to Jenny.

I had just turned 18 in November. And shortly after that, I turned single. David was always a louse, but I never knew he was a dog until I saw the pictures of him and Gina Louise kissing outside church. Church! If you're going to cheat on your girlfriend – of 3 years, by the way – you might find a better place to do it than right in front of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

So you can imagine, I didn't feel very thankful on Thanksgiving. In fact, I was downright livid. The turkey tasted like ash in my mouth. Everything sucked and everyone was awful. I knew I was being a brat, but I couldn't help it. I was miserable.

And I stayed miserable, even when the Christmas decorations started popping up, and carols started playing on the radio, and wrapping paper and bows and ribbons and foil started filling up the aisles in the drug store. I love Christmas. But I didn't feel like loving anything that year. If David didn't love me, what good was love, anyway?

Of course, Jenny wasn't having any of that.

I didn't choose her as a cousin. I did choose her as my best friend. But there are a lot of days that I wonder why in the hell I made that foolish decision. Jenny is about as reliable as a twelve-year-old lightbulb, as horny as a rabbit, and as crazy as a hoot owl. In other words, she was my exact opposite. I was a virgin – which, Jenny told me in no uncertain terms, was why David cheated. I never once broke curfew. My grades were good and my attendance record was better.

I often felt obliged to go along with Jenny's wild schemes, just so I could be the one to pull her back from the brink of utter destruction. When she came by my house that day in early December, I had no idea how quickly that dynamic would change. After all, we were just going shopping. Me, for Christmas gifts. Jenny, for lingerie, and Christmas gifts for herself.

I could tell by the way Jenny wrinkled her nose that she didn't approve of my outfit. She'd come in the front door (without knocking, of course), swept past Mom and Dad (who loved her but thought she was 'a bit of a handful') and barged right into my room (once more, without knocking).

“What?” I asked, looking down. I was wearing a pink shirt and a white t-shirt. Christmastime in California doesn't require much in the way of layers.

“You look like a bunny rabbit,” she said, throwing herself at my closet. “And not the good kind.”

I looked in the mirror. A bunny rabbit? Okay, so maybe the pastel skirt and the modest top were a little cutesy, but I was cute. I wasn't sexy, like Jenny. I have long blonde hair that goes almost to my lower back, and a button nose sprinkled with freckles, and big blue eyes. Cute. Not sexy. Jenny's the sexy one, with her raven-black hair and elegant, crystalline features.

“No way,” I said, catching sight of the dress Jenny pulled out. “I'm going in this, or nothing at all.”

“Ugh!” Jenny groaned. “You can barely even see your chest!”

“Maybe that's the point,” I said, grinning. My breasts are really big for my frame, and I like to minimize their appearance whenever possible. Unlike Jenny, I don't get off on being stared at by creeps.

“Did you fall asleep watching The Brady Bunch? Because you are being sooooo family friendly right now!”

“Let's just go, Slutty McSlutterson,” I said, linking my elbow in hers and dragging her from the room, grabbing my purse on the way out. With a breezy goodbye to Mom and Dad, we were on our way. I can't imagine my parents would have been so nonplussed about our trip to the mall if they knew what would happen once we got there. For that matter, neither would I!
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I was almost through my Christmas list – and my Christmas budget – before we spotted him. Jenny spotted him first, and stopped dead in her tracks.

“No. Way.”

I looked in the direction her eyes were ogling; there was nothing too interesting, just the mall's Santa Claus and a line of kids waiting to sit on his lap.

“What?” I asked, rising on my tiptoes to see if there was something behind the big candy cane-laden display.

“That's Mr. Hicks!”

“Where? And so what?”

We lived in a pretty small town, and even though the mall was big, it wasn't that weird to run into someone you knew. Even if that someone was your mega-hunky eighth-grade science teacher. Jenny and I had both taken his class, and spent a good portion of eighth grade doodling his name on every free surface we could find. We had lots and lots of late nights dreaming of growing up and having blue-eyed, blonde-haired, too-fit-to-be-a-teacher Mr. Hicks fall in love with us so we could have approximately 700 of his babies. We even got into at least one fight – like, mega-huge, week-long fight – about who would end up with him in this imagined future. If I remember correctly, we decided to share him.

“Santa!”

Now, my eyes flicked back to the man in the red velvet suit. He had a kid on his lap. How could Jenny tell it was Mr. Hicks? He was in a costume and...

But then he looked up. And, uh, yeah. That was Mr. Hicks, alright. I'd know those blue eyes anywhere. I'd spent an hour, every day, five days a week, forty weeks out of the year, staring at those blue eyes.

“Wow,” I said. “I didn't know he did...that.”

“He probably doesn't want anyone knowing,” Jenny said matter-of-factly. “I don't imagine his students would be nice about it.”

“Why do you think he's doing it?”

“Do you know what teachers make? Not enough to keep them in Wheaties and milk,” Jenny said, starting to walk forward again. I felt a flutter in my heart. Even after all these years, I never quite got over that first big crush. I smiled to myself, remembering.

“Wait,” Jenny said, stopping in her tracks. She turned to me, and I knew from her smile that she was about to suggest something very, very, very bad. “Let's get on line.”

“On line for what?” I asked.

“To sit on Santa's lap!”

“No!” That was too much, even for Jenny. Sitting on Santa's lap was for kids. Mr. Hicks or no Mr. Hicks, I wasn't sitting on anyone's lap.

“Why not? It'll be fuuun,” Jenny said. “Besides, you've been so damn cranky since David, you could use a pick me up. Wouldn't it be nice to get close to Mr. Hicks, after all these years.”

“Uh, no, it wouldn't,” I said, shaking my head. “Let's go. I need to go to...”

“Ughhhh, you're so not fun,” Jenny said, and broke off from me, skipping towards the line. I chased after her without thinking, my bags bouncing against my legs.

“Jenny! Come on!”

Suddenly, a voice came over the loudspeaker. I hadn't realized how late it was, but between our long meandering from store to store and eating at the food cart, we'd spent the whole day already. The mall was closing in a half hour.

“Jenny, I really need to get that candle for my mom,” I whined, pouting.

“Then go,” she shot back, rolling her eyes.

“Fine! Watch me! Enjoy your stupid date with Santa,” I cried, making a big scene of myself before rushing off towards the candle store. I was still fuming fifteen minutes later, when I went back to the Santa display. Then, I wasn't just fuming; I was downright pissed.

Jenny was gone. I'd left her right here. And she was gone. So were all the stupid kids waiting for Santa. I stamped my foot on the ground, feeling like a moron, standing there all alone. I went to reach for my phone, but all the bags in my hand made it hard, and I was silently cursing the whole world when I heard him calling my name.

“Lisa? Lisa Torres?”

It was Santa – AKA Mr. Hicks – of course. No one else would know my name, and I recognized that silky smooth voice of his. I finally had to turn to him, blushing and almost near tears from my tantrum.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm just waiting for...”

“What? Come here, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said. He was pretty far, so I guess he couldn't hear me. There were no elves or other attendants near him, and the crowd in the mall was getting sparser by the minute. “What's wrong?”

I managed to get most of my bags out of my hands and onto the ground near the red carpet that led to Santa, then came to stand near him.

“Hi, Mr. Hicks. I recognized you under the suit, but I didn't want to say anything and ruin your..gig. Anyway, I was here with Lisa? My cousin? We were in your class together...”

“Oh, yeah,” Mr. Hicks said, leaning back in his big fluffy chair. “She was a naughty one, alright.”

“Did you see her? She was waiting in line before, she wanted to sit in your lap, like as a joke,” I said, looking at my phone. Low battery, and no message from Jenny. Darn!

“No, I'm afraid not, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said. “But I've been rather busy. Santa's a busy man, you know.”

“Ha, yeah, I guess,” I said, laughing weakly. I dropped my phone into my purse and sighed. For the first time, I really looked at Mr. Hicks. His blue eyes were as dreamy as ever. Even dressed as Santa, he was a hunk.

“So, you didn't want to sit on my lap, Lisa?” He asked, still sounding friendly and genial. “Like, as a joke?”

“Ha ha, uh, no, Mr. Hicks, I didn't think it would be that funny, I'm too old...”

“You're never too old for Santa, Lisa,” he said, and beckoned me forward. “Come here, and sit on my lap. You can wish for Jenny to come back and find you.”

“Oh, no thanks, Mr. Hicks,” I said, feeling heat rising to my cheeks. I don't think I'd ever been this close to Mr. Hicks, not even when I was his student.

“Where's your Christmas spirit, Lisa? Santa can make all sorts of wishes come true,” he said with a chuckle.

“I just...I think I should...”

“Humor me,” Mr. Hicks said, leaning back and smiling. “Just humor me.”

I was uncomfortable. But I also kind of wanted to sit on his lap. Like, a lot. I looked out at the mall. There was almost no one around. No one would see us. And if I did it, I could brag to Jenny that I'd done what she was too afraid to do. That would be a first! That's what finally decided it for me.

“Okay,” I said, and moved towards Mr. Hick's spread legs. He helped me up, seating me on one meaty thigh, his hand circling my waist. I immediately felt like I was overheating. His lips were really close to mine. At least, that's the way it seemed.

“Now, little girl, what is your Christmas wish?”

“I wish Jenny would come and pick me up so we could go home,” I said, looping my arm around his neck to keep my balance.

“And is that all, little girl?”

I considered this.

“No,” I said. “I also wish my cheating ex-boyfriend would get a dick disease.”

That made Mr. Hicks laugh, and I was quite happy with myself. It made me proud to make him laugh. I squirmed a bit in his lap, his thigh not entirely comfortable.

“Now, what kind of rotten boy would cheat on a beautiful young woman like you?” Mr. Hick's eyes twinkled...and did they move to my chest for a second? I wasn't sure...

“I don't know, Santa, maybe you can put him on the naughty list,” I said, getting into the spirit.

“I'll be sure to do that, little Lisa,” Santa said. “But tell me...should you be on that list, too?”

“No! I've been good all year, Santa!” I was offended that he would even suggest otherwise.

“Are you sure?” He teased, seeing my cheeks redden and lips pout. “Because I seem to remember a little girl who had a crush on her teacher, and now that girl isn't so little, but she's sitting on that teacher's lap... that doesn't seem naughty to you?”

“You asked me to sit on your lap! And I didn't have a crush on you!” I protested, livid now. How dare he!

“I'm sorry, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said, nodding. “You're right. A good girl like you would never do anything naughty with a grown man.”

“Oh,” I said, surprising myself with the noise, as his gloved hand landed on my thigh. I hadn't realized how much my skirt had ridden up as I squirmed. You could almost see my panties! I flushed with shame. It wasn't just that I was showing so much skin, it was also that I really liked the way Mr. Hicks' hand felt on my thigh. It felt really good.

“A good girl like you would never let a man touch her,” he said, bewitching me with those blue eyes of his. I could feel his hand slowly trailing upwards, towards my skirt, running along my inner thigh. My spine stiffened, my skin sparking with each inch. I knew I should protest, should stop him. But I didn't want to. I felt something drip from my pussy, and squirmed, suddenly feeling very, very uncomfortable between my legs. Like an itch, but not an itch. And the closer his fingers got, the more I thought maybe Mr. Hicks could stop that itch-that-wasn't-an-itch...

“A good girl like you wouldn't let Santa touch her pussy, would she?”

“Oh!” I cried again as his fingers finally reached the top of my thigh, and slipped under my skirt, pressing against my panties.

“For a good girl, Lisa, you sure are wet,” he said. “And hot.”

“Santa...Mr. Hicks...um...I...um...” I tried to find words, but I couldn't think of anything to say. His hand was moving between my legs, against my panties. Slowly, that “itch” was going away...something else was taking its place. Something that made my nipples hard and my thighs quiver. He was rubbing his fingers at the top of my pussy, between my lips, finding my clit, that special button that I knew could cause pleasure for a girl. I'd never masturbated, because it felt dirty. But as Mr. Hicks rubbed me, I found myself unable to stop him. I wanted him to keep going. I needed it.

“Yes, little Lisa?”

“I...um...um...oh...ohhhh...oohhhhh,” I closed my eyes, my pussy dripping now. Suddenly, I felt two lips pressing against my own, and his fingers rolled over my clit and I exploded. That's what it felt like. Like my whole body was shrinking and then growing over and over. It was the best thing I'd ever felt in my whole life. The itch was all gone. Instead, I was...satisfied.

“That is a good girl,” Mr. Hicks said, pulling away.

“Mr. Hicks,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “Was that...?”

“That was an orgasm, Lisa,” he said, sounding very kind. “Your first?”

I nodded.

“Did you like it?”

I nodded again. I liked it a lot. I wanted it again.

“You want more?”

I nodded so hard my whole body bounced.

“Then come back tomorrow, at the same time,” he said, eyes twinkling. “There's plenty more treats for you this season.”
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I finally found Jenny at her car, talking to some boy on her phone. I wasn't mad at her anymore, but I didn't want to talk, either. She didn't seem to notice, and dropped me off at home with a happy wave and a smile. I ran straight to my room and threw myself on my bed.

That was crazy! I'd just let my old teacher, twice my age, dressed as Santa, give me my very first orgasm in a shopping mall! And I was going back to do the same thing the next day! Because there was no question about it; I'd had a taste. I needed more.

But I wouldn't be a good girl after that, would I? I'd be like Jenny...worse! I was going to let a much older man touch me...

And what if he wanted more? What if he wanted to have sex? Well, I wasn't doing that. No way. No matter what.

Anything but that.
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The next day, just before closing time, I stood in front of the Santa exhibit. It was a Sunday night, and the mall was even deader than the day before. I was wearing a pink dress, strapless, not too short but not too long. It was the only “sexy” thing I owned.

“Come here, little girl,” Mr. Hicks said, patting his lap. I'm not ashamed to say I basically skipped up to him, I was so excited to see what his fingers could do to me.

“Hi, Santa,” I said, trying to tease him.

“I'm so glad to see you again, Lisa,” he said. “Did you have sweet dreams?”

“Yes, Santa,” I said, squirming. Just being on his lap, remembering the night before, made my pussy wet again.

“And are you ready for another Christmas treat?”

“Yes, Santa,” I sighed, letting my thighs part slightly. He ran his fingers up my inner thigh, and I smiled; I hadn't worn anything under the dress. He smiled back.

“That's very good, Lisa,” he said. “But to give you my next Christmas gift, you'll need to stand up.”

Stand up? But I liked it on his lap...I pouted and shook my head.

“Stand up, like a good girl, and stop being a brat,” he said, voice sharp. I blushed, ashamed. Slowly, I stood up, smoothing out my dress as I did so. To my surprise, Mr. Hicks stood up, too.

“Now, sit,” he said, pointing at the chair he'd just been sitting on. I looked around. Sitting on his lap was one thing, but wouldn't it look weird if I was sitting in Santa's chair, and he was standing?

“But...”

“Good girls don't talk back,” he snapped, and I blushed again. I almost decided to leave, but my pussy was already wet and tingly, and I really wanted to come. So I did as he said, and sat in the big, plush chair

Suddenly, the lights of the mall dimmed.

“I have an agreement with the security guard,” Mr. Hicks said. “The mall is closed now, but we can stay as long as we like.”

“Oh,” I said. “Cool.”

“The only thing is, he will be watching everything,” Mr. Hicks said. “From a security camera, of course.”

“What! No, Mr. Hicks! I don't...”

“If you want to come, Lisa, you'll do whatever I say,” he said, suddenly dropping down in front of me, between my legs. “Now, smile for the camera.”

Before I could protest further, he ripped my dress up, and I felt his hot breath against my pussy. I screamed out into the empty mall as his tongue wrapped around my clit. I'd never felt anything like it in my entire life! It was so much better than the day before, a million times better.

And when he pressed his fingers against my opening, entering me a little bit, I lost my mind. His other hand moved upwards, and pulled my dress down, revealing my breasts and grabbing at them. All the while, his tongue lapped and suckled my clit, his fingers driving into my pussy – until they hit my hymen. Then, Mr. Hicks pulled away – just long enough to ask one question.

“You're a virgin?”

“Ye...yess...please...”

He smiled.

“Good girl,” he said again, and dove back between my legs. His beard tickled my pussy as his tongue rolled over my clit again and again. I could feel something like a wave in my stomach, building. Suddenly, his fingers closed over my nipple and pinched it, hard. I screamed again as I came, my pussy flooding with juices, my body sparkling like a firework. I bucked and shook against his face, his tongue never leaving my clit, his hand firm on my breast.

“Yes! Yes, Santa! Fuck, yes!” I cried, coming harder than the day before. It felt like forever before it passed, and I was left whimpering and panting in the chair. Mr. Hicks wiped his lips as he rose, and I noticed the huge bulge in his Santa suit. I gazed up at him, feeling very little in the chair with him towering above me. I remembered what he said; someone was watching! Someone had seen me come with Santa between my legs!

“Now, it's time for you to give Santa a gift,” Mr. Hicks said, and pulled down the Santa suit. His cock was huge. I had given David a handjob a few times. Mr. Hicks was much bigger. I was afraid to try and give something that big a handjob, but I realized pretty quickly that wasn't what Mr. Hicks had in mind.

“Be a good girl, and suck Santa's candy cane,” he said, grinning down at me and taking a hold of my long blonde hair. I was so shocked that my mouth opened, and soon I found myself stuffed with his cock! He didn't even let me get used to it before he started thrusting in and out of my mouth. But, amazingly, I found that I kind of liked it. It tasted musky and kind of salty, and it felt silky under my tongue. I tasted something wet slide down my throat and moaned without meaning to.

“You like it, don't you, little Lisa?”

I looked up at him and nodded as best I could, even though he held my head in place.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, and threw his head back. He started thrusting harder, and I was finding it hard to breathe, but I wanted to make him feel good, the same way he'd made me feel good, so I let him go faster and harder. Then, I felt him starting to swell, bigger in my throat.

“Ready, little Lisa? Swallow every drop,” he said, and forced my head down his shaft, lodging himself in my throat. His hot, wet cum spilled into my throat, and I had no choice but to swallow. It was salty and thick and hot, and I kind of liked the taste, the way it felt. I knew I was dripping wet again, probably leaving a stain on his chair. He grunted and groaned, then pulled away, leaving a trail of cum from my lips to the head of his cock.

“Good girl,” he panted. “Very, very good girl.”

I beamed up at him. Maybe he would touch me again, since I was so turned on by sucking him off. But apparently, he had other ideas, because he told me to come back, again, the next day. I nodded, only a little disappointed. That night had been better than the night before, so the next night would be even better!
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The next night, I didn't have anything sexy to wear, so I just wore a white skirt and a red tank top. It seemed Christmassy, at least. When I got to Santa's exhibit, there were still some kids waiting on line, so I took a bench nearby and waited. It was cold in the mall, and I hadn't worn a bra, so my nipples were hard. I attracted some attention from passing men. Usually, that would have bothered me. That night, I liked it.

Finally, I was alone with my Santa. I skipped up, smiling wide. He smiled back. Just like the night before, the lights dimmed, right as I was crawling onto his lap.

“How's Santas good little girl doing today?” Mr. Hicks asked.

“Good, Santa,” I said, eager as ever to play along.

“Do you know what Santa has in store for you tonight?”

I shook my head. I didn't know, but I sure couldn't wait to find out!

“Santa's going to be giving – and getting – the greatest gift of all...”

He smiled wide.

“Your virgin pussy.”

“No!”

I said I wouldn't do that, and I meant it. I watched Mr. Hicks' smile fade.

“No? But haven't you liked all your other gifts?”

“Well, yeah...”

“And hasn't Santa made you feel good?”

“Well, yeah, but...”

“And aren't you wet, right now, sitting on Santa's lap?”

“Yeah! But...”

“And don't you want to feel good, and make me feel good?”

“Yes,” I said. I was feeling more and more like I was going to agree no matter what. It was just a matter of accepting it. I was about to lose my virginity to a department store Santa, while someone watched on a security camera. Something I never imagined in a million, billion years. Jenny would be proud.

“Then...?”

I bit my lip. My cheeks were on fire. When I glanced down, I could see his dick was already hard. And my pussy was wet, and getting wetter with each passing moment. Finally, I looked back at him, straight in the eye, and nodded.

He smiled, very wide.

“Very good,” he said. “Then let's begin.”

He leaned in and covered my mouth with his, kissing me sweetly. His beard tickled me, but I liked it. And I liked the way his tongue entered my mouth, taking charge, playing with my tongue. He tasted like peppermint candy. I moaned against his mouth while his hand came to my chest, pushing down the thin straps of my tank top and unleashing my breasts. My nipples, tight and hard from the cold air, responded immediately to his touch, his hands twisting and teasing them while my back arched.

“Oh, yes, Santa,” I moaned when he pulled away and began to kiss down my neck. I knew I was dripping wet, would probably ruin the leg of his velvet pants. But I didn't care, and neither did he as he teased and kneaded my tits with one hand, the other hand moving between my legs.

“So wet, little Lisa,” he growled. “Ready for my cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned. This man once taught me about cells. Now, he was going to take my virginity. “Please...”

He grabbed my hips and moved my body, planting my knees on either side of his lap. Then he quickly undid his belt and pulled his cock out, stroking it between us. He slid it between my pussy lips, letting it rub against my clit, while his lips found my nipples and sucked them each in turn. I moaned and writhed and squealed in pleasure, until he was satisfied with my breasts and ready to fuck me. He lifted my hips, positioned me over his cock, and pushed upward.

“This is going to hurt, Lisa,” he warned, but a twinkle stayed in his eyes. “Hold on.”

I grabbed the shoulders of his coat and bit my lip.

He did it fast, pulling my hips down while thrusting his cock up in one swift movement, piercing my hymen as I screamed in pain. My nails dug into his shoulders as I tried to ride the wave of pain and come out the other side; his cock felt too big to fit inside me, but at the same time I could feel it all the way up, stretching my tight virgin slit. Mr. Hicks held me tight, letting me get used to the sensation. Then, slowly, he began to shift his hips. Each time he did, my clit brushed the base of his cock. And each time, it felt a little better than the last.

“Oh,” I moaned, eyes popping open. This was amazing...better than anything that had come before! My hips started to rock on their own, my cheeks flaming as pleasure swept through me. My pussy gushed, and I began to experiment, lifting my hips up and down so that I was riding his cock, letting it slide in and out of me. That felt good, too, especially when I ground down on the base and felt it rub my clit.

“That's a good girl,” he growled. “Come for Santa...”

“Yes,” I moaned, knowing I would. I could already feel it growing inside me, the climax I so yearned for. Tendrils of pleasure reached out to all my nerves and sparked. I felt like I was on fire. I rode him faster and faster, letting his hands on my hips help guide me, my breasts bouncing madly between us.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, oh goooddddd,” I cried as he slammed his cock deep inside me, triggering my climax. My pussy clenched around his cock at the exact same moment I felt him spilling inside me, his cum splashing against my womb as I shuddered and bucked on his lap. He buried his face in my chest, biting and kissing as we came together, both overwhelmed by ecstasy.

“Oh, my, Mr. Hicks,” I moaned when I finally came down, his cock going limp inside me. His beard was falling off, and his suit was a mess.

“That's all the gifts Santa has for you,” he said, sighing as he leaned back. I went rigid with shock; that was it? He was done with me? Noting my distress, he grinned.

“Now, we just have to work on technique,” he said. “And maybe, when you're ready, there will be one last lesson...”

He reached around me, shocking me when he pressed the tip of his finger against my ass.

“But that will have to wait,” he said. “I'm not quite done with this pussy yet.”

“Oh,” I moaned. “Good.”

Somewhere, a security guard watched a buxom blonde ride Santa Claus in the shopping mall, but I didn't care who saw, or what they thought. It was going to be my best Christmas ever...I could just feel it in my bones


Cupid’s Double Delight
 

The first thing you need to do is forget everything you’ve ever heard about Cupid. There are only two things that the stories get right: I shoot arrows, and I fly. But I sure as hell ain’t a baby. I’m a grown-ass man, with muscles for days and a panty-wetting chin. Do you really think Aphrodite would have chosen some dinky little cherub to be her right-hand man?  Hell, no. She’s a woman, and she wanted a man. A big, thick, juicy man, who could serve her just as well as he served the human race.

When I’m not making you mortals go ga-ga for each other, I’m bending my boss over a column while my wife licks my balls. Or vice verse. Things get a little kinky in Olympus, if you hadn’t heard. Shit, me and the girls are downright tame compared to what Zeus and his old lady get up to. He’s got this thing about birds, and…

Well, fuck. This isn’t a story about Zeus and his fowl fetish. This is about me, and how grateful you should all be. Before there was Tinder, there was Eros. All day every day, I was finding soulmates and getting them together. All out of the goodness of my heart, you hear?

And the busiest day of them all is always Valentine’s Day. Shit, Valentine’s Day is the worst, for me. I mean, yeah, I like seeing you guys falling in love, and knowing it’s because of me, but shit. Even a God can only do so much in a day before he needs a break. Let me tell you a little story about this one Valentines Day, two years ago, when I decided to take a break in the middle of my duties. It was one of my favorite Valentine’s Days yet. I’m hoping the story might inspire a repeat performance, should I ever stumble upon a similar situation.

I’d just gone all the way through Asia and Africa, shooting arrows like it was going out of style. I headed to the U.S.A, because it was just about 8pm there, a good time for romance. But I was damn tired – my wings were screaming. So once I hit NYC, I decided to take a little nap. I spotted a rooftop greenhouse, one of those rigs with a full heating system, and settled down with my wings over my eyes, planning on taking a little fiver.

Well, that fiver turned into a half hour. And when I woke up, I was surpised to find that I wasn’t alone anymore.

“Who the hell are you?”

The little angel looking down at me was all of 18, and she was pouting, her blue eyes open wide.

“Who do I look like, princess?” I asked.

“You’re naked,” she said. “And you have wings.”

“Two points,” I said with a smirk, rising with a stretch. I hadn’t meant to be caught, but it happens once in a while. It didn’t usually turn into anything. People who claim to have run-ins with naked, winged, arrow-wielding Gods don’t usually earn the respect of their peers. The little thing who’d found me took a step back as I came to my full height, towering over her. Her eyes were fetchingly wide and bright, her pink lips falling open to a small circle. I could see her chest rising and falling, and my super-sensitive ears picked up the rapid beat of her heart.

Even better, the room was slowly filling with the scent of female arousal.

My smirk grew wider.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Never seen a Greek god before?”

She shook her head slowly, her eyes moving deliberately down my body.

“A…god?” she mumbled. A few more inches and…

Yup. The smell got sharper, her heart beat faster, and her eyes landed on the prize. My thick, nine-inch cock, which was twitching with arousal. I couldn’t help it; she was so damn cute.  She was wearing those amazing yoga pants modern mortals loved, showing off her generous ass, and a tight little camisole. It was warm in the greenhouse, but cold outside, and her nipples stood out, hard points of perfection. Her hair was tied up in a ponytail, and it quivered slightly as she reacted to me.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Eros. You probably know me as cupid. God of love. See something you like down there, princess?”

She blushed bright red, tearing her eyes from my crotch. Her eyes couldn’t yet meet mine, though, darting all over the room instead.

“I…I…is that…is it…”

Finally, she managed to look back at me, shifting adorably in her shoes. Her thighs tensed, squeezing together.

“…real?” she squeaked.

“As real as you or me,” I grinned. “What the hell are you doing up here anyway, little girl?”

“I’m not so little,” she pouted. “I’m 18.”

“Well, I’m 4,000 years old, so you’re still a little girl to me,” I teased, enjoying how she squirmed and danced before me without even realizing she was doing it. Her eyes kept tugging down, like my cock was a magnet. Which it was, more or less. I knew she was drooling, dripping for it. I have that effect on women.

“I…my mom asked me to water the rosemary…”

She wasn’t even trying to look away now.

“Stop staring,” I barked. She jumped, another squeal escaping her lips.

“I’m sorry,” she stammered, blushing. “It’s just so…so…so…”

“You didn’t let me finish,” I said, taking a step toward her. Her heart rate was dangerously high now.  Poor thing was going to have a heart attack if I didn’t calm her down somehow. I considered my actions after that to be charity. She needed something to distract her from her nerves.

“Wh…wha…

“Stop staring, and feel how real it is yourself,” I said. “There’s no shame in it. I’m a god. It’s not every day a god offers you the chance to make him happy.”

“Oh…but…Eros, I…I couldn’t! I’m…I’m a virgin,” she said shyly, blinking.

“Even better,” I said. “Do you know what happens to good girls who serve gods?”

“No,” she said, licking her lips. I took another step forward.

“They get their prayers answered,” I smirked. “And like I said, I’m the god of love. You’d like to fall in love, right, little girl? And to have a boy fall in love with you? To get married and have a fairy-tale wedding and everything?”

Her eyes brightened and she nodded quickly.

“Yes! Oh, yes! I’d like that very much!”

Of course she did. They all do.

“Then you’d better try to make me happy,” I said, reaching down and grabbing her around the waist. She gasped, but yielded to me, melting into my arms and groaning. “Alright, little one?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned. “Anything for you, sir.”

And just like that, she was putty in my hands. Mortals are so easy. My cock throbbed to life against her as I leaned down and covered her lips with mine. I was kissing her before she had time to moan, thrusting my tongue into her sweet, young mouth. She took me eagerly, throwing her hands around my neck. Her breasts were soft as they pressed against my chest, and I knew the velvet of my feathers were exciting her flesh as I wrapped them around her, pulling her even closer. I reached down and found her ass, grabbing each cheek and pulling her hips towards me while I squeezed.

“Wow,” Samantha giggled, pulling away slightly, starry-eyed and panting. “That feels really good.”

“It gets better,” I promised, lunging forward again to take her lips against mine. She would know just how good a god’s love could feel, by the time I was done with her. But first, I wanted to watch that pretty mouth stretch over my cock. First, though, we had to get rid of all these annoying clothes. I ripped myself away, spreading my wings to release her.

“Get naked,” I growled. “Show me that pretty little virgin body of yours.”

She blushed, but she did as I said, unrolling her top first and then getting rid of the pants, until she was in just her bra and panties. Her tits were perfect, pale and round, while her ass was delectable in a lacy thong. She was no goddess, but she would certainly have to do.

I swept her up; she felt like a doll in my arms. Bringing her to a bench that sat against one glass wall, I sat myself down, bringing her to her feet on the ground. She leaned over me, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage, and looked questioningly.

“How do you plan to serve me?” I asked, pushing on her shoulders until she understood I wanted her to kneel before me. She wasn't dumb, I'll say that for her. She caught on pretty quick, and smiled devilishly as she picked up my cock, her tiny hand barely fitting around its girth. I reached over her head and snapped her bra open, her tits falling loose, pink nipples hard.

“I have some ideas,” she teased, taking the shaft in her hand. For a virgin, she knew what she was doing. I guess she wasn’t 100% virginal, after all. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker.

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, worship me,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let her suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, little girl,” I said, seeing her face light up. “Your true love will be a lucky man, getting a cocksucker like you. But right now, I demand you give me a different kind of offering…”

I switched our positions, throwing her onto the bench and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. For such a good cocksucker, it didn’t seem like she was used to having the favor returned. She wailed like she was in pain, grabbing my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, the virgin was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck!”

Her pussy clenched tight then released, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. If anyone was on a neighboring roof, they could see us through the greenhouse’s clear walls. And what a sight it would be; one perfect teenage maven, cumming her soul out while a winged god ate her out.

“C-cupid…” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning. She didn't think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. When I finally hit resistance, I knew she was telling the truth.

“B-be careful,” she moaned, squirming in my arms.

“Don’t worry, princess,” I grinned. “There’s nothing more sacred than a virgin sacrifice, is there?”

“Oh, no, shit,” she cried as I slammed upwards into her, piercing her hymen and spreading her whole cunt wide for the first time ever. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself. Pain contorted her pretty little features, but a god has many powers. One drop of my pre-cum and she relaxed, another and she was completely overwhelmed.

Her eyes popped open, then went lidded, her cheeks sporting a fetching blush. Pure lust came over her features and she slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples through the silk of her nightie.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, Cupid, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” she cried, no longer even pretending to be innocent. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her red hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. Who the fuck was that?

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. The Asian girl standing there was Samantha's age, with lightly tanned skin, wearing a short white dress over her thin frame. Despite her flat stomach and slender hips, she had impressively round B-cup tits, and thighs so luscious I nearly came in Samantha just looking at them. Her hair was done in an adorable bob over her slanted, brown eyes, her lips tight and pursed.

Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet the intruder, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Libby,” she moaned. “This is Cupid. And…and…he said…oh, fuck…mmmm…so good….”

Libby turned her wide eyes to me, registering my impressive muscles and sparkling eyes , my feathered and bewitching smile. I could see her starting to melt, seeing her friend's pleasure as she rode my cock.

“Cupid? Really?” She took a step forward. To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. And Libby watched, rapt, her nipples going hard under the nightie.

“We were...hanging out….,” Samantha moaned in between grinding her hips against me.

“I was wondering what was taking you so long,” Libby asked, coming forward now, entranced by Samantha's bouncing body. “Now I can see…oh, wow, your cock is so big…are you really a god?”

“Sure am,” I grunted, dividing my attention between the busty virgin riding my cock and the enticing young woman creeping closer. “And if you worship me like your friend here, I’ll make sure you meet the love of your life. How does that sound?”

Her eyes went wide, and a wicked smile covered her face.

She was definitely not a virgin.

“So…good…oh, my god, yes, Libby, you have to…feel this…ohhh….”

Libby wasted no time getting naked, showing off her perky breasts as she jumped beside me on the bench. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but Samantha had already worked so hard, she deserved to come.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Cupid,” Libby begged; she was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. She was clearly more experienced than Samantha. I wondered...

“As you wish,” I said. “But why doesn’t your little friend keep worshipping me. I want to watch her lick your clit while I fuck you.”

Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. But she nodded, eager, rising onto her elbows.  Libby moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Libby's until she could lap at Libby's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Libby's mouth.

But Libby didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: two beautiful, nubile young women, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

But I only had a moment to spare. The night was getting away from me.

I grabbed Libby's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Libby lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Libby's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummeled Libby's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Santa,” Libby moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. My immortal cum wouldn't hurt her mortal body, but it would be intense. Well, Samantha was there to catch some of it, if it proved too much for Libby. I slapped Libby's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her young body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes like hot chocolate,” Samantha said, clearly surprised.

“It feels like heaven,” Libby groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“That's the power of the love, girls,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Libby's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight.

“Can we…can we worship you any more?” Libby asked, pouting. I grinned.

“Not now,” I said. “But if you ever feel like worshipping me again, just reach down and touch yourself while saying my name. I’ll be there to let you serve me as much as you want.”

“Oh,” Samantha moaned. “But what about our prayers?”

I had a pretty good idea of how to keep them in my eternal service and fill their wishes. I grabbed my arrows and my bow.

“Well, you know, there aren’t any boys around,” I said, aiming. “And I know you girls don’t want to wait…”

As always, my aim was straight and true. A second later, both of the girls had one of my arrows in her chest. They dissolved into their skin, filling their hearts. They gasped, looked at each other, and immediately crashed together, all lips and moaning. Ah, young love. Nothing is more beautiful.

I left them there to lick and suck and tease themselves into oblivion. But I knew that I’d see them again. A god has his ways, after all. And they were eternally indebted to me for helping them find their true love, right? In fact, I might find time to come back before Valentine’s Day was totally over, before I had to go back to Olympus. Goddesses and nymphs and sirens waited for me in the clouds, but there’s something about mortal teenagers that even a god can’t resist!
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