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Giving in to the Nerds

So here’s something that basically NOBODY tells you.

Even if you work really hard for four years to become head cheerleader and have the most friends and be the best person to have at a party and be voted homecoming queen and date the quarterback, you still need good grades and SAT scores to get in to college.

I mean, someone told me that I shouldn’t be surprised by that, since if I’d listened at all during my whole high school experience I would have figured out that being hot wasn’t enough to get into college. That someone was my guidance counselor, which is exactly why it was a stupid thing to say. What kind of loser listens to their guidance counselor?! A guidance counselor is just a grown-up who failed therapy school.

I learned that a long time ago, when it was a guidance counselor who suggested I be kept behind a grade. That’s how I came to be the oldest girl in my class, already 18 by the time I was a senior. After royally screwing up my SATs, I had to re-take the whole year. It didn’t help. When I took the SATS again, I got the lowest score possible. They say you get points for spelling your name right, but I could barely do that half the time, and my name is pretty easy: Jenny.

Anyway, I wasn’t too worried about it. I figured that even if I didn’t get into any schools, I could just live at home and keep on hanging out with my friends and try to get my modelling career off the ground. I’d make a great model. I’m tall, busty, wide-hipped with a flat tummy and long red hair. My green eyes complete the picture.

But then Daddy ruined that idea.

He told me that if I didn’t get into college, I’d have to get a job!

Like, a real job!

I’d have to, like, do something someone else told me to, all day! Probably working at some crappy fast food restaurant or Ikea or something. Blech. I’m not destined to have a job. I’m not fated to be some normal paycheck-earning loser. If I didn’t get into school, I’d have to settle for a fate worse than death: normality.

So that’s why I was on campus at the ivy league school in my town. Not on a campus tour, that was for certain. I was there to talk to two very important boys. Both were in the year of school that I was left behind from. They graduated on time, of course, and both got into this fancy old university.

They got in because they were grade-A nerds. Like, tape holding their glasses together nerds. AV club nerds. Gross, acne-ridden, fat-ass, Mommy-wrote-a-note-to-get-out-of-gym-class nerds. Ron was tall and skinny and Ken was shorter and fatter. They were both boring looking, with brown hair and brown eyes.

I had tortured them endlessly for the entirety of our school years together.

They hated me.

And now I needed a favor from them.

I knew I was going to have to do something gross to get that favor, and I had already mentally prepared myself to do it. I swallowed hard, knocking on their apartment door. Of course those losers would get a place together…

See, here’s the thing. These guys got into the school on their own merit, but they helped a lot of other kids in their grade get into other schools. They knew how to hack into the SAT website to change the grades! Seriously! They could turn my 20 into a 2000! If I begged them to, that is.

And maybe used my body to my advantage.

I wasn’t a virgin or anything. I had lost my virginity to Jeff, that quarterback boyfriend I mentioned. I could put up with some gross nerd dick if it meant not having to get a job!

“What the hell are you doing here?” Ken asked when he opened the door, shock on his face.

“Hello to you, too,” I said, rolling my eyes at his dumb face. “Can I come in?”

“Why the….”

“Who is it?” Ron asked, appearing behind Ken. It occurred to me that they might be gay, but I had already come all that way.

“It’s me,” I said, waving. “Remember me?”

Now, both of them stared at me in stupor. I rolled my eyes again and decided that if they weren’t going to let me in, I’d just do it myself. They backed away as I crossed the threshold, and I heard the door close behind me. The apartment was…

…surprisingly nice, I had to admit. There was a living room with a couch, a dining room, a kitchen, the works. All well-furnished and tasteful.

Whatever.

“Jenny, you really shouldn’t be here,” Ken said. “I think you should leave.”

“Hold on,” Ron said. “Let’s hear her out.”

“What? Dude, let’s…”

“I think you’ll want to hear what I have to say,” I said. “You might even want to sit down for it. It’ll probably, like, rock your world.”

The boys exchanged bemused glances before sitting down on the couch in the living room. I stood in front of them, putting my luscious young body on display. It had helped me get what I wanted in the past, and I thought it would probably do so again. My whole plan kind of hinged on it, actually.

“So, I’ll just cut to the chase,” I said. “I know you guys can like, hack or whatever, and I need to get a good SAT score so I can get into college. I need you to hack for me and improve my score.”

They both just stared at me, dumb looks on their stupid faces. Finally, Ryan leaned back and shook his head like he couldn’t believe me.

“And why on earth would we do that?” Ron scoffed.

“Because,” I said, taking a big breath to steel myself for what I was about to say. “If you do…I’ll…I’ll let you do stuff to me.”

The two boys shared a look that kind of surprised me.  It wasn’t the slobbering look of disbelief and excitement I expected. If anything, they looked kind of smug.

“What do you mean?” Ken asked. Now, it was my turn to scoff.

“For smart guys, you sure are dense! You know…stuff.”

Maybe they were such loser virgins that they didn’t really know what I was talking about. I felt bad for them.

“You’re gonna have to spell it out for us, Jenny,” Rod said, a weird smile on his lips. Weirdo. They were actually going to make me say it aloud? Wasn’t it bad enough that I was willing to do it at all? I could feel my cheeks getting red. I looked down at my feet.

“Sex stuff,” I muttered. “I’ll let you do sex stuff to me.”

Yeah, of all the reaction I could have gotten, that last thing I expected was for them to laugh. But that’s exactly what they did! They laughed at me! Stunned and enraged, I stomped my foot.

“What? What’s so funny?”

They were laughing at me? How dare they! They should have been kissing my feet for me even saying the word “sex” in front of them!

“What makes you think we’d want that?” Ken asked. My jaw dropped. What made me think they’d want me? Uh, were they blind?!

“Look at me,” I said, gesturing to myself. “I know you’ve jacked off to me. Everyone does. I’m the hottest girl in school!”

“Yeah, maybe in high school,” Rod said. “But we’re in college, Jenny. People here respect our smarts. We have all the pussy we need.”

“What?! People actually touch you? Willingly?” I asked. The smiles on their faces vanished, and they shared another meaningful glance.

“Insulting us won’t help your case,” Ken sneered. “But in answer to your question, yes. We don’t need your dumb ass…”

“Wait,” Rod interrupted his friend, getting his attention. I watched as Rod leaned in and whispered in Ken’s ear. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, which bothered me – but not as much as the idea that they might not actually want to fuck me! Then they started smiling again. This time, the smiles made my stomach sink.

“Fine,” Ken said. “Deal.”

“Really?!” I asked. What changed their mind? I wanted to ask, but was too afraid. Probably they just came to their senses and realized what a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity I was offering them.

“Yeah,” Rod said. “Come back tomorrow afternoon. You really got lucky, you know. Tomorrow is the only night we could do this for you. It’s when the servers are down for…”

“I don’t care,” I said, already headed for the door, eager to get away from them. “Thanks. See you tomorrow.”

“Wait,” Ken said, my hand on the doorknob. I didn’t turn around to face him while I waited for him to say whatever weird thing he was sure to say. “Wear your cheerleader uniform.”

Ugh. Of course. Perverts.

“Fine,” I said.

And with that, I was gone. I got home shortly, excited by the fact that I was going to go to college after all. I worked hard not to think about what I was going to have to do for that privilege.

***

The next day, after school, I returned to Rod and Ken’s apartment. As per their request, I wore my cheerleader uniform – super-tight sleeveless shirt and short pleated skirt, with knee-high socks and white Keds. I’d put my long hair up in a ponytail, and felt that I really ought to just let them look at me for a while in exchange for this little favor. I mean, that alone was worth the effort, right? I was hot enough to fill their spank banks for a year without even having to be touched by their creepy hands.

Rod answered the door and invited me in, smiling. Ken was leaning against the wall in the living room, glowering. I immediately felt uncomfortable, and start second-guessing myself. Was this really worth it? Was I really going to do this?

Then I remembered what would happen if I didn’t, and steeled myself for what was to come. These guys would probably cream their pants the minute I took my shirt off, so it would be over soon.

“Alright,” I said, walking over to the middle of the room.  “Are we gonna do this or what?”

“You don’t get to call the shots, or talk to us like that,” Ken growled, walking towards me. He held something in his hand. Rod was behind me, I could hear him laughing. The sound made my stomach turn. I felt my cheeks burn at the way Ken had spoken to me. Me! How could that dweeb talk to me like that?!

“What’s that?” I said, pointing to the glittering thing in Ken’s hand. I could see now that it was some kind of vial. Were they planning on drugging me or something? I realized I could have just walked into something very dangerous, and backed away. Unfortunately, I backed up into Rod’s chest, and recoiled in the opposite direction. I felt pinned between them, and noticed for the first time that they were both much taller than me.

“Something Rod and I have been working on in our chem class. We’re not really supposed to be sharing this…” Ken said, looking down at the vial in his hand. “But we thought it might help you be more comfortable.”

“What is it?” I asked, dubiously. “Like, booze? Because I don’t want to be drunk when this happens.”

Actually, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to do it at all anymore. Maybe I was being crazy, underestimating just how gross this was going to be!

“No, it’s nothing like that,” Rod said. “It doesn’t impair your judgement at all. You’ll be fully in control of all of your faculties.”

“So then what does it do?” I asked.

“It just kind of…makes everything feel better,” Rod said carefully. I twisted my neck to look at him behind me. “It’ll make it more fun for you. It’s a sex potion that makes women want to have sex.”

“Hmmm,” I said, considering this. On the one hand, I really wanted some sort of buffer between me and the sick reality of having to satisfy these acne-ridden nerds. On the other hand, could I trust them? What if it was a drug that would make me their slave?

“Never mind,” Ken said. “It’ll be more fun if you hate it. I’d like to see that smug little mouth wrapped around my cock.”

“Ugh!” I said, grabbing the vial from his hand. “As if!”

Anything that would help me get through this was welcome! I needed that favor, and I could already feel myself chickening out. I glugged back the potion. It tasted gross but it felt really warm going down my stomach. I smacked my lips together as I swallowed the last of it. I closed my eyes and waited. Nothing felt different. It sure wasn’t anything like being drunk, I knew that much. When I opened my eyes again, the boys were staring at me.

“What?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest. I could feel the pressure through my bra, a pleasant tingle in my nipples. The two boys were both kind of grinning, which made them much better-looking than they were before. Wow, how could I not really have noticed how handsome they both were? I plopped down on the sofa, my legs slightly wobbly. Or tingly.

“How do you feel?” Rod asked.

I felt really good. I felt better than I did at a party. Better than being at the top of the cheer pyramid. Better than being crowned at homecoming. Better than I ever felt making out with Jeff. I felt better than ever! I really liked the way that potion made me feel. I was still totally in control, but I just liked everything a whole lot more. Including the boys in front of me, who were standing awkwardly and staring at me. Well, they were actually staring at my chest, which made me feel really proud.

I looked down and realized my breasts looked bigger than they did that morning. It was making my shirt feel really tight. Plus, my bra was rubbing my nipples, which were super hard. I groaned, tugging at my shirt to try and make it looser.

“Why not just take it off?” Ken suggested, breathing heavily.

“Good idea!” I said, wondering why I hadn’t thought of that before. I couldn’t wait to see how these guys would react to seeing my juicy, pert tits on full display. They deserved it, with this huge favor they were doing for me! And I knew it would feel good to please them. Plus, I was pretty sure my tits had actually gotten bigger, and I wanted to see for myself.

Sure enough, as I pulled off my shirt, I noted that my c-cup tits were more like a d-cup!

“Better?” Ken asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Ken was before? I’d been so mean to him, when we could have been friends!

“Not really,” I moaned. “It still hurts!”

“Maybe it’s your bra,” Rod suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free.

“Good job, Jenny,” Rod said, and I giggled. I was glad that Rod was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Ken smiled. I nodded.

“It sure does,” I said, bouncing a little bit to show off how much better I felt. My newly huge tits bounced with me. My hard, tingly nipples were begging for stimulation. I bit my lip and shoved my hands under my thighs to keep myself from playing with them.

“Looks like you’re excited,” Ken said. “But you also don’t look too happy.”

“Yeah,” I pouted. “My tits…someone needs to touch them! My nipples are so hard, it almost hurts!”

Ken and Rod shared a smiling glance.

“No time like the present,” Ken said, stepping forward. Thrilled by the prospect of these strong, handsome, smart boys touching me, I arched my chest out towards them. I was so lucky to have them here, willing to pay attention to me!

Rod reached down and grabbed my breast. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Ken did the same thing to my other tit, and it felt even better! The two men massaged and kneaded my chest, pinching my hard nipples until I was panting. I could feel myself waking up between my legs, my pussy dripping.

“Oooh,” I moaned. “That feels really good!”

“Does it?” Ken asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Jenny. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at him in wonder. I could feel even better? How? I nodded eagerly.

“Good girl,” he said, and knelt down. Pulling my breast towards his face, I felt his tongue dart out and lap over my nipple. I squealed in pleasure. Rod did the same thing, both of them kneeling down beside me and licking my breasts, sucking my nipples into their mouths and squeezing my tits.

I was absolutely lost in pleasure, moaning and squirming. My clit was hard and my pussy felt like it was going to flood the seat beneath me, I was so wet! Ken looked up at me, my breast in his mouth, and grabbed a hold of my ponytail. With a tug, he yanked my head back on my neck before coming up to stand over me.

“You’ve always been such a bitch to everyone,” he said as I panted. Rod grabbed the breast that Ken had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Jenny?”

“Yes, Ken,” I said. “I’m so sorry, Sir.”

I don’t know what made me want to call him Sir, but it felt right. I owed both of these guys so much, and they were even letting me fuck them! I felt like I belonged to them.

“Don’t you want to make it up to us?” he asked. I did! Very much so. I glanced down and noticed a big bulge in his pants. His cock was hard! Immediately, a thousand dirty ideas ran through my head. I groaned, reaching for his zipper.

“Can I make it up to you like this?” I asked, pulling his cock free. My eyes widened when I saw how big it was. Who knew that a nerd like Ken could have such a huge cock! So much bigger than that loser, Jeff. Ken was hung like a horse. The tip dribbled with pre-cum, making my stomach grumble with hunger. I wanted to suck it all up, drain his balls dry. I’d never felt this way before, but I liked it a lot. I wanted to let Ken fuck my throat until he came. I bet his cum would taste like candy.

“It’s a start,” Ken smirked. Rod moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tits, but he replaced it with his hand. Slowly, he began to kiss down my stomach, which felt really good, too. I leaned to the side, stroking Ken’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Rod kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy. Finally! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

“Jesus,” I heard Rod groan. “She’s drenched.”

Ken groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Rod dive forward between my legs. His tongue wrapped around my clit and I screamed in pleasure. He grabbed my thighs, pulling them up over his shoulders as he began to eat my pussy. At the same time, Ken yanked me by the ponytail, forcing his cock into my mouth. He filled my throat instantly, sinking all the way to the back of my mouth. I instantly gagged, but Rod was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as Ken began to fuck my mouth, using me like a sex toy, burying his cock into my throat fast and hard. Drool spilled down my chin and onto my tits as he choked me, blocking my airwaves so that I breathed frantically through my nose. Tears spilled down my cheeks. None of it even mattered, because my hips were bucking and my body was on fire from the way Rod was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With Ken stuffing my mouth and Rod licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Ken held my head in place by my hair, fucking my throat raw. He was breathing heavily, and as he plunged himself into my throat, my nose buried in his pubes, he groaned. He held me there, pulsing in my throat until my spit flowed down his balls. I felt him throbbing, his big cock getting even bigger.

Rod suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as Ken came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Rod’ fingers while swallowing every drop of Ken’s load. His cum tasted so good sliding down my throat, filling my belly. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking and bucking as Rod kept on licking my clit while I came.

Ken grunted, pulling his cock from my throat, spraying one last burst of seed onto my tits. I gasped for air, gargling in his cum; he pulled my head back again and spit down into my mouth. I swallowed gratefully, eager to take whatever he wanted to give me. My climax subsided, and Rod crawled up from between my legs, wiping his lips free. His fingers were wet with my juices, and he shoved them between my lips. I sucked them clean with a groan, loving the way I tasted.

“Thank you,” I groaned when he pulled his fingers free. “Thank you soooo much!”

“We’re not done with you,” Rod said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Jenny. Do you want to do that?”

Rod unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing on the couch so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than Ken’s, but it didn’t matter. My mouth still watered at the sight of it. His balls were low and hairy, and I moaned eagerly as I leaned in and buried my face against them.

He tasted all sweaty and manly, and I could feel my pussy dripping again as I licked and sucked his flesh. He groaned, holding my head against him as his cock got harder and harder. I sucked his balls into my mouth, rolling my tongue over them, moaning at the delicious taste. I knew there was lots of yummy cum for me inside, and I couldn’t wait for Rod to fill me up. Luckily, he couldn’t wait either, and he pulled my head back quickly.

“Shit,” he groaned, grabbing his cock and stroking it. I stuck my tongue out, but he just kept pumping himself, holding my head back by my ponytail. He slapped me against the cheek with his cock a few times, and spit in my mouth. Finally, he groaned, and I got to feel his sweet cum splashing over my face. He covered my eyes and nose in it, painting my face with his jizz. I eagerly licked and swallowed whatever I could reach.

“More, please,” I begged as he began to slow down and shoot less. “I want more!”

“Be a good girl, and you might get more,” Ken said, standing at my side. Rod’s cock began to go limp. I eagerly began to collect his cum from my face, scooping it onto my fingers.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Tastes really good!”

“Come here,” Rod said, suddenly grabbing me from the couch and dragging me into the dining room, where there was a big dinner table. Rod picked me up, seating me on the very edge.

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Ken asked, appearing behind Rod in the doorway. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Rod’ cum from my fingers. Ken chuckled.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to rape your bratty little cunt for a long time. I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned. “It feels soooo good!”

“Show us,” Rod said with a smirk. “We bought this just for you.”

They bought me something? How lucky could a girl be! I wanted to stay with these guys forever, just being their little fuck slave. Rod left the room while I waited patiently, touching myself while Ken watched approvingly. I was desperate to cum again. I wished Ken would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Rod came back into the room and tossed something at me. Something kind of rubbery and big…a dildo! A huge dildo!

“Use this,” he said. “If you’re a good girl and cum for us, we’ll fuck you again.”

I groaned in pleasure, grabbing the dildo and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth surface rubbed my clit. I started to rub myself against it, jerking my hips. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out, low moans escaping my throat as I humped the dildo to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved it down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

“That’s it, Jenny,” Ken said, coming forward to grab my breast. “Fuck yourself like the little whore you are.”

“Yes, Ken,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the cock into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth dildo, cumming again as Ken squeezed my tits and pinched my nipple. He grabbed my head again, pulling my lips up against his. He stuck his tongue down my throat, kissing me as I came.

I moaned as Rod stepped forward, pulling the toy away. I was panting, coming down from my climax. To my delight, I saw that they were both hard again! I pouted, shaking my hips a little bit.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked. “Please, Sirs?”
“If you insist,” Ken laughed. “Get off the table.”

I jumped off, tits bouncing. They seemed even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible. All I knew was that I was dying to feel the two of them inside me. Ken got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. Ken grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Rod positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while Ken thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

They held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Rod quickly filling my ass. I felt like I was being stretched beyond my limits, and yet still I wanted more. I uttered a guttural moan as they began to move, both thrusting into my body at a steady pace. Ken’s cock pierced me all the way to my womb with each stroke of his hips, the two cocks grinding against me until I was tingling all over and about to cum again.

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me harder!”

Ken wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Rod spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in Ken’s face as he fucked me from below, and he lifted his head up to bite my nipple. A wave built in my stomach as the two men used me for their pleasure, treating me like the slut that I was.

I howled in pleasure, cumming again and again, squirting my juices between them, drenching Ken’s balls in my pleasure while he sucked and nibbled my breasts. Soon, I could feel them both swelling inside me. I wanted to feel them explode inside me, wanted Ken’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Rod came first, grunting as he plunged deep into my ass and burst, shooting his white hot cum into my ass. I shook, clenching him tight, cumming again while Ken buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. They gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against Ken, trying to grind the last bit of pleasure from his softening dick. When he finally pushed me off, I immediately plunged my fingers into my dripping pussy so I could taste him again. Rod pulled out of my ass, trailing cum down my thighs. Naked, I relished the sensation of being stuffed full of cum, my belly aching with it, my holes dripping.

“M-more…” I moaned, panting, my breasts heavy and heaving.

“I don’t think so,” Rod said, zipping himself up. “Not tonight, at least.”

“R..really?” I pouted. “But I need it!”

Ken and Rod exchanged a look.

“Well, we have to hack into the system tonight, remember?” Ken said.

What system? Hack? Wh….oh. Right. I’d forgotten all about that!

“Oh,” I said. “Well…you can just do it tomorrow, right?”

“No, if you want it done, it has to be tonight!”

I looked at them, desperate for more of their delicious cocks.

“Well…what about just forgetting about it? Who needs college, anyway? I can just, like, get a job or something!”

“But the whole point of…” Ken started to say, but Rod put his hand up to stop him.

“Here’s an idea,” Rod said. “You want a job? How about being our live-in fuck slave? We’ll give you everything you need to survive, as long as you remain willing to suck and fuck us whenever we desire. And whoever we decide to share you with.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! Was he kidding me? I gaped, my body tingling with excitement.

“P…please, tell me you’re not kidding,” I said. “That would be so mean…”

“No, I’m serious,” Rod said, laughing. “So, deal?”

I jumped up and down, my tits bouncing, cum dripping down my thighs.

“Yes! Yes! Thank you so much, Sirs!”

I leapt forward, wrapping my arms around both their necks, loving the feel of their lanky bodies against my heated skin. This turned out better than I ever could have hoped! I was going to fulfill my true destiny, the one I’d only just discovered that very day. I was going to be a professional fuck slave, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

From the feel of their cocks stiffening against me, neither could my new bosses. I sank to my knees and got to work.


Bonus Story: Trained by the Priest

I sat in the church on the night before my wedding, staring up at the altar. I knew I was supposed to be happy, but I was crying.

I loved Tommy, my high school sweetheart. And I was so happy that we were finally 18 and could get married. I couldn’t wait to be his wife!

So why was I so upset?

Well, Tommy and I had agreed to wait until we were married before we did anything. Except for kissing, I was totally inexperienced. And I had just read an article online about men who left their wives for not being good in bed.

What if I was bad in bed?! I had no idea what I was supposed to do! The article mentioned all sorts of things that I didn’t know about. If I didn’t do those things, or didn’t do them right, Tommy would leave me for someone else! I wished we hadn’t chosen to wait, so I could have practiced before we were married. If I embarrassed myself on our wedding night, I was sure it would be a very short marriage.

I was crying as quietly as I could, trying not to make too much noise in the empty church. I had been coming to this church since I was a little girl. I would be married here the next day, by Father Daniels. I’d known him since I was a little girl, too.

But his voice still surprised me when it came from behind the pew I sat in.

“My dear,” Father Daniels said. “What’s wrong? You’re crying? But you should be happy!”

I wiped my cheeks as Father Daniels came to sit beside me in the pew. He had kindly blue eyes and brown hair. He wasn’t too old, for a priest. I had always trusted him. Everyone did. He was the favorite priest in the whole parish.

“I know,” I sighed, trying to stop my tears. “I am happy to marry Tommy. But…”

How could I explain my fears to Father Daniels? They were embarrassing! I knew that I could tell him anything, but it still felt shameful to discuss sex in a church. Father Daniels took my hand and squeezed it.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Daniels said. “Let it out.”

I bit my lip, looking into his eyes. I knew he could make me feel better. He always did. So, taking a big breath, I let it all out. My fears, my innocence, my inexperience. The shame that I felt about not being able to please my husband. He listened quietly, nodding along, taking it all in. By the time I was done, I already felt a little bit better!

“I see,” Father Daniels said at last. “Well, those are very sincere concerns, my dear. Have you shared them with Tommy?”

I shook my head.

“Perhaps that’s best,” Father Daniels said. “A man doesn’t want to be burdened with his wife’s sexual fears.”

Ouch. That hurt to hear! But Father Daniels knew what he was talking about, surely. Father Daniels got an odd look in his eye as he studied me.

“You’ve never touched yourself, have you, Jenna?” Father Daniels said.

“No, Father,” I said, shaking my head vehemently. “Of course not!”

“Why not?” Father Daniels said, leaning in a little closer. I could feel his body heat.

“It’s a sin, right?” I said.

“Well, that’s debatable,” Father Daniels said. Suddenly, he let go of my hand and laid his hand on my knee. Warmth flowed up my thigh. He had big hands. Big, warm hands. Soft, too. Very comforting. You could really tell he was a man of God, because even his touch was comforting! He spoke to me in low tones as he rubbed my knee.

“If touching yourself is a sin, it’s certainly not one that’s difficult to atone for,” Father Daniels mused. “You could always ask for forgiveness.”

“Oh,” I said, shrugging. “Well, I just never really felt like doing it.”

“Never?” Father Daniels said, surprise in his voice. His hand slid a little further up my leg. I automatically spread my legs a bit, since he seemed to want that.

“Mmm..well, maybe sometimes…when I kiss Tommy….”

“Ah,” Father Daniels smiled. “So you and Tommy do kiss. What else do you do?”

“Well, like I said, Father, not much,” I admitted. “I really have wanted to wait until marriage. That’s why I’m worried. I think he’ll be disappointed in me on our wedding night!”

“I see,” Father Daniels said. His hand inched a little higher. His fingers were tickling my inner thigh. It felt really good, so I opened my legs a bit wider. “Well, Jenna, if you’re willing, I think I might be able to help you.”

“Really?!” I asked, ecstatic. I couldn’t think of anyone better than Father Daniels to help me. I trusted him with my life! “Thank you!”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Father Daniels said with a small smile. He squeezed my leg, and a thrill ran up my spine. “I want to make sure you understand some things first. I cannot help you if you don’t trust me. You do trust me, right?”

I nodded fervently. Of course I did!

“Very good,” Father Daniels said. “Now, you’ve been very good to save yourself for marriage, Jenna. It’s God’s will. But since you’re worried about now knowing what to do, I’d like to offer my assistance as a man of God. I’m a priest, Jenna. For me to touch you would not be a sin.”

I nodded, not quite sure where he was going with this, but quite sure that he was right about it.

“It would be like letting God himself touch you,” Father Daniels said. “Tonight, the night before your wedding, I would be willing to sacrifice my time to training you on the duties of a wife. The bedroom duties, you understand.”

“That would be great,” I said, practically crying with relief. “Thank you so much, Father Daniels!”

“I’ll need complete obedience from you,” Father Daniels said gravely. “No questions, no protests. You can leave at any time, but if you want to know how to please Tommy, you will have to do everything I say until the end of the lesson. Can you do that, Jenna?”

I nodded again. Sure! I was sure I could do whatever Father Daniels said.

“Say it aloud, Jenna. Say that you’ll obey me. I need to hear it.”

“I’ll obey you, Father Daniels,” I said. “I’ll do everything you say, I promise!”

“Very good,” Father Daniels smiled and removed his hand from my thigh. “Now, please stand up. Your first lesson will be in pleasing a man. Then, I’ll teach you what a man might do to you if he wants to. And then I will show you what it means to join with a man. Sound good?”

It sure did! I smiled happily and stood up, letting Father Daniels guide me until I was standing in front of him. He sat in the pew, looking me up and down.

“First, I trust that you’re aware of proper anatomy?”

“Yes,” I said. “Penis and vagina, right?”

Father Danielss nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Those are the technical terms. But when you’re making love, it’s much better to use colloquial terms. A penis can be a cock, a dick, or a prick. A vagina is a pussy, a slit or a cunt.”

Oh, boy. I blushed hard, hearing Father Daniels say those words. I wasn’t expecting that! I bit my lip.

“And in order to please a man,” Father Daniels continued. “You must first get his cock hard. Give him an erection. As you can see, my dear, I am not erect.”

He gestured to his crotch. I couldn’t really see what he meant, but I nodded anyway.

“To get me hard, I’d like you to take your clothes off. Do it slowly, and keep your eyes on me the entire time.”

Wait. That seemed a little excessive. After all, we were in the middle of church. I thought he would just kind of walk me through the motions but…

“Don’t think about it, just do it,” Father Daniels said firmly. “When your husband tells you to do something, you should do it immediately, and eagerly. Now, undress.”

Well, okay, if that’s what he wanted! I looked Father Daniels in the eye and reached for the zipper of my skirt. I slowly moved it down, until my skirt fell to my ankles, showing off my white panties and my creamy thighs. Father Daniels stared at me as I pulled my shirt off, until I was in my bra and panties only. He gestured for me to continue. Blushing, I forced myself to maintain eye contact as I opened my bra. Immediately, my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples pink and hard in the cold air. Father Daniels licked his lips as my hands moved down to my panties and I slowly shimmied out of them.

This was my first time ever being naked in front of a man! I instinctively went to cover myself, but Father Daniels slapped my hands away.

“You must always show your husband every inch of your body. It is his body now, too. He has every right to stare at it. Come closer, Jenna.”

Father Daniels spread his legs and reached for me. He grabbed me by the hips, hard, and pulled until I was between his knees. A little squeal escaped my throat in my surprise.

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said. “Now, has Tommy ever touched your breasts?”

I shook my head. I never let him.

“From now on, your breasts are for Tommy to touch whenever he wants. Letting a man touch and suck your breasts is a good way to get him hard. I’m going to do that now, alright Jenna?”

I squirmed. It didn’t really feel alright, but it had to be, if Father Daniels said so. I nodded, watching as Father Daniels leaned forward and reached for my heavy, round breasts. I moaned when  he grabbed them from below and lifted them slightly, his palms warm in the cold church. Something tingled between my legs.

Father Daniels began to rub and massage my breasts, squeezing them and moving them in small circles. The more he touched me, the better it felt. I closed my eyes as he began to brush my hard nipples with his thumbs. My heart rate was getting faster. Groaning, I arched my back, pushing my breasts closer to him. It felt really good, what he was doing. My thighs clenched together as the tingles increased.

“You have beautiful tits, Jenna,” Father Daniels praised me and I felt giddy. “Tommy is a very lucky man. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like having me touch your breasts?”

“Yes, Father Daniels,” I moaned. “It feels really good. I like it a lot.”

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, and took hold of my nipples. He tweaked and then pinched them, sending a hot flush to my cheeks. “Now, you’re going to feel even better.”

What could feel better? I didn’t understand until I looked down and watched Father Daniels lean forward and take my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked over it and I felt like I was melting! He sucked my nipple, then moved to the other one. His hands kept squeezing and teasing my breasts, fingers tweaking my nipple while his mouth sucked and licked the other one. Soon, I was squirming all over and making soft, crooning noises. I felt really hot between my legs, and even kind of damp! I wanted very much to touch myself down there and figure out what was happening.

But Father Daniels beat me to it. He dropped one hand from my chest down to my thighs and forced them apart. I gasped in surprise as he forced his fingers against my pussy and began to rub! It did feel like I was wet, and I groaned in satisfaction as the sensation rushed up my spine. Father Daniels removed his lips from my breast and looked up at me.

“You’re very wet, Jenna,” he said. “That’s good. That means you’ll be a good little wife for your husband. You must always try to be wet for him, so he can take you whenever he wants. If you deny him, he may seek pleasures elsewhere. Understand?”

“Y-yes, F-father,” I moaned. “Feels…g-good…”

“I know it does,” Father Daniels smirked. “You’re going to feel really good soon. I’m going to make you cum, Jenna. You feel me rubbing your clit?”

I nodded, panting, heat rising in my belly. He rolled his finger around my clit in a slow circle. Again and again.

“Ask me if you’re allowed to come, Jenna,” Father Daniels demanded, sliding my hard little clit between the edges of two fingers, a whole new sensation that had me on my tiptoes with pleasure. “Always ask for permission from a man. Your pleasure is his decision.”

“P-please, Father,” I moaned. “Can I c-cum?!”

“Yes, little one,” Father Daniels said, and suddenly rubbed my clit really hard. I gasped as the heat seemed to explode inside me. My eyes opened wide and the world spun as pleasure ripped through me. I felt like I was unleashing a flood against his hand as I came, and he leaned in, sucking on my nipple again while the sensations whirled inside me.

I was coming down, panting and tingling, when I realized that Father Daniels had leaned back and was grinning at me. Feeling a little dizzy and very heated, I smiled back.

“Now, Jenna, you can see that I’m hard,” Father Daniels said, gesturing to his crotch again. To my surprise, there was a big bulge under his priest robe. My eyes widened. Seeing that was a lot different than imagining it!

“So, it’s time for me to teach you how to please your husband,” Father Daniels said. “Get on your knees.”

The floor was really hard and uncomfortable, but I did what Father Daniels said. I knew he was right so far, and I had no reason not to trust him on this. If pleasing a man meant I had to kneel before him, it kind of made sense. A wife should be subservient, right?

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, adjusting himself so that his loose slacks were visible. “Now, take my cock out. Unzip my pants and take my cock in your hand.”

My pulse sped up. I’d never seen a cock before, never mind touched one! What if it was gross and I didn’t like it? Father Daniels sensed my hesitation and clucked his tongue at me.

“You’re being a bad girl, Jenna,” he said. “Take my cock out, now.”

I jumped at his harsh tone and reached for his zipper. With shaking hands, I unzipped him and then reached in…my hand gripped something long, thick, and hot! I pulled it through his pants. Father Daniels’ cock was really big! It was nine inches at least, and so thick I could barely fit my hand around it! The tip was purple and soft, with something wet glistening at the top. Veins ran all down the shaft, and there was thick curly hair at the bottom. I stared at it, entranced.

“Very good, Jenna,” Father Daniels said. “Now, stick your tongue out, like you would at communion.”

Obediently, I looked at Father Daniels and dropped my jaw, sticking my tongue out.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Now, lean forward and start licking my cock. You should lick it all the way up and down, until it’s all wet. You should especially lick the tip, where it’s most sensitive.”

Lick it?! But why?! That was gross! I made a face, and Father Daniels saw it. He stared at me, angry.

“What did you say to me before we began, Jenna? You said you would obey me, right?”

I nodded, looking at his cock again. I didn’t want to touch it with my tongue…but I knew I had to trust Father Daniels…slowly, I leaned in and closed my eyes. My tongue hit his throbbing flesh, and I started to lick him, trying to do exactly what he said. I licked his shaft all up and down. From his curly hair to the drippy, purple tip.

Over and over again, I licked him, lapping at every inch. Father Daniels watched me with glazed eyes, leaning back, relaxed. His cock was really wet after a while, and I had gotten used to the taste.

“Alright, Jenna,” Father Daniels said, reaching for me. I felt pressure on my head as he grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Now, get ready to suck me. I’m going to shove my cock between your lips, and you’re going to suck me off. Worship my cock, Jenna. Worship it like you would worship the Lord.”

My pulse sped up again as his hand in my hair stiffened. I closed my eyes and let Father Daniels guide my head into place at the top of his cock. The big, soft head slipped past my lips. It wasn’t so bad; even when I swallowed some of that drippy, musky liquid, it wasn’t so bad. But Father Daniels kept pushing!

He groaned as he pushed harder, forcing his cock further and further into my mouth. I couldn’t keep myself from drooling as his hips shifted up and down, pushing him even deeper into my mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft as he forced harder. He pushed until he was almost totally buried in my mouth!

My gag reflex kicked in and I tried to hold back, choking on his dick. Tears sprang to my eyes and spilled down my cheeks as I tried to breathe enough air through my nose. My muffled moans seemed to make Father Daniels even happier, and soon he was holding my head in both hands and thrusting his hips up and down, jamming his cock down my throat.

Father Daniels groaned. His hands clenched really hard on my head. He jerked faster, and I could feel his cock throb against my tongue. With a long grunt, he forced my head all the way down, my nose buried in his curly hairs. Jerking one last time, I felt something wet burst in my throat and slide down to my stomach.

More and more of it came, hot and salty. I swallowed what I could, but some of it filled my cheeks and leaked from my lips down my chin. When Father Daniels finally released me, I gasped for air, spilling the wet jizz all down my breasts. I rocked back onto my heels, panting, trying to recover from the strangeness. Father Daniels’ cock wasn’t that hard anymore, but he was stroking it slowly, watching me.

“That wasn’t bad,” he said. “You’ll need a lot more practice before you can truly satisfy your husband. You shouldn’t gag like that. It’s very unattractive.”

“Sorry,” I whimpered, wiping my cheeks. My throat felt raw, my stomach full of the hot cum.

“It’s alright,” Father Daniels said. “Get up again, please.”

I rose on shaky legs. What now? I didn’t think he was going to be hard again so soon…I knew a little bit about sex, after all.

“Sit down, facing me,” Father Daniels said. “Spread your legs wide. One foot on the ground, the other on top of the pew.”

But then he’d be able to see everything! My breasts were one thing…it felt wrong to spread myself like that in a church! But I could tell Father Daniels was getting ready to scold me again, and I didn’t want that. I sat down beside him. Struggling a little, I managed to pull my foot up onto the pew, the other on the ground, legs spread so that my whole, wet pussy was on display. I lay on my back, letting him look me over. Father Daniels licked his lips.

“Before we can go any further, I’ll need some time to recover, and some inspiration,” he explained, leaning down with his hands on my inner thighs. I shuddered, feeling my pussy drip a little. I guess that having him cum in my mouth turned me on more than I thought! But what was he doing down there? Why did he want to look at me so closely? Wasn’t it ugly and…

My shout filled the echoing chambers as Father Daniels buried his head between my legs and licked my pussy. I gripped the wooden pew, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels growled as he licked me up and down, sucking my clit between his lips. I moaned, hips thrusting on their own, heat flushing my cheeks. This was so much better than his fingers!

“Play with your tits,” Father Daniels demanded from between my legs. “I want to watch you. Make it worth my time.”

Groaning, I grabbed my breasts and started to rub them, just like he had. It made every sensation more intense. Closing my eyes, I felt myself gushing in pleasure as Father Daniels licked and sucked my clit. I ground against him, unable to help myself. Then, I felt something strange. There was something poking against my entrance, something hard and kind of rough. I realized that it was Father Daniels’ finger; he slid it right into my pussy!

It felt amazing inside me. He moved it inside me, exploring all around as his lips kept assaulting my clit. He curled his finger and stroked me deep. I gasped, shuddering, pinching my nipples as he pushed me to another orgasm. Everything rang, my body going stiff, then limp.

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 pew as Father Daniels came up from between my legs. He wiped his mouth, and pushed his fingers against my mouth. Not sure what to do, I let him force his wet fingers past my lips and sucked them, my own juices running down my throat.

“Good girl, Jenna,” Father Daniels said with a sigh. He rose up, and I could see that his cock was hard again. “Now, it’s time.”

“Time?” I asked, biting my lip. I thought I knew what he was talking about, but I kind of hoped I was wrong!

“I’m going to put my cock inside your pussy,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you now. I’m nice and hard again, and I’m going to show you what it feels like to get fucked by a man.”

“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. It won’t count if you have sex with me, because I’m a holy man. You can still call yourself a virgin on your wedding night.”

“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 understand that a man’s pleasure is the most important thing, right?”

“Yes,” I nodded. I’d gotten that lesson loud and clear. “I understand.”

“Great,” he said, smiling. “Then I’ll need you to get up and bend over. Put your hands on the pew and stick your ass out for me.”

That didn’t seem right. I thought sex was where a man laid on top of a woman and…?

“This is the best way, Jenna,” he said, voice grave. “Your husband will love it.”

I wanted Tommy to love me, so I nodded and did as he said. I got up, turned around, and leaned forward. The wood was kind of sticky under my hands, the varnish old and cracked. I studied the grains in the wood, the circles and various shades of brown. Father Daniels stood behind me, then grabbed my hips. He yanked at them, pushing and pulling me into the position he wanted.

I gasped as I felt something pressing against my pussy lips.

“You should be thankful that I got you so wet,” Father Daniels 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. “A man might not want to prepare you. You should be ready to take your husband no matter what condition you’re in. Even if you’re dry, you should accept his cock inside you. You belong to him now.”

I closed my eyes and grit my teeth as Father Daniels inched his cock inside me.

“I’m going to do this fast, so it doesn’t hurt for long,” he said. My pussy complained as he split me wide with just the head of his dick. I gripped the pew harder, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels gripped my hips hard and took a deep breath. Then, 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.

“The worst is over now, Jenna,” he said. I moaned in relief as he slid out slightly – but then he slid right back in! “This means it will be better tomorrow when you’re with Tommy for the first time.”

I groaned, hands grasping the pew, 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, Father, this is…”

“It’s good, isn’t it, Jenna,” 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 Father Daniels’ 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.

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

“Yes, Jenna,” 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?” Father Daniels asked. “Tell me, Jenna. Ask me to fuck you harder.”

“Yes, please, Father Daniels, 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, Jenna. 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, Father Daniels,” I said, rolling over and watching his cum drip from my pussy. “That was so good. Is that everything there is to know?”

“Not quite,” Father Daniels said, standing up and adjusting himself, putting his cock away. “But it’ll get you through your wedding night.”

“Oh,” I said, curious. “What else is there?”
Father Daniels smiled.

“Well, my dear, why don’t you come see me after your honeymoon, and I’ll teach you a few more ways to please your new husband?”

I nodded eagerly. I couldn’t wait to show Tommy that I was going to be a good wife. And being a good wife seemed like it was going to be pretty fun for me, too!


Bonus Story: Put It In, Coach!

The summer I turned 18, after graduating high school, my boyfriend of three years cheated on me with Sandy Samuels.

It was crazy. Sandy was nowhere near as hot as me. I was 18, with C-cup breasts, long blonde hair, and a body built from four years of cheerleading! I was every guy’s wet dream! I mean, sure, I never let Bobby do anything more than kiss me, and sometimes feel my boobs over my shirt, but still. He was the high school quarterback, and I was the head cheerleader. We belonged together. We even planned on attending the same university.

I got in on a cheerleading scholarship; I wouldn’t have gotten in based on my grades, that’s for sure. But Bobby got in on a football scholarship, so we could continue our picture-perfect lives in college.

And then he went and ruined it with Sandy Samuels!

Trust me, I spent a lot of time crying to my girlfriends. But once I was done crying, I was just plain angry. So angry that I got myself into a lot of trouble.

It was all my friend Jamie’s idea. We were listening to a lot of Carrie Underwood, and we were drinking a little. She had the idea to go to Bobby’s house and key his car. I thought it was a great idea! He loved that stupid car, just like I loved him. He broke my heart, so I’d break his car!

It felt great, too. I carved CHEATER on the side, and slashed the tires. We even broke off one of the mirrors. Then the alarm started going off, and we had to book it. We made it home before getting caught by the cops, but it was a close call.

Even closer than I thought.

The next day, I didn’t feel as good as I thought I would. I felt a little guilty. I’d always been a good girl. Never broke a single rule. I was pretty sure what I’d done was against the law. My parents would be so disappointed in me if they found out. And my teachers. And Coach Jefferson, who was like a father to me.

I just hoped Bobby would see things my way, and call it equal.

My hopes proved fruitless.

Luckily, he didn’t call the cops on me. He didn’t even tell my parents. But he did tell Coach Jefferson. I knew as soon as I got the call that I was in big, big trouble. Coach asked me to come in to his office to speak. He was coaching the summer football training, and would be in every afternoon. I was to come see him as soon as possible.

I guess I could have ignored the call, but I felt like I owed it to Coach to go. He helped me become the cheerleader I was, helped me get into college, and really was a mentor to me. His letter of recommendation was what really got me the scholarship. He was a big deal, and his word had a lot of weight.

I thought that if I showed up in my cheer uniform, he might remember what a good girl I’d always been and be a little easier on me. So on Monday afternoon, I stood outside his office and knocked on the door.

Coach Jefferson was a really big man. Like, 6’5 and over 200 pounds.  He had black hair cut short, and a mustache from the 70’s. He was wearing his usual outfit, a sports shirt and gym shorts. He even had his whistle around his neck.

I knew from the second he looked at me that my cheerleader uniform wouldn’t sway his mind. He looked so angry and disappointed that my stomach sank at once. He stepped aside, letting me into his office. He had a couch set up, where he used to sit with students when he was mentoring us. That’s where he led me now, sitting down in a chair in front of me.

“I guess you know why I called you in, Sally,” he said. I nodded, eyes down. “Do you want to explain?”

No, I didn’t! But I couldn’t deny him. Not when I looked into his eyes and saw the man I trusted so much.

“He cheated on me!” I sobbed. “Bobby cheated on me! He hurt me so much, I just wanted to hurt him back!”

“You realize you committed a crime,” Coach growled, not sympathetic to my cause.

“Yes, Coach,” I said. “But I’ve always been a good girl. You’re like a father to me. You know what a good girl I am!”

“Good girls don’t run around ruining people’s cars,” Coach Jefferson said. “It was extremely irresponsible of you. You made me a liar. Now, I’m going to have to call the university and tell them that I made a huge mistake writing you that letter of recommendation.”

“No!” I gasped. “Please! You can’t do that!”

“I can do anything I want, Sally,” Coach Jefferson said. “You said it yourself, I’m like a father to you. So I’m going to discipline you, the way a father should discipline his daughter.”

“But do you have to really call them?” I asked, tears springing to my eyes. “Isn’t there some other way you can punish me?”

Coach Jefferson studied me for a while. Then, he sighed. He got up from behind the desk and walked around to the coach. Sitting down beside me, he shook his head.

“I’m afraid there’s only one way I can think of,” he said. “But you’ll have to agree to do whatever I say.”

“Yes! Yes!” I exclaimed, eager to do anything that would get me out of trouble. “Anything, Coach Jefferson!”

“Good,” he said. “That’s a good girl.”

As he spoke, he laid a hand on my thigh. For a second, I went stiff all over and felt very cold. Having his hand there felt wrong. It was like being touched by my father. At the same time, it felt kind of good. I’d never been touched by a man before, and I didn’t mind how warm and rough his hand was on my soft flesh.

“Coach…?”

“Listen, don’t speak,” he said, rubbing my thigh a little bit. “I’ve been watching you closely, Sally. I’ve noticed something concerning. I know for a fact that you never allowed Daniel to do anything more than kiss you. And that’s very inappropriate.”

“It is?!”

His hand squeezed my thigh, hard enough to hurt. His eyes looked angry, and I shrank back, ashamed of myself.

“I told you not to speak,” he said. “Do it again, and you’ll be punished even worse than I already plan to punish you. Now, as I said, it’s inappropriate for a girl like you to string a guy along for so long. A girl like you needs to understand her place in society. You, my dear, are a bimbo. You’re not very smart. I’ve seen your grades.”

I looked down, blushing. He was right about that.

“You’re not suited for most work. You’re best asset is your body. And what do you think your body is meant for?”

I didn’t think he expected me to answer, so I kept my mouth shut.

“It’s meant to please men,” Coach Jefferson said. “That’s all. You are made to relieve men of their needs, whenever the situation may arise.”

Relieve men of their needs? He didn’t really mean…

He must have seen the look on my face, because he chuckled a little.

“Yes, Sally,” he said. “I’m talking about fucking. Fucking and sucking cock.”

I was shocked to hear Coach Jefferson talk that way. He had known me for so long, and now he was talking to me like I was some kind of slut!

“Now, I’m willing to overlook your immature and illegal actions, and allow you to attend university so you can continue cheering, but only if you agree, right here and right now, to let me train you. For the rest of the summer, I will teach you all you need to know about fulfilling your life’s purpose of serving men.”

I couldn’t believe it! He must be wrong. Surely there were other things in store for me than being a bimbo? But he looked so serious…and I did trust him. He’d always known what was best for me before…

I gulped hard.

“Say yes, Sally,” he said. “It’s really in your best interest.”

I felt tears welling up behind my eyes. I had to trust him on this. He was older and wiser than me. He knew what he was talking about. Maybe I really was destined to serve men all my life.

“Yes, Coach,” I muttered, feeling my cheeks burn bright red as I spoke.

“Good girl,” he said, smiling. I had to admit, I felt a lot better once he smiled. His hand was still on my thigh, and he squeezed me again, in a nice way this time. I was getting to really like having his hand there. It was oddly comforting.

“Now, we do have to punish you for your actions, before we do anything else,” Coach Jefferson said. “So flip your skirt up and bend over my knee.”

Why would he want me to do that? The last time I was in that kind of position, I was really little and my Daddy was spanking me. He saw my puzzled hesitation and sighed.

“When I tell you to do something, you do it quickly and happily,” he said. “Bend over, Sally.”

I could tell it would only be worse for me if I resisted, so I did as he said. My panties were the only thing between me and Coach Jefferson, my cheerleader’s skirt flipped up over my waist. I squirmed, not sure what to expect. I yelped as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh.

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass! I squeezed my legs together in the shock of it. To my surprise, there was something tingling between my thighs. My sex felt really warm. It hurt when he hit me, but it also felt a little good to have his big hand on me again.

“Don't make a fucking sound, Sally,” Coach growled, clutching a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacking me again. “You deserve this.”

I knew he was right; I did deserve it. I had been so immature and stupid to do what I did. I squeaked, but only just, and it seemed to satisfy his demand. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain. The more he spanked my ass, the more I needed it.

The pain turned to unbearable heat, and the only relief was his open palm, smacking my flesh once more. I wiggled and writhed and thrust my ass backward, wanting more, needing it harder and harder each time. And each time, he rubbed the raw flesh, drawing out my anticipation.

“Now tell me, my little slut,” Master said. “Are you going to be a good girl for Coach? Are you going to stop embarrassing me and do what I say?”

“Yes, Coach,” I panted, even though I actually wanted more spanking. “I promise, Coach.”

“And you understand that if you continue to embarrass me, or disobey me, you'll need to be punished?”

“Yes, Coach,” I moaned, wiggling my hips again. It felt so weird! Why did I want him to keep spanking me? Why did I like the way the pain felt, and the way it made my sex tingly and warm?

“Good girl,” Coach said, helping me get up. He sat me on his lap, one hand on my lower back, the other on my thigh.

“Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No, Coach,” I said, feeling very flushed and strange all over. I was so tingly between my legs that I squirmed on his knee. Coach Jefferson chuckled, putting his hand on my thigh again. My skirt was still riding up, high enough for my panties to show. I could feel that they were wet, and was very embarrassed by that.

“Now we can begin training you for real,” he said. “The first thing you need to know is basic anatomy. Have you ever touched yourself, Sally?”

“Touched myself?” I asked, not sure what he meant.

“Your pussy. Your cunt. Your slit, or your clit.”

Oh my god! Those words were so dirty!

“No!” I exclaimed, shaking my head. “Of course not, Coach!”

“Well, you should have,” Coach Jefferson chided, clearly disappointed. “Now I’ll have to teach you.”

He slid his hand up my thigh. Oh no! He was going to feel how wet I was, and be grossed out!

He slid his hand all the way up to my panties, then I felt a shock of strange pleasure as he pressed his fingers against them.

“Oh,” he said. “Good girl, you’re already nice and wet for me.”

He liked that? I was so surprised that I barely realized what he was doing as he moved his fingers up and down against my panties, rubbing all up and down between the lips of my pussy. My breath came shorter and shorter as a sensation built inside me. He kept his eyes on my face, watching my reaction.

“C-Coach…” I moaned.

“Yes, Sally?”

“That feels…it feels good, Coach,” I admitted. “Is that okay?”

“It’s very good,” Coach Jefferson said, and I was very relieved. “Now, I’m going to kiss you, Sally. I want you to kiss me back. Even if you don’t like it, you must act like you enjoy it. A man wants to know he’s desired.”

“Y-yes, Coach,” I panted. Coach Jefferson leaned in, and I felt his lips land on mine. He tasted like coffee and salt as he pushed my lips open with his tongue. I moaned, his fingers finding the hard button at the top of my pussy. He rubbed it hard through my panties, and I squirmed. My pussy was full-on dripping now.

Coach Jefferson used his tongue against mine, kissing me hard and dirty while he rubbed my pussy. The feeling was getting to be too much, and I threw my hands around his neck to support myself. Coach Jefferson grabbed at my panties, pushed them to the side, and I felt his bare fingers roll over my clit.

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.

“That is a good girl,” Coach Jefferson said, pulling away.

“Coach,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “Was that...?”

“That was an orgasm, Sally,” he said. “Did you like it?”

“Yes, Coach!” I said. I sure did like it. If this was what training me was going to feel like, I was excited to continue!

“Good girl. Now, lie back. It’s time for you to make Coach feel good, too.”

I did as he said, lying down on the couch. He looked down at me, scratching his chin a little. My eyes drifted down and I realized I could see his cock through his gym shorts. Wow! It was really hard! Coach caught me looking and chuckled.

“Here,” he said. “Take a good look, Sally. This is your new favorite toy. You worship cock from now on, understand?”

Coach Jefferson pulled his shorts down, unleashing his cock. It was eight inches long and thick as my arm! It was veiny, too, and something shiny dripped from the very tip. It wasn’t really something I thought I wanted to play with, to be honest. Coach stepped forward.

“Touch it, Sally,” he said. “Run your hands over it.”

I looked up at Coach, pleading with my eyes. That was gross! His balls were big and hairy, hanging low under his cock. Coach’s gaze darkened.

“Do what I say, Sally,” he growled. I could tell he meant business. Closing my eyes, I reached for his dick and took it in my hand. It was hot and hard, thick and throbbing. The wet stuff dribbling from the tip got on my palm as I slid my fist down the heavy shaft.

“Good girl,” Coach groaned. “Take your top off.”

“What?!” I asked, shocked. I let go of his dick. He didn’t really mean…?

I squealed as he slapped me across the face. He did mean it!

“You always call me Coach,” he said. “And you do what I say.”

Sniffling, I raised my cheer tank over my head. My C-cup breasts spilled over the demi-cups of my bra. Laying back, I watched Coach devour my body with his eyes.

“The bra too,” he instructed, and I slowly unhooked my bra. My breasts spilled free. My pink nipples were hard and pointy, and my breasts felt very heavy and tender. Coach took his cock in his hand, staring at my young, perky, teenage tits.

“Very good,” he said, and came to the couch. I watched intently, not sure what he was doing. To my surprise, he knelt on the couch, his legs spread over my stomach. Sinking down, his shaft hit my flesh and I shuddered. Coach grabbed my breasts in both hands, and I let out a gasp. It felt so good! His big hands kneaded and massaged my tender flesh, rubbing my tits in small circles while rubbing my hard nipples. I squirmed, whimpering at the sensation.

Closing my eyes, I just let the sensations roll through me as Coach took control of my virgin body. I heard a spitting sound, then something wet hit my chest. Opening one eye, I glanced down. To my surprise, Coach was nestling the head of his cock between my tits. He pushed my breasts together and slid his shaft forward, groaning.

“Your tits are beautiful, Sally,” he said. “You’ll make a lovely little cum slut.”

Coach rubbed his cock between my breasts, back and forth. The whole time, he squeezed my tits together, pinching my nipples until I was dripping wet between my legs. I whimpered, watching him get red-faced as he fucked my tits.

“I’m about to cum,” he grunted. “And I want you to ask for it. Ask me to cum on your tits, Sally.”

Why would I want that? I wondered. But I knew better, now, than to disobey him.

“Please, Coach,” I moaned. “Please, cum on my titties!”

Coach groaned, squeezing my tits so hard that it hurt. Then he pulled all the way back, grabbing his big cock and pumping it. Hot, white jizz exploded from the tip of his cock, spilling all over my tits. It was thick and sticky, and it dripped down my round breasts, coating my nipples. Coach kept spurting, over and over, until I was sure he would cover my whole chest in his seed. Finally, though, he stopped. He was breathing heavy.

“Now,” he said between pants. “Lick yourself clean. Suck all my cum down your throat, Sally.”

Ew! Why on earth would I do that? It was so gross!

His eyes darkened as I hesitated. Not wanting to be punished again, I started licking where I could, lifting my tits up as far as I could and pressing my face all the way down to reach the upper flesh of my chest. I rubbed my fingers across my flesh, collecting his cum that way and sucking it down. He tasted really salty and briny and musky, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought. Finally, I was clean, and Coach nodded.

“Very good,” he said. “I’m pleased with you so far, Sally. Come back tomorrow. Same time. Don’t disappoint me.”

“I won’t, Coach,” I promised, eagerly putting my top back on and running for the door. I felt really weird about everything, and really needed to be by myself and think about things. “I promise!”

I waved goodbye and let the door slam behind me.

I’d just done dirty, gross, naughty things with my high school cheerleading coach! He called me a slut, and wanted to train me in pleasing men! And I kind of liked it!

This was the last thing I expected from my last summer before college.

But I had no choice but to return the next day, if I wanted to go to college at all. I was resolved to make the best of all this, and do exactly as Coach Jefferson said. Anything to keep him happy. Anything.
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The next day when I came to school, I found something odd in the office with Coach Jefferson. It was a camera, the red light blinking.

“What’s that doing here?” I asked, stomach in knots. It was trained right at the couch. That couch already reminded me of things that made my pussy drip and my nipples harden, but I was distracted by the camera. I didn’t want all the naughty things we did here to be recorded!

“I’ll explain,” Coach said. “Get undressed.”

“But…”

“Get undressed!” Coach barked, then blew his whistle at me. I reacted on instinct, pulling my shirt over my head and slipping out of my cheerleader’s skirt. That whistle really got me going, just like at practice! Soon, I stood before him, completely naked, my young tits bouncing, nipples hard.

“Sit down, Sally,” Coach Jefferson ordered. I did, flopping down on the couch. The camera blinked at me. “I set this up, just like at practice. So that we can watch it in the future and discuss your technique.”

“Oh,” I said. Suddenly it made perfect sense. “Okay, Coach.”

“Fuck right it’s okay,” he growled. “Anything I say is okay, understand?”

“Yes, Coach,” I said, ashamed of myself for screwing up again. He sighed, shaking his head.

“Now, we’re going to start today with the next step in pleasing a man. Oral sex. A blowjob, as you’ve probably heard it called.”

I squirmed a little and nodded. Of course I’d heard of that before. Boys were always talking about blowjobs, and Daniel was always begging me for one. But I’d certainly never given in, because I thought it was way too dirty.

Coach Jefferson stood right in front of me, his track shorts loose enough that I could see his cock – it was hard already, before I’d even touched him or anything.

“I’m going to pull my cock out, Sally,” he said. “And you’re going to suck it. You’re going to worship it. You’re going to lick it like an ice cream cone and swallow it as far down your throat as you can make it go. You’ll do all that, and you’ll do it gratefully. Understand?”

I wasn’t looking forward to this at all! But I knew it was an important part of my training, so I nodded. Coach Jefferson pulled his shorts down, revealing his long, veiny cock. I wasn’t sure how I was possibly going to fit it all into my mouth. He wanted me to lick it, though, and I could certainly do that. Leaning forward, I stuck my tongue out and lapped at the tip. To my surprise, it tasted okay.

Something salty and musky dripped down my throat as I licked him again, longer this time. Coach Jefferson moaned, and I liked how it felt to make him feel good, so I licked him again. I started to lick up and down the shaft, feeling the veins throb under my tongue. I was going slowly, gingerly, not sure how to please him. But he was a good coach, and saw that I needed more guidance. He grabbed my ponytail, yanking my head back a little bit.

“Open up wide,” he growled. I did as he said, spreading my lips for him. A second later, I found my mouth stuffed with his cock! As soon as he was inside, he pulled out again, and started thrusting in and out of my mouth. Holding me tightly in place by my ponytail, he stroked himself between my lips, pushing further and further down my throat with each pulse. The taste was overwhelming now, and my gag reflex was kicking in. Drool flowed over my chin and onto my naked breasts as I struggled to get enough air.

“Good girl,” he encouraged. “Just let me fuck your pretty little throat. That’s what you’re here for, Sally.”

I moaned in satisfaction at his praise. To my surprise, my body was responding to the taste and feel of him in my throat. My pussy was wet, and my nipples were hard. Coach started thrusting harder, grunting. He pushed so far into my throat that his balls hit my chin, and even then he pushed further, like he wanted to reach all the way down to my stomach.

“I’m gonna cum in your mouth now,” he growled. “Swallow every drop, like a good little whore.”

I moaned, trying to tell him I understood. Tears fell down my cheeks, my body feeling like it was suffocating as he stuffed my throat full of cock. Pulsing inside me, my nose buried in his thick pubes, I felt him swell against my tongue. He groaned as he released inside me, the first burst of cum taking me by surprise.

I squealed, still muffled, eyes wide as my mouth filled with his hot, salty cum. I gulped, trying hard to swallow it all, but some of it filled my cheeks and spilled from my mouth down my chin. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt his seed pump down my throat, filling my stomach.

Coach panted as he pulled back, his cock limp and trailing cum from my lips. I quickly licked them clean, eager to please him. I could tell he liked it when I swallowed his cum, so I even licked it from my tits as he watched.

“Very good,” Coach said. “You need a lot of work, but it’s a start. Now, I’m going to show you what can happen to a slut when she’s a very good girl.”

Was he going to touch me again? I squirmed, excited at the thought. My pussy was wet, and I wanted to feel that orgasm feeling again. Coach dropped to his knees in front of me and spread my thighs, wrenching them up over his shoulders. Confused, a question came to my lips – but it turned into a moan as his hot breath hit my pussy, sweetly caressing my throbbing clit.

I squirmed, feeling something entirely new between my legs. Then, he leaned forward and wrapped his tongue around my clit. I shouted in pleasure, sitting straight up, feeling like lightning was rushing up my spine. It was a thousand times better than his fingers, better than anything I’d ever felt.

Coach licked my pussy in long, slow laps, flicking my clit with the tip of his tongue each time. I shrank back down, letting the delicious feelings roll through me. When I felt him press a finger against my virgin slit, I didn’t even worry about what would come next. I just wanted him to keep lapping and suckling my clit the way he was.

His fingers entered me, moving up my tight, wet pussy until they couldn’t go any further. It felt kind of weird, but it also felt nice. Like I was full. And with his tongue still licking my clit, I could feel the pressure in my womb rising. Everything started to tingle, and my muscles felt like they were stretched thin. I groaned, squirming and wiggling, wanting more. I grabbed his head, pulling him against me.

A wave in my stomach seemed to build; he reached his free hand up, grabbed my breast, and closed over one nipple, pinching it hard. I screamed 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.

When I finally came down, panting and moaning, Coach pulled away. He wiped my juices from his lips, and pushed his wet fingers to my mouth.

“Taste yourself,” he ordered, and I parted my lips, sucking my pleasure from his fingers. He kept his eyes on mine the whole time, until he stood up, towering over me.

“That’s enough for today, Sally,” he said. “Tomorrow, we’ll move on to the next lesson. Your skills are very much lacking, but there will be plenty of time to improve. You’ll have to learn to suck cock with enthusiasm, and to deep throat as far as a man wants to go. I would like you to practice on your gag reflex when you go home. Here, I have something for you to practice on.”

I watched with interest as he went to his desk and opened a drawer. He pulled out a huge, long, stiff black penis! It was a dildo, twice the size of Coach’s real penis. He brought it over to me and I took it from him, blushing even as I touched it. It felt really dirty, for Coach to give me something like this.

“Choke on that all night,” he demanded. “I want you to record yourself doing it and send me the videos, understand?”

“Yes, Coach,” I said, adjusting myself, getting dressed and getting up. “Thank you, Coach.”

He slapped my ass as I walked past him out the door, hiding the dildo under my shirt as best I could.

That night, I did as Coach said. I sat in front of my webcam and shoved the dildo down my throat. I did it for an hour, thinking of it as practice. Like I used to practice for cheerleading. I wanted to be good for Coach, so I needed to practice hard. By the time I was done, my throat was raw and aching, but I could swallow half the dildo into my little mouth! I felt very proud as I hit send, happy that Coach would know how hard I was working.
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The next day, when I came to the office, the camera was still there. I really didn’t like having the camera there, but I knew it wasn’t my place to complain.

“You did a good job last night,” Coach said as I entered. I blushed and smiled, gleeful at his compliment.

“Thank you, Coach,” I said. “Should I get undressed?”

“Not today, actually,” Coach said. “I don’t have much time today, unfortunately. I have a lot of personal business to take care over. Today’s lesson will be very quick.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. What is today’s lesson?”

“There are three holes on a slut,” Coach said, leading me away from the couch and towards his desk. “I’ve already shown you how to use your mouth. Your pussy, obviously, is another. But you may not realize that your ass makes a lovely hole for a man to use as a cum receptacle.”

“My…my butt?” I asked, grimacing. “But…that’s where…”

“I know, Sally,” Coach said, impatient. “Don’t act as though you know more than me. Your ass is a perfectly good hole. An especially good one, in fact. It’s much tighter. Now, bend over. Press your face into the desk.”

I was very apprehensive about all this, but I did as he said. I felt Coach flip my skirt up.

“Tomorrow, you should come to me without any panties under your skirt,” he said as he slid my panties down, exposing my ripe young flesh to the brisk air.

“Yes, Coach,” I said. I felt his hands knead my ass cheeks, and he even slapped one gently. I cooed, closing my eyes. I could remember how oddly nice it felt when he spanked me, and my pussy got a little wet as I thought about it. I could hear Coach moving around behind me.

“Pull your shirt up, so I can touch your tits while I fuck your ass,” he instructed. I obeyed, yanking my shirt up around my shoulders. As soon as it was there, Coach put his hand on my upper back, pushing me back down, hard. His hands returned to my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I heard Coach spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Hold still, Sally,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours for a long time. You always liked showing it off, wearing those short shorts and little skirts…”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Coach shoving his eight inch cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“Focus on how much pleasure you’re giving me,” Coach said. “You’ll start to enjoy it soon.”

As he began to shift his hips against me, he reached a hand between my legs, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me.

“Oh,” I moaned as he fucked me faster. The sensation was…strange. I found my hips beginning to respond to his strokes. Coach grunted his approval, and rewarded me by slipping one hand around my waist and finding my clit with his fingers. Immediately, the pain became intense pleasure.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Yes, please! Thank you, Coach! Fuck my ass, please, harder!”

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I was overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily. His free hand came to my chest, squeezing my breast from below.

“Cum,” he barked. “Cum for me, Sally.”

“Y-yes, Coach,” I whimpered, my muscles going taut. He slammed his cock against me, his balls slapping my wet pussy. I cried out, howling like an animal as I came. He pushed himself into me farther than ever, almost kneeling over me to penetrate deeper, and burst. His throbbing cock pulsed as it released another generous helping of seed into my needy body. My spasms milked his balls dry, every ounce of cum drained into my ass.

“Very good,” Coach said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. You’ll learn how to beg for this, soon enough. Now, I really must be going. Clean yourself up and go home. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs. I panted as I rose and looked over my shoulder. The camera’s little red light blinked. I wondered what I would learn when Coach sat me down to rewatch everything? I bet I’d be a wonderful little slut by the time he was done with me. The best!
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My fourth day, I arrived in my uniform as usual. Coach Jefferson let me in and led me to his office. By now, the camera was something I was used to, and I even waved at it as I went to sit down on the couch.

“So,” I said. “What am I learning today, Coach?”

“Your final lesson, and the most important,” Coach Jefferson said. “After this, you’ll be a real slut, and we’ll be able to work on fine-tuning your skills. You’re pretty sloppy right now. You need a lot of practice.”

“Oh,” I said, blushing. I hated that I wasn’t perfect for him; he always praised my cheerleading, so to have him criticize me now was hard. “I’m sorry, Coach.”

“It’s alright,” he said. “I’m up to the task. You should appreciate that you have a man like me willing to devote so much time to training you.”

“I do,” I said. “Thank you, Coach.”

“Very good,” Coach Jefferson came and sat beside me. “Now, your final lesson will be to lose you virginity.”

“Oh!” I said. I knew I wasn’t supposed to be surprised, but I really didn’t think it would happen that quickly. I squirmed. “Um…won’t that hurt?”

“Yes,” Coach Jefferson said. “But you’re a whore. It doesn’t matter if it hurts, Sally. You know that. It’s the man’s pleasure that matters. Now, are you ready to begin?”

“Of course, Coach,” I nodded, eyes cast down. I was very nervous about this. I could see his dick was already hard. My pussy was wet, as it always was when I was around Coach, but I was mostly just afraid. 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. I moaned against his mouth while his hand came to my chest, pushing down the 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, Coach,” I moaned when he pulled away and began to kiss down my neck. He teased and kneaded my tits with one hand, the other hand moving between my legs. As always, I wore no panties under my skirt, so his fingers slipped right in between my lips.

“You’re nice and wet, Sally,” he growled. “Ready for my cock. That’s very good.”

“Thank you, Coach,” I moaned, thrilled by his approval. 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, Sally,” he warned, but a twinkle stayed in his eyes. “Hold on.”

I grabbed his shoulders 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. Coach Jefferson 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. “Cum for Coach. Show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into.”

“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, Coach,” I moaned when I finally came down, his cock going limp inside me. “That felt very good…”

“I know it did,” Coach Jefferson growled. “You’re a slut. You were born to love cock. And take cum.”

“Wait,” I said, slowly realizing that he had just cum in me, unprotected. I wasn’t on birth control! My eyes went wide. “I need Plan B! Can you take me to the store, Coach?”

“Now, why would I do that?” Coach Jefferson said.

“Because I could get pregnant!”

“Exactly,” he shrugged. “That’s the point, Sally. You’re a woman. You’re supposed to be bred. You’re supposed to carry a man’s seed and bear his children.”

“But what about cheerleading?” I asked. It was the whole reason I was going to school in the first place, the whole reason I let Coach Jefferson train me like this.

“What about it?” Coach Jefferson said. “That’s your dream. Your dreams aren’t important. You must always yield to a man’s desires before your own. And I want to see your tight little body full with my children. I’ve been training you this whole time to be a perfect slut for me to use as a broodmare. You belong to me, Sally. If you’re not pregnant now, we won’t stop until you are. Maybe, someday, when I’m through with you, you can go back to cheerleading.”

“But…but…”

“Come on,” he rolled his eyes. “How long do you honestly think a cheerleading career could last? I’m offering you a lifetime of support. As the bearer of my children, and my own personal cum slut, you’ll be taken care of. Anything you need, I’ll provide. You won’t have to worry about getting a job or anything like that. Doesn’t that sound good?”

Well, it did sound good. And Coach Jefferson was like a father to me, so I trusted him to take care of me like he said he would. And I thought maybe it would be kind of cool to be a mom…

Coach Jefferson smiled and patted my stomach.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’ll make an excellent little pet. Now, get on your knees and start sucking. I want to fuck you again, to make sure my seed takes in your womb.”

“Yes, Coach” I said, crawling off his lap and between his legs, taking his flaccid dick between my lips. This was my life now, and I have to say I really didn’t mind it. I looked up at Coach Jefferson and realized I loved him as more than a father now.

Now, I loved him as Coach.

And that was even better.
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