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Office Toy Auction

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Violet also enjoys nipple clamps…”

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

“And bondage, of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re a virgin.”

He says it with a smirk on his lips.

“Yes, sir,” I reply.

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

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

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

“Nice,” he says. “Very nice.”

He glances up at me and smiles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please, Sir,” I moan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I am theirs to use however they want.

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

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

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

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

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

“Enjoy.”

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

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

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

“Suck it, bitch.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C’mon, she’s gonna be here forever…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

They linger inside me, all of them, drawing out their pleasure while prolonging my pain. When they pull out, it’s a relief. But I also feel emptier than I ever have in my life. I pant for breath, covered in cum, dripping from all holes. I think, for now, my job might be done for a while. I am wrong.
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“I don’t think it’s fair for you boys to have all the fun,” a female voice says. The woman from the corner desk pushes through the crowd. She is slight and short, but pretty. She wears a tight pencil skirt and pushes a rolling office chair. The crowd parts for her, chuckling and murmuring. She eyes me with disgust and plops herself down on the chair, inches from my kneeling, cum-covered body. She hikes her skirt up, so no one but me can see the delta between her legs. She pulls her panties to the side.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wash up,” he says. “You look awful.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I love it.


Bonus Story: Punished for Teasing my Boss

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

But Mr. Stevens proved that wasn’t true.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It took me a full day to notice it.

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

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

And then it hit me.

This was one of those nanny cams!

Oh, my God!

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

How rude! The nerve!

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

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

Except whiskey is really gross.

I got three sips down and almost puked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shocked, and scared.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I really wanted him to see the video.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh,” I said, confused. “Um…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anything but that!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished.”

“No one’s punished me since…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mr. Stevens, what are you…”

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

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

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

“No,” I whimpered. “But…”

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

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

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

“Mr…Mr. Stevens…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha…what are…”

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

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

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

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

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

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

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

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

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

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

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

The bookshelf with the teddy bear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled for the camera.


Bonus Story: Doctor’s Orders

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“About what, Jenny?”

I bit my lip again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, I was getting ahead of myself.

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

I was blushing hard now.

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

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

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

I shook my head.

“And no one has ever touched you?”

I shook my head again.

“So you’ve never had an orgasm?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I hopped back up on the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does that feel good, Jenny?”

“Yes, Doctor,” I moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes, Doctor,” I said.

“Would you like to feel that again?”

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

“Yes?” I said, voice weak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” I sighed. “What should I do?”

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

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

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

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

“Of course,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Instead, I felt him pull away.

I opened my eyes, surprised.

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

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

Move on? What did that mean?

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

He grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“One…”

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

“Two…”

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

“Three.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He smiled at me, shaking his head.

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

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

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

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

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

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