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Punished for Teasing the Gardener

I was in big trouble.

At least, that’s what all my friends told me.

“You can’t go to college a virgin!” They said. “They’ll eat you alive!”

And I believed them. I’d turned 18 at the end of my senior year, and I was the only one of my friends who was still a virgin. It wasn’t by choice, really. It was just that none of the guys I knew in high school seemed up to the task. They were always so nervous and kind of pathetic. I wanted the first man to take me to be…well…a man! Someone strong, who knew what to do with me. Someone like…
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“Hey!” I shouted, rising from my lounge chair beside the pool. The gardener turned, his face obscured by the wide-brimmed hat on his head. He was working shirtless, as usual. Was that why I always made sure to do my tanning when he was working? Maybe. Maybe it was also why I untied my bikini straps and barely covered my impressive chest when I tanned.

“Yes?” He called, irritable.

“Don’t cut those bushes,” I yelled. “Daddy doesn’t want them cut.”

“Who says?” He challenged me.

“Daddy says!” I hollered back. Who did he think he was, questioning me? My Daddy was his boss. He couldn’t talk back to me. No matter how much I teased him with my body, he ought to always remember his place, right?

He stared at me a few moments more. I held my bikini across my chest with one hand, showing off plenty of under- and over-boob. He shook his head slowly; I couldn’t see much of his face, but I could see the scowl. Then he turned away and moved off to another part of the yard. I could still watch him, but he was farther away. This frustrated me. I liked watching him. Tan skin glistening in the sun, muscles working, long black hair tied up in a bun…

When he disappeared around the side of the house, I harrumphed myself up and went inside through the patio doors. I hopped up the stairs to my room, discarding my bikini. Naked, I walked to my window, which overlooked the yard. I opened the curtains and saw him, working on the hedges. I knew that if he looked up, he could see me, too. Good. Let him take a nice, long look at my fresh, young, teenage body. He’d never have it. I liked having that power over him.

I waited until I knew he’d seen me plenty, then got dressed. Sometimes, I’ll admit, I didn’t get dressed right away. Sometimes, I touched myself, right where he could see it. But that day, I was more bored than horny. I threw on a tank top and short skirt. I was in the house and not planning to go out, so I didn’t wear a bra.

Daddy wouldn’t be home for another hour and a half. I was bored. Bored enough to do some mindless eating, so I hopped down to the kitchen, bouncing all the way. On the way down, I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror: long blonde hair in a high ponytail, big green eyes, perfectly luscious lips. I was 18 and every bit the princess. With my c-cup tits and perky ass, I figured I was doing the gardener a favor by showing off my body in front of him. Where else would he get this close to perfection?

I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped short.

He’d never come into the house before.

But there he was, in the kitchen, drinking from a glass of iced tea.

The nerve!

“What are you doing here?” I demanded, crossing my arms over my chest. The cold air in the house had my nipples hard. Or maybe it was his dark eyes and scrubby beard. He looked at me with something like boredom.

“I was thirsty,” he said.

“So?” I demanded, stalking across the room towards him. “You didn’t think to knock before barging into our house? Daddy wouldn’t like that!”

“Daddy wouldn’t like that,” he teased, mocking me. “Yeah, there’s a lot of things that Daddy wouldn’t like, aren’t there?”

My mouth opened, then snapped shut. He turned, and I found myself face-to-face with him, staring into his black eyes. He really was very handsome, and with his shirt off, abs hard as sculpted marble, inches away from me…

“That’s what I thought,” he smirked. He took a step forward, and I took a step back. I felt my ass hit the kitchen table, my heart thudding hard in my chest. “Don’t have anything to say? That’s a first, you mouthy brat.”

“Y-you can’t talk to me like that,” I said. “My Daddy is your boss. That means I’m your boss, too!”

“Like hell you are,” he growled, advancing even further. I could feel my pussy getting wet from being so close to him, trapped by his dark eyes and his demanding tone. I thought he was the kind of guy who’d just take my teasing. But I was wrong. He was the kind of guy who’d take my virginity. The realization drove a chill down my spine. “You’re nothing but a bratty little tease.”
 

Suddenly, he reached forward and pulled at the strap of my tank-top, and I slapped his hand away, but not before he managed to pull it halfway down my arm. Where his fingers grazed my flesh, I was all goosebumps. No sooner did his hand leave one strap then it was on the other, pulling just as hard, heedless of my slapping hand.

“You’re crazy,” I hissed, feeling my heartbeat speed up as he smirked at me. “You can’t treat me like that!”

“Why not? You like being treated this way, don’t you?”

Yeah, I did, but that was beside the point. So what if I liked knowing he watched me undress? So what if I liked the way he licked his lips when he saw my breasts, barely covered by my bikini, nipples hard? So what if I wondered what his rough, hard-working hands would feel like on my chest, tweaking my nipples…

“No,” I said, voice shaking. “I don’t.”

“Oh, please,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “You’re not fooling anyone, princess. I’ve seen you. Through the window that you always conveniently leave open. I know every bra and panty you own, and you know it, and you like it. The blue lacy one is my favorite. Especially when you stick those fingers into your panties and…”

I was blushing now and breathing hard. I never thought that all my teasing, all my fantasies, would lead to something actually happening. But I guess you can only push a man so far before he pushes back.

“And what?” I challenged, noting how his body kept moving towards mine, inch by invisible inch, closing the distance between us.

“You know,” he growled. “You know exactly what you’re doing when you watch me work and touch your pussy. Dreaming about what it would be like to let the dirty gardener fuck that rich little twat of yours. Get dirt all over your tits and your ass…”

He leaned in now, putting his hands on either side of the kitchen table, pinning me in place. He leaned down enough that our lips and eyes were aligned. My mouth was watering, my nipples tingling, the hair on the back of my neck standing up. His hips moved towards me, and I gasped as they met my pelvis, grinding me back into the marble edge of the table. I could smell him, earth and sweat and musk. I could see the drops of sweat on his forehead, the trails leading from his ear to his neck.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? I bet those nipples are begging for me to touch them, hard and aching…”

I moaned, his words igniting fires across my flesh, my throat closing as lust choked me. I pushed my hips against his, put my hands on his chest; I wanted to push him away, but I also wanted him to come even closer. My hips and my hands fought the war for me, the lower half of my body grinding against him while the top half resisted.


“Do you think Daddy would like it if he knew that his little brat was stripping for the help? Touching herself right where they could see? Do you think Daddy would like it if someone like me had pictures of you, naked, your fingers buried in your slit?” 

Everything inside me went cold at once. Pictures? What was he talking about? He couldn’t…he wouldn’t…

“You think I can’t afford one of those fancy phones with a  high-res camera?” He was grinning now. My hips had stopped grinding against his, shock overwhelming my lust for the moment. But he kept pushing me against the table, and now I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

“You’re gonna let me touch, lick, and suck everything you’ve been teasing me with,” he said, his hot breath whipping through my brain and making me shudder in pleasure. “Starting with your tits. Right, princess? Say it. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I didn’t want to stop him. But I needed to stop him. But I didn’t want to. But I was a good girl, not a slut, and I couldn’t let the man who mowed my father’s lawn grab my tits and…

“Ohhh,” I moaned as he ripped my off, my generous chest bouncing free and into his waiting hands. “Yessss, pleeease…”

“Yeah,” he growled, his knee still lodged against my pussy, sending shockwaves up my spine. “That’s right. This is what bratty little teases get.”

He licked his lips, cupping my breasts from below and kneading them roughly. I could feel every callous, could feel the dirt on his palms, felt him hardening against my body.

“God damn,” he growled. “They feel even better than they look.”

As if to prove this to himself, he squeezed them both, hard enough to make me cry out. His eyes danced up to mine, his mouth set in that awful smirk.

“And look how fucking hard your nipples are,” he whispered. His thumbs rolled over them and my back arched in response, my hips grinding down harder against his leg now, my clit buzzing as I pressed it against him and thrust.


“Please,” I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Did I want him to stop, or keep going? Did I want it to end – or did I want more? Did it matter what I wanted anymore…or was it about what I needed? 

“I love the sound of a brat begging,” he growled, and pinched my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, still grasping and massaging each breast in his large hands. “And you know I can feel every move your hips make, right? I can feel you trying to fuck my thigh, you needy little tease.”

“P-please,” I said again, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as he pinched my nipples harder, then pulled them, then twisted them gently. Could he feel how fast my heart was beating, too? Could he feel how wet I was – soaked through my panties? My stomach coiled tight as he teased my breasts, claiming them with his calloused hands.

“If only Daddy could hear you now,” he smirked. “Begging the hired help to suck your nipples. That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours?”

He twisted them again, harder this time, and the coil in my stomach tightened. I found myself nodding, ferociously.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please…suck…my nip…”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make my mouth say those dirty words. But his thigh moved away and his hands dropped from my tits and my whole body screamed in protest.

“No,” I whined, opening my eyes to watch him retreat. “Please…I need…”

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” he said. “I don’t care what you want, or need. Understand? Teases like you don’t get what they want. They get what I’m willing to give them. And I want to hear you beg me to kiss your fucking tits and suck your nipples.”

“Please,” I moaned, moving towards him; he pushed me back. “Please…suck my nipples.”
 

My cheeks were flaming red, and my voice sounded small and childish, but he smiled. His hands landed on my hips and suddenly I felt him lifting me, setting me down on the edge of the kitchen table. The cold marble was a shock to my bare thighs, but I barely had time to register it before his lips were between my breasts, his hands kneading and pushing each globe together, his tongue lapping at my flesh as his mouth came closer and closer to the center of my breast.

His fingers played with one nipple while his lips closed on the other, his tongue lathing me in warmth. He forced himself between my knees, his cock clearly hard behind his zipper. Growling, he switched sides, pinching one nipple while sucking and lapping at the other. I groaned, loud and long, as my panties flooded and my flesh warmed. He bit down gently and I started at the sudden pain.

“Not so hard,” I whined, but he didn’t seem to care, and bit down again, harder this time. I had to admit, it felt strange…and good. I was panting, my hands on the table behind me, my back arched to give him full access to my chest. My hair tickled down my back, sparks of pleasure that bounced across my body.
 

“Fuckin’ nice,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and nipping and licking me into a frenzy. My eyes fell on the microwave, where the clock told me that Daddy would be home within the hour. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Daddy…he’ll be home…” I moaned. “We can’t…”

“Don’t you tell me what I can’t do,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging so that tendrils of pain mingled with my pleasure. “I hope your Daddy does come home, just in time to see his little brat impaled on the gardener’s cock.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my eyes trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. I was going to lose my virginity right there on the kitchen table, to the gardener. I was dripping onto the marble countertop, my tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

“That’s the idea,” he growled, releasing my hair. “In every hole, princess. Every hole.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond, but pushed on my chest, catching me off guard; I fell backwards, my back on the marble, his mouth trailing between my breasts and down my taut, fluttering stomach. His hands yanked my skirt down, then my drenched panties.

“So wet,” he growled, kissing just above my mound. “Such a wet little tease, getting off on this. You love it, don’t you? You love spreading your legs for me, don’t you? Rich little bitch…”

“Mmm,” I could barely even manage to hum as his breath blew across my clit, causing my thigh muscles to clench, my hips to jerk. He had one hand on my stomach, keeping me down, restricting my movement. The other traced up my thigh, his eyes gazing at me from between my legs, watching my every move. When he slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, I jerked, my hands gripping the end of the table, nails digging into nothing as pleasure flooded my body.

“Tight as fuck,” he growled. “You really are a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “Mm-hmm.”

“Perfect,” he growled, and a second later his mouth was on my clit, his fingers thrusting inside me, meeting resistance but pushing through it; I felt something stretching, a brief jolt of pain, and then the deepest pleasure I’d ever felt. I’d fingered myself before, but not like this. My fingers were thin and short, his were thick and long; he must have torn my hymen, but it didn’t even matter. I was lost in the sensation of his fingers thrusting and stroking while his tongue wrapped around my clit, suckling between his lips, flicking it and teasing it until my thighs quivered around his head.

My hips were straining against his hand, my body desperate for release. His fingers curled inside me and stroked some place deep inside me. At the same time, his teeth grazed my clit, and the dual sensation set me off. The coil in my stomach released violently, my spine going rigid as I came, flooding his mouth with my juices. I gasped, then panted, feeling my jagged nerves ringing with the sensation.

He sucked my clit hard, one more time, before rising, towering over my prone body. He wiped his mouth with his hand, eyes hungry as they roamed over me, naked from head to toe, spread before him like a virgin offering. He never took his eyes off me as he undid his zipper, his pants falling to his ankles. His cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. He stroked himself a few times, staring down at me, then smirked again.


“Get up,” he growled. I rose, lowering myself onto the ground, my pussy still dripping down my thighs. We stood close, my breasts pressed to his chest. I felt his hand on the top of my head, pushing. “Now get down and show me how you suck cock, princess.” 

“I don’t know how,” I whined, trying to resist the force of his hand. I was afraid to put him in my mouth. He was so big, and my mouth was so small, I was sure it would be uncomfortable.

“Perfect time to learn, then,” he growled, and pushed harder, until I was forced onto my knees. It stood before me, throbbing and angry-looking. I looked up at him, eyes pleading for mercy. But he wasn’t in the mood for mercy, it seemed. 


“Better get to it, if you want me to come before Daddy gets home and sees you sucking the gardener’s cock,” he growled. “Let me see your tongue.”

I could do that, at least. I opened my lips and stuck my tongue out, still watching him for guidance. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head toward him while driving his hips forward. The head of his cock slipped along my tongue; the taste was strong, but I liked it, the deep musk, the naughtiness of it all. I instinctively grabbed the base of his cock, barely able to close my hand around it, as he began to rock his hips against my mouth. My tongue rolled along the underside of his shaft, feeling the thick vein throbbing there.

“Don’t forget my balls,” he growled. “Little bratty teases like you always forget the balls.”

I groaned in pleasure at his rough tone, and cupped his balls in my free hand, feeling their weight, heavy in my palm. Inch by inch, he pumped his dick into my mouth, stuffing me until I was struggling for each breath. His hand in my hair held my head in place, until he began to pull and push me back and forth in time with his hips.

My spit flowed down his shaft, my hand pumping the base while he thrust further and further into my virgin throat. My other hand was still fondling his balls, feeling them churn as he slid into the very back of my throat, making me gag. My eyes were watery, a tear escaping from one corner as he choked me with his cock. He grabbed my head in both hands and wrenched forward with a grunt, shoving every inch of his member into my mouth and holding me in place, watching me squirm underneath him, my nose flaring with each desperate breath.

My clit was throbbing, my pussy dripping down my thighs, I was so turned on by the way our gardener was fucking my mouth like he owned it. I heard a deep, satisfied moan, felt his balls pulse, and then a burst of wet, sticky fluid hit the back of my throat. His dick was throbbing against my tongue with each spurt of cum, filling my mouth until it dripped from my lips; I had no choice but to swallow what I could, filling my belly with his seed while he kept on fucking my throat, not stopping until he had nothing more to give me.

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

“Fuck,” he growled. “That’s hot. I’m not done with you, brat.”

I glanced at the clock. It was getting dangerously close to the time Daddy always got home, and I whimpered as I looked back up at him.

“But…Daddy…”

“I said I’m not done with you,” he growled, and pulled me up by my hair. With one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “And you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand.

“Say it,” he growled. “I wanna hear my little brat beg me to fuck her virgin pussy.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please fuck me, sir. Please fuck my virgin pussy…”

“Good girl,” he said, pulling his fingers away, making me whimper in need. He smirked, grabbed me, and spun me around, pushing down on my back until I was bent over the kitchen table, my tits pressed against the cold marble, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my thighs open; he used his free hand to grab one thigh and lift it, opening me to him.

“Sweet fuckin’ pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as he slid the head of his cock between my lips, my juices lubricating it as he slid it from my clit to my entrance, back and forth, teasing me, coating himself in my arousal. “I love fucking virgins. I love the way you scream. I love knowing you’ll always remember my cock.”

He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance, my hymen already broken by his fingers, my pussy still tight even with all my juices dripping from it. Finally, slowly, he began to enter me, and my whole world spun. I reached forward, grabbing the opposite end of the table to brace myself as his thick cock split me wide, his hand still lifting my thigh at an angle to give him complete access to my virgin slit.

Each inch of his cock was torture and bliss, pain and pleasure, filling me even as it stretched me past comfort. I could feel his cock burying inside me, inching closer to some deep place inside me that craved it. But when he was halfway inside me, he suddenly stopped, and started to pull away.

“Noo,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me, please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not ‘til I fuck every hole, bitch.”

And with that, he rammed forward, slamming every inch of his cock into my virgin pussy. I howled, back arching, as he filled me up. Bottomed out inside me, he split me in two and reached every dark well of need I never knew existed. His hand that held my thigh shifted, until he could lift my thigh and thumb my clit at the same time, rubbing me as he began to slide in and out.

The sensations were wild, unmanageably delicious, my body craving it faster, harder. As though he could sense it, he sped up, his thumb flicking my clit while his cock pistoned into my deepest center, drawing cries of pleasure from my mouth with each thrust. He fucked me like a beast, taking me without mercy, fucking me blind. And it was so good, I could feel something rising inside me, rushing against my stomach, a storm of pleasure that darkened and swirled faster with each pump of his hips.

“You gonna come for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls. Come before your Daddy comes home and finds you fucking the gardener…”

I exploded, the storm breaking inside me, his thumb rubbing my clit hard as his cock pierced me and stilled, letting me ride him through my climax, my pussy contracting around his cock, the head of it pressed against my womb, driving me into deeper and deeper throes of ecstasy. My juices spilled in a flood across his shaft, and it was only when my body went limp that he pulled out, releasing my thigh. I moaned against the table, still reeling. I barely realized what was happening when I felt his hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart, his cock positioned against my asshole.

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I’m not…oh, please…”

I was afraid of what that dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open. And I was afraid of Daddy coming home and seeing the hired help rutting with his daughter. But the gardener didn’t seem to care about any of that.

“I don’t want to wait,” he growled. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, little girl. And you’re gonna love it. Be a good little tease and touch your pussy for me.”

I wanted to resist but…I couldn’t. I was too lost in this dirty world of pleasure, I was too far gone. Every demand he made sounded like a promise. I’d already come so hard, and I wanted more. So I bit my lip and slid my fingers between my legs, finding my juicy slit while grinding my clit with my palm.

“Yeah, baby,” he growled. “That’s it.”

His cock was drenched in my juices, and as the first inch pressed into my asshole, I was filled with unbearable pain. My legs kicked up, feet rising from the ground, the world going white. But after that first inch, after the head, the sensations changed. I ground harder against my clit, and realized that having his cock in my ass while my fingers filled my pussy was the best thing I’d ever felt.

He had his hands on my hips, holding me where he wanted me. His hips met my cheeks, his cock fully buried in my virgin ass, and then he began to pump. His hands moved my hips in time to his thrusts, my fingers desperately trying to keep up, the feeling of his cock in my ass divine. He was going faster and faster, and his breathing was labored.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he growled. “I’m gonna fill your perfect, bratty, virgin ass with my cum. Are you ready, princess? You ready to take my cum? I want you to thank me, I want to hear you thank me for taking your virginity…”

“Oh, god,” I moaned, feeling my body tensing all over as another orgasm threatened to break. “Thank you, sir, thank you for fucking me, thank you for fucking my ass and letting me come on your dick…”

The dirty words just flew out of me, like I was possessed. But they did the trick, and I felt him slam into me one last time, his cock shooting cum into my ass.

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. He groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp. I didn’t think I could move, but when I glanced at the clock I knew I didn’t have a choice. As though willed by some omniscient power, I heard the telltale sound of my father’s car approaching down the driveway.

“Better get your skanky, bratty ass upstairs,” the gardener said, slapping my ass as he spoke. I turned, watching him adjust himself and zip up his pants. “Wouldn’t want Daddy smelling all the sex on you.”

“B-but…what…what happens now?” I whimpered, scanning the floor for my clothes. I had precious few seconds to waste, but I needed to know if this was a one-time thing or…

“Now? Now, you’re mine,” he growled. “Every week, you’re gonna greet me on your knees, naked. Got it? You’re my bratty little slut now. I own you.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, really enjoying that idea. “But I don’t even know your name.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, just as Daddy slammed the car door, making me jump. I grabbed my clothes from the floor. “You’ll just call me sir.”

I had no time to respond, I was running up the stairs, taking them two at a time as I heard the door unlocking.

“Ah,” my father’s voice said. “The man himself. Have I thanked you recently for the great work you’ve been doing on the lawn? I always seem to miss you.”

“No thanks necessary,” Sir said. “I just came in to get a drink of water. Your lovely daughter told me how much you like my work. She said that you were very grateful for my services.”

“And she’s exactly right, my friend,” Daddy said. “You keep up the good work, there’s a bright future for you here in my home.”

“I’m sure of that,” Sir said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Quite sure, indeed.”


BONUS STORY:
The Stranger and the Slut

“Brenda, where'd you get that nice dress? The carpet store?”

“Hey, why don't you skip home, Brenda, and give everyone a nice show?”

“When you go to the bra store, do they use a tape measure, or a scale?”

“Hey, Brenda, tell your brother thanks for the offer, but I don't fuck animals!”

I tried to tune them out. I tried to just keep walking. But they blocked me however I turned, wherever I tried to go. Them. The cool kids. The impossibly thin cheerleaders and their football star boyfriends. Always so ready to pick on poor, buxom, slutty Brenda.

Well, it's not like I didn't know why they picked on me. The girls picked on me because they were jealous – I started developing in eighth grade, and didn't stop until turning 18 last month. My chest has its own gravitational orbit. And the boys picked on me because I wouldn't sleep with them.

Oh, I was a slut, don't get me wrong. I was a slut, and I loved it. But I wouldn't touch those jock freaks even if they had dicks the size of China.

No, give me a nerdy comic club boy, or one of those handymen who took woodshop. The kinds of guys who never expected to get laid, and worked all the harder for me when I chose them to be my flavor of the week. I doubted any of the jock boys knew what a tongue was for, besides shoving it down their anorexic girlfriends' throats.

I held my head high, no matter what they said. But I did wish they would leave me alone. Just for once, I wished I could walk home without being assailed by their dull insults and would-be witticisms. Hell, I'd settle for an insult that was actually clever, something for me to respect. As it was, I was doomed to endless afternoons trying to push through the pack without rolling my eyes straight out of my head.

That day, though, they had something else in store for me. Just as I was almost out of their clutches, Simone Gold slapped my books out of my hand. And while I was busy trying to process what had happened, Timmy Farb pushed me into a tree. This was new; they'd never gotten physical before, and suddenly I felt afraid for my physical well-being. They flocked around me in a taunting circle, and I bit my lip and begged the skies for help.

“Shit!”

I only noticed the sleek BMW because they did. It swerved to a quick and messy stop at the curb, nearly taking Johnny Timmons out at the knees. The passenger side door flew open. A man, a handsome man, leaned out, made eye contact with me, and waved.

“Hey! These assholes bothering you?”

I guess he'd seen the way they circled me, their jeering faces. Maybe he'd even heard their stupid laughter, or seen Simone slap my books away, or Timmy push me into tree. At any rate, he was as good a savior as any, and I beamed as I nodded.

“Get in,” he said. “I'll give you a lift home. You don't need to deal with that shit. Scram!”

The cool kids stared with their mouths hanging open, looking dumb as hell. I couldn't help but smirk as I gathered my books and slid onto the cool, leather seats. The man shot one last dirty look at the crowd, I gave them a haughty wave, and we were speeding away from them in a squeal of rubber on pavement.

“Thanks,” I said, turning to look at him. He was probably in his early thirties, with jet black hair and dark eyes, some stubble across his chin. He wore a suit that looked tailor made, his figure underneath it slim but powerful. My pussy was already responding to him. Or maybe it was the smooth rumble of the car's powerful engine. At any rate, he was looking at me with genuine concern in his eyes.

“What was going on back there?” He asked, his voice a rich velvet.

“Oh,” I mused. “Just the usual. Assholes being assholes.”

“They looked like they were hurting you,” he said as we paused at a red light.

“Yeah...” I said. “They usually just tease me...”

“Kids,” he grunted, shaking his head. “Fuck 'em. They used to tease me, too.”

“You?” I scoffed, taking in his good looks and expensive car. “Who the hell would tease you?”

He smirked, and my legs went to jelly.

“I didn't always used to be rich and handsome,” he said with a wink. “You're looking at the sole member of the Richmond High AV Club, clocking in at 300 pounds.”

“No shit,” I said. Then, I sighed. “I love AV kids...”

He laughed out loud.

“Girls like you certainly didn't like boys like me when I was 16.”

“I'm 18,” I corrected him smoothly. His eyebrows rose slightly, and as the light changed from red to green, I caught him eying me. I knew he'd like what he saw. Most men did. I'm blonde, blue-eyed, with a D-cup chest and an ass that bounces like a tennis ball. “And you're driving nowhere.”

He smiled again, chuckling lightly.

“You're right,” he said. “Where do you live?”

“Across town,” I lied. I wanted to take advantage of this luxurious ride with this handsome man. And if that meant taking him in circles for a while, I could live with that. “Take a left here, I think.”

He did as I said.

“My name is Brenda,” I said, letting my books settle on the floor in front of me. “And you're...um...Lancelot?”

“Derek,” he said. “Derek Kidder.”

“Derek Kidder,” I said, arching my back as though I was cracking it, but only wanting to give him an ample view of my chest. He took the bait. “Do you make a habit of saving poor little teenage girls from their bullies?”

He seemed to get a little red in the cheeks, and his knuckles seemed to get a little whiter.

“Only when I have the chance to,” he said without a hint of a stammer.

“And how do these teenage girls usually reward you?” I asked, sliding a little closer to him. He was definitely blushing now.

“Uh...with a thank you?”

“Hmmm,” I hummed, letting my fingers wander. Wouldn't you know it, my fingers found themselves tracing along his knee! The fancy BMW swerved slightly on the small suburban road as Derek's body jerked. “What kind of thank you?”

“Uh...the...verbal...kind?” Derek gulped.

“Oh,” I said. “You mean, with their mouths?”

Now, he didn't even try to keep his eyes on the road. He turned his head to me, eyes wide, jaw slack. My fingers slid up his tailored suit pants and landed on his crotch, where I could feel something slowly coming to life.

“You know why those kids tease me?” I asked, batting my eyelashes. He shook his head, desperately glancing back and forth from me to the road. “Because of what a little slut I am.”

I smiled as he seemed to shudder all over, nearly losing control of the car again. He was sweating now, a trickle running down the side of his cheek, down to his bushy beard.

“They know how much I love to suck and fuck...”

The car started to slow down. Perfect.

“...and how much I love having my pussy filled with cum...”

He was moving the car towards the side of the road.

“...how much I loooooove giving a man everything he could possibly want from my hot, tight, young body...”

He parked the car and leaned back. He was hard as a rock underneath my fingers. He turned to face me, and I saw the full effect of my teasing on him. He'd gone from surprised to ready-as-hell.

“You're saying you're a slut?” he said, his voice a low growl. I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and nodded. “Do you realize what you're saying to me?”

I rubbed him harder, and nodded again.

“Because if you don't want me to treat you like I slut,” he growled. “You need to tell me right now. Or else I'm going to shove this cock so far down your little whore throat, you'll be tasting me for weeks.”

Oh, hell, yes. The game was on. I let my blue eyes go wide and pouted, bringing one hand to my chest.

“Are you teasing me, Mr. Kidder? Because it's not nice to tease...”

“Fuck,” he grunted, and lunged across the seat. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. I moaned, hot as could be, as his tongue slipped between my lips and began to explore my mouth, tasting the bubblegum I always chewed, thrusting his tongue down my throat like a preview of what his cock would soon be doing. His hands tore at my dress, pulling it down; if anyone walked by, they'd get an eyeful of my healthy young tits. They'd watch me serve this older man with my teenage body. I was 18, legal, and ready to take everything he wanted to give me.

He ripped his lips from mine as his hands tore my bra down, letting it settle around my trim waist, not even bothering to unclasp it. Pushing me back so that I hit the door, he grabbed and squeezed my breasts, my nipples hardening as he teased them with his thumbs.

“God, these are beautiful,” he groaned, lowering his mouth to suck my nipple between his lips, flicking it with his tongue until I moaned and squirmed in my seat, my slit damp. I never wore panties. I'd get his fancy leather seats all wet with my juices. Good; he'd have something to remember me by. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. I managed to squirm my arm down between us and found his cock again, still straining under his pants, now seeming to throb as I rubbed it. God, I wanted that cock in my mouth!

“Please, mister,” I moaned. “Let me taste this cock!”

He nipped my breasts one more time before pulling away and unzipping himself, unleashing his nine-inch cock; I was salivating. Gripping the base with my hand, I leaned forward, letting my tits rub up and down the shaft before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it. His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat.

A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and sweet. I moaned, shifted so that I was kneeling, my ass pressing against the window, showing off my pussy to the whole neighborhood. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning again as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my cunt, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He adjusted the seat, leaning back slightly to watch my teenage mouth worship his cock.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut.”

I made eye contact as I licked up and down his shaft, trying to show him just how right he was. I lived for cock. It was my God, my own personal religion.

“Do you want to fuck me, my little slut?” he asked, making my pussy gush at the very idea. I popped up, breathing hard.

“Yes, please, mister,” I begged. “Please, let me fuck you, I want this cock in me...”

“Then hurry up,” he growled, spanking my ass once. “Before I change my mind and release this load into your tight little throat.”

I scurried across the seat, settling onto his lap and dropping down, impaling myself on his cock. He groaned and grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up.

“Oh, yes, sir, thank you sir, thank you for letting me fuck you, oh, fuck,” I cried out, slamming myself against him and grinding down, my clit buzzing as I came. My pussy gushed around him, dripping down his balls, and he bit down on my nipple, adding to the sensation. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck, and thrust up into me one more time. I felt him explode, hot and thick and hard, against my womb, filling my cunt with his seed, using me for my intended purpose: a cum receptacle.

“Thank you,” I moaned, clenching my pussy to milk him of every last drop. He released my hair, leaned back in his seat, and groaned in satisfaction. Giggling and grinding against him one last time, I slid onto the passenger seat again, reaching between my legs to collect some of his dripping cum so I could taste it. “Mmmmm.”

“Holy shit,” he moaned. “You're...something else.”

“That's what they tell me,” I said.

He ran a hand through his hair, groaned again as he put his cock away.

“So I guess...I should...bring you home now?” He asked, looking at me questioningly. I shrugged.

“Sure,” I said. “Unless you want more from me.”

“More?” He asked, not seeming to know what I meant.

“Well,” I said, smiling widely and waggling my eyebrows. “You’ve only tried two out of three. Don’t you want the grand tour?”

He grinned and gunned the engine. My bad day was becoming much, much better.
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