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*ALL CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY ARE OVER 18 AND CONSENTING ADULTS*


The summer of my 18th year wasn’t the best summer for me.
 

Sure, I was at the prime of my youth and beauty. Sure, I’d just graduated high school at the top of my class. Sure, I had the whole world at my fingertips. People never ceased to remind me of those facts, as though they helped the simple fact that I just wasn’t happy.
 

I didn’t know what I was doing.
 

I didn’t know where I wanted to go to college, or if I wanted to go at all.
 

My boyfriend had just broken up with me. After three years, Sam left me for some tramp. Even my long, silky black hair and bright almond eyes and glowing tan skin and c-cup breasts couldn’t entice him to stay, when Andrea Layton was offering lesser goods at a much lower price. I’d let Sam touch my tits plenty, and given him a hand job or two, but I guess that wasn’t enough.
 

So, basically, I was heartbroken. And confused. And lost. And totally lacking any sort of guidance. 
 

My parents were – and are – workaholics. Their careers are their whole life. Dad is a real estate agent, and Mom works in insurance. They put in long hours, which doesn’t leave much time for the needs of a teenage daughter. And since I’d always been really responsible and practically raised myself, they figured that once I hit 18, I could live without them 24/7.
 

Which was true, in a way. I could make my own dinner, and do my own laundry, and clean up after myself, and get my homework done and all that jazz. But in the summer after graduation, I didn’t have homework. I didn’t have cheerleading practice, or drama club, or yearbook. I didn’t have summer reading, because I hadn’t mustered the courage to actually pick any of the schools that accepted me. I didn’t have a dorm room to think about decorating, a sorority to think about pledging, a schedule to think about…scheduling.
 

I had nothing.
 

I barely even had any friends. I’d spent so much of high school with Sam, or working on my grades, or devoted to my clubs, that I never really cultivated actual friendships. Without cheerleading and drama and yearbook, the friends I had in those clubs drifted away. We didn’t have anything in common anymore. Especially since everyone was so excited about going away to college, and I was looking at a gap year that might just turn into a gap lifetime.
 

What did my parents think of my inability to decide on a school?
 

Well….they didn’t know.
 

They thought I was going to the state university on a full scholarship. I mean, I had gotten a full ride to the state school. I just hadn’t accepted it. I’d deferred every school. Eventually, I knew, I’d have to tell them. And for once, maybe, they’d pay attention to me. After all, skipping my first year of college definitely didn’t fit my parent’s idea for my future. I was supposed to major in business or something and make tons of money and spend all my time working at some job I didn’t like so I could afford things I didn’t even really want.
 

We had a huge house in a nice neighborhood, full of crap we didn’t need. We had a pool that my parents never used. We had an entertainment center they didn’t have time to enjoy. A kitchen they didn’t cook in, a hot tub they didn’t heat, a rec room they didn’t recreate in, and a jet-ski they didn’t ever take to the lake.
 

All of this crap was at my disposal, and what did I end up doing to kill time that summer?
 

Well, that’s where the story takes an interesting turn. Because while I was lamenting my lack of direction, and acting out in every way I could, the answer to all my problems was waiting right next door.
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Mr. Andrews moved in next to us when I was a freshman in high school. He wasn’t so creepy back then. At least, I didn’t think he was. He was just a regular, boring middle-aged guy. Bad taste in fashion. Weird mustache. Grilled on weekends, drove a nice car, waved hello when we saw each other. Normal neighbor.
 

But as I grew up…well, let’s just say I never lacked for male attention, and Mr. Andrews was no exception. Whether I had friends over at the pool or was tanning by myself, I often caught him glancing over the fence at least once or twice. I guess it’s hard to blame him. Hell, everyone looked at me. I was young and hot and had curves for days. Who wouldn’t look? 
 

But that didn’t mean I wanted to just let him off the hook for it. I bad-mouthed him to all my friends, told them about my creepy old neighbor who probably belonged on the sex offender list. I even got Sam riled up once or twice, ready to go next door and punch him out.
 

Why? He wasn’t any worse than any of the other neighbors, like Mr. Templeton on the other side, or the mailman, or my teachers. 
 

Well, I don’t really know.
 

Maybe, even then, I could see how he just looked at me…differently.
 

There was heat there.
 

There was something beyond just a creepy old dude perving on a lush young virgin.
 

There was something I wanted, without knowing I wanted it.
 

By the time I turned 18, I was beyond just complaining about him. I was sunning myself at the pool every single day, looking forward to the moment he’d appear and look down at me with those lusty eyes. And I started sunning topless – very obviously topless. My parents were never home, and Mr. Andrews had the only house that directly overlooked our pool, so the show was all for him. And when I saw him in the window or on his porch or in his yard, I’d rub oil on my breasts, making sure to linger over my nipples.
 

I loved teasing him.
 

I don’t know why, but I did.
 

The fact that this weird old guy wanted my body so bad but couldn’t have it was a rush. Sometimes, I’d get so excited that I’d run inside and rub myself off in the bathroom until I came. I broke my own hymen fingering myself one time, which is a story in itself. 
 

As the summer went on and the days got hot, I spent more and more time at the pool. After all, I had nothing else to do. I almost never wore my bikini top. And when I saw Mr. Andrews, I would either rub my nipples with lotion, or I’d get up and run laps or do something else that would give him a good look at my perky, bouncy tits.
 

He spent a lot more time looking, too. 
 

And those looks seemed to get…darker.
 

Sometimes, at night, I’d lie in bed, tingling all over, thinking about him next door, jacking off to the thought of my pretty, tight, virgin body bouncing on his lap. And then I’d get myself off, and drift off to sleep with nothing on my mind. Those were the best nights, when I didn’t have to think about my future or anything. I could just…be.
 

This went on until August. I was getting more anxious every day as the deadline for telling my parents the truth approached. Soon, everyone would be packing up for college and I’d be…
 

Teasing my neighbor in my backyard.
 

I guess I was so anxious that I was losing my mind a little, because on that fateful day, when I pulled the patio door closed, I didn’t realize that I’d triggered the lock. I lay out, as usual, taking off my bikini top and setting my suntan oil beside me. I lay back and waited for him to appear.
 

He passed by the window, pausing, looking down at me. I splurted some lotion on my chest and rubbed my tits, focusing on my nipples, getting them nice and hard. He watched for a minute, then disappeared. I felt empty inside. I waited for him to appear again.
 

The next time he did, I stood up, bounced a few times, and dove into the pool. I turned onto my back, arched my tits up, and did some backstrokes. He watched for a while, then disappeared.
 

I was wet, but I was bored. I didn’t even feel like masturbating. I decided to just put my top back on and watch TV for the rest of the day, in hopes that my constant anxiety would abate. Besides, it was quickly becoming apparent that a storm was on its way. The sky was already nearly as dark as night, and thunder rolled in the distance.
 

I tied up my bikini top and hopped towards the patio doors.
 

And found them locked.
 

My heart lurched.
 

Fuck. 
 

I looked up at the sky. The wind picked up, and I caught a chill way down to my bones. I peered into the house hopelessly, knowing how screwed I was.
 

Which was to say, totally, royally, helplessly screwed. It was about to rain and I was stuck outside in just my bikini, with no way to get inside. I wished my parents left a spare key hidden somewhere outside, but they always said that was too risky. We had an alarm system and everything, but they were so uptight and paranoid about their precious stuff.

Above my head, thunder rumbled, and a cold gust of wind against my wet bikini had me shivering, my skin in goosebumps. I grabbed my towel and looked over the fence. All the lights were off and the car was gone from the Templeton’s driveway. But on the other side…at Mr. Andrews’ house…
 

I cringed, thinking about actually having to talk to him. I mean, he was a total creep! Always looking at me…I mean, sure, I kind of liked it, and certainly played it up for him, but still.
 

I hadn’t talked to him since before I started sunbathing topless. And I certainly didn’t want to start then. 
 

Thunder cracked again, and I felt the first spray of raindrops. I had no choice. Hopping quickly across the pavement, which was quickly darkening as drops of water fell in fat pellets, I opened the gate and sprinted across the slick grass.
 

Just as I reached the awning of Mr. Andrews’ house, it started to pour. Thunder bowled over me, and lightning cracked the sky. It was almost like nighttime out, it was so dark. The storm came on so suddenly, and I was freezing cold even with my towel. I turned around and rang the doorbell, my stomach dropping as I thought about all the times I’d pranced around topless in the backyard, knowing he was watching.
 

Mr. Andrews opened the door with a scowl.
 

“Yes?” He growled, eying me up and down. His mustache looked freshly trimmed, his blue eyes cold, shadows crossing his features. I shivered.
 

“I’m…I got locked out…”
 

I bit my lip, waiting for him to say something or let me in. He just kept staring.
 

“And?” He finally said, stepping back and crossing his arms over his chest. He was wearing a tight white t-shirt, an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, and a pair of khaki shorts. He looked like somebody’s dad. 
 

“Well…it’s raining and…” I gestured to the dark sky and the pelting rain. He didn’t budge. I sighed. “Can I just come in and call my parents?”
 

He scowled, but he stepped aside, letting me in. I entered, grateful to be out of the wind and rain. But he had the air conditioner on, and my bikini was still wet, so I was colder than ever.  I could feel my nipples puckering.
 

“This way,” he growled, walking down the hallway. His house looked a lot like mine. Very normal. No evidence of what a creep he was. He led me into the living room, which had shag carpeting and a big leather sofa. I was shivering, my wet hair clinging to my body. He must have noticed how cold I was, but he didn’t say anything about turning down the air conditioning or lending me clothes. Not that I’d want to wear his clothes, anyway.
 

“Sit down,” he said, and I found myself obeying him even though I didn’t really want to sit down. I just wanted to call Mom and Dad and be done with it. They probably wouldn’t leave work to let me in…I realized that I might be staying at Mr. Andrews’ until the storm let up, and my stomach flopped.
 

“Is your phone…” I started to ask, hoping against hope that my parents might be willing to swing by before leaving the office for the day.

“Here,” he said, throwing his cell phone at me. “Make it quick.”
 

My fingers shook as I dialed my Dad’s work number. As I expected, he scolded me for being irresponsible and said I’d have to wait until he got home in two hours. Mom said the same thing. The whole time, Mr. Andrews just looked at me like he hated me. I hung up and held the phone out to him, avoiding his eyes.
 

“Um,” I said. “They said they couldn’t make it home to let me in for a few hours…”
 

“And I guess you’ll want to wait here,” he said, rolling his eyes. I gulped and nodded.
 

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll let you stay.”
 

Great. Wonderful. I was soooo happy to be staying. I slumped back on the couch.
 

“Thanks,” I muttered.
 

“So,” he said. “You’re not just a bratty tease. You’re also ungrateful, and thoughtless.”
 

My head snapped as I looked up at him, jaw going slack. He was shaking his head, looking disgusted. 
 

“What did you just say?” I asked.
 

“I said that you’re a tease, and you’re ungrateful, and you’re thoughtless,” he said. “You run around topless, showing off your perky little tits, knowing that I can see. And you’re ungrateful, acting like I’m not going out of my way to help you. And you’re thoughtless. Your hair is making my couch wet.”
 

“Oh, sorry,” I said, leaning forward before thinking about it. But then the rest of his words hit home, and I frowned, looking up at him, getting mad. 
 

“I don’t run around topless for you,” I said. “I want an even tan. And I said thank you.”
 

“With one hell of a bitchy attitude ,” he said, rolling his eyes. “And do you think I buy that shit? Because I don’t. Not for a single second. Little bratty teases like you always want someone to see them. Let me guess. You take your top off, rub lotion all over yourself, and think about me watching you. You think about me jacking off, drooling over you. And then you go inside and stick your fingers up your slit and make yourself come.”
 

My jaw might as well have hit the floor. What nerve! How could he say such things? And worst of all….they were true! I tried to think of something – anything – to say. But I kept coming up blank. He smirked, and sat down on the coffee table in front of me. 
 

“That’s what I thought,” he said. “I bet you rub your little clit until you’re shaking and dripping, thinking about how much old Mr. Andrews wants to fuck you.”
 

“No!” I protested, even though he was right. He just kept smirking.
 

“Has anyone ever touched those perfect little tits of yours, Amanda?” He asked, licking his lips. “Would you even know what to do if you had a man who wanted you? Because having a man want you doesn’t mean shit if you’re such a naughty, stuck-up, bratty tease. No one wants a girl like that. You know that, don’t you?”
 

“That’s not true,” I pouted. “Lots of men want me. And my boyfriend used to touch my tits all the time.”
 

“Used to?” He was all but laughing at me now. I hated him!
 

“Yeah, well…”
 

“And why did he break up with you, little girl? Because you were teasing him, too? You let him touch your tits, but that’s it? And he got tired of it, didn’t he? Now, he’s fucking some other girl, who lets him do whatever he wants. He loves her now, Amanda. That’s what men like. They like a girl who’ll do whatever they tell her to. Not bratty teases who promise you everything but give you nothing.”
 

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. He was right. He was so right. But it wasn’t fair! I shouldn’t have to fuck someone to get them to love me! And I wasn’t a tease! I was a good girl…
 

“You know what teases like you need to learn?” Mr. Andrews went on, leaning in now, getting a little closer than I was comfortable with. At the same time, having him so close, being able to smell him…the heat from his body against my cold skin…his hungry eyes…his demanding tone…
 

Oh, no. I was wet, and I don’t mean my hair.
 

“Wh…what?” I whimpered, leaning back, lip trembling. I didn’t want to know…and I did want to know. If it would get Sam back…I would do anything for that.
 

“You need to learn who’s in charge,” Mr. Andrews growled. “Between a man and a woman, a man is the one who’s in charge. When a man tells you what to do, you should do it. You shouldn’t argue. You shouldn’t laugh. You should say ‘yes, sir.’”
 

“That’s crazy,” I protested, getting some of my anger back. 
 

“Is it? Because I’m pretty sure your boyfriend would come back if you learned how to submit to a man. And you want him back, don’t you, Amanda?”
 

I bit my lip. I did want him back. And Mr. Andrews eyes were…it was so strange but…I wanted to lean in towards him…
 

“Take the fucking towel off, Amanda,” he growled. 
 

“No,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“Do it, now,” he said. “If you ever want a man to really love you, if you don’t want to be a naughty little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all summer. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”
 

“Well…”
 

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “And if you don’t do it, I’ll kick you right back out into that storm. I’m doing you a favor here, Amanda. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little brat to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, and for all the men you’ll meet in the future. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, so no one else has to do it.”
 

I didn’t want to go back out into the storm. But I didn’t want to do what Mr. Andrews said, either. He rolled his eyes.
 

“Fine,” he said, and stood up. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of your life.”
 

“How did you know…”
 

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Let yourself out.”
 

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his Hawaiian shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Mr. Andrews touch my young, virgin body! But…I kind of did…
 

What was wrong with me?
 

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the towel away from my body.
 

“Okay,” I said. “Don’t make me go outside. Please.”
 

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”
 

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.
 

“Don’t waste my time, Amanda,” he growled. 
 

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My pussy was tingly, too, the way it got when Sam and I made out for a long time and he touched my tits. The way it got right before I gave in to the urge to touch myself.
 

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”
 

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.
 

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. But maybe he was right. I wanted to please Sam. I wanted to have men love me. And my body wanted something…something I could barely understand. 
 

“Stand up,” Mr. Andrews said. “You’re still dripping all over my couch.”
 

I got to my feet, feeling very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away. 
 

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”
 

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Mr. Andrews touch me was so wrong! He was old enough to be my dad.
 

“Don’t move,” Mr. Andrews said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my flesh. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, brat.”
 

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over. I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.
 

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my bikini top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me. 
 

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are beautiful, they’ll please many men. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to please men. Repeat that to me.”
 

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.
 

“My purpose is to please men!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.
 

“Did you ever let your boyfriend suck your nipples?” Mr. Andrews said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.
 

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s weird.”
 

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it. 
 

“You will always respond by calling me ‘sir’,” he said. “And it is not weird. Nothing a man wants to do to you is weird. You will do whatever a man asks you to do, no matter how ‘weird’ it seems. And you will enjoy it. Understand?”
 

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.
 

“Yes, sir,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the coffee table again. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples.

I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet. He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.
 

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait so long. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Amanda? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long?”
 

I nodded, wondering why it never felt so good when Sam touched my tits. Mr. Andrews rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.
 

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated. 
 

“Yes, sir,” I said meekly.
 

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”
 

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. Whatever it was, I didn’t think I was going to like it. He said he wanted to punish me and…
 

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”
 

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on the strings at my hips, and suddenly I was totally naked, my bikini bottom falling to the ground. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. And then his hands were there, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.
 

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his crotch against my ass! I was dripping down my thighs, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe; it was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted…something…in my pussy. I wanted that hard thing inside me. But then it was gone, and instead I felt something totally different.
 

He slapped my ass.
 

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.
 

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was a little girl. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices. 
 

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. The first thing I saw was the lump in his pants. His cock was very clearly bigger than Sam’s. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.
 

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock through his shorts. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Sluts always do. But you don’t get it, not yet. First, I’m going to make you cum. I’m going to make you cum so hard, you’ll be my slave for the rest of your sad, slutty life. And then I’m going to stuff that tight little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”
 

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. Why did I like this so much? Why did I want him to do all those things? 
 

“Now, get your ass back on that couch,” he growled, slapping me one last time, like a horse he wanted to get moving. I spun around, eager to please him. He dropped to his knees before me, ripping my thighs apart. I squirmed; surely, he could see how wet I was. His eyes twinkled as he looked up at me.
 

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I knew I was right about you. All nice and wet for me. Like a true slut. You’ll make a fine sex toy for me…and so convenient, living right next door.”
 

I couldn’t be his sex toy! I was only 18, and he was so old. But my pussy was clenching and aching with each word, my nipples hard, my body tight and tense. He ran his hands up and down my inner thighs, the shocks vibrating up my spine and making me dizzy. He leaned in until I could feel his breath against my slit, rolling up to my tight, throbbing clit.
 

“Beg me for it,” he growled, eyeing me from between my legs. “Beg your master to lick your pussy.”
 

I gulped hard. If I did what he said….it’d be crossing another line…I could never go back. But I needed it so bad, I felt like I was going to explode if another second past. His fingers tightened on my thighs, to the point of pain, and I groaned.
 

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “Please, lick my pussy. Please, lick my clit and let me cum…”
 

“Good girl,” he said, and dove forward. The minute his lips latched around my clit, I screamed, my hips bucking upward. He suckled my clit between his lips and pulled away, dragging his tongue along my slit in one long, downward stroke.
 

“God, this virgin pussy tastes good,” he said. “It’s almost a shame I’ll be breaking you in so soon…maybe I’ll make you wait, just fuck your ass until I’m ready to destroy your perfect, young cunt…”
 

I squirmed and let his words settle in my chest, then they vanished as he leaned in again and lapped his tongue around my clit, whipping the tip of his tongue across it. My hips were bucking in time to his licking, the rhythm steady, my head spinning. I could feel pressure in my womb, my slit dripping, my muscles tensing. I was barely able to breathe, my blood rushing like crazy. I felt pressure against my slit again, and then my pussy walls clenched as he slid two fingers into my slit. 
 

“Tight,” he growled. “But no hymen. I guess you’ve fucked yourself too much. That’s a shame, slut.”
 

I cringed, whimpering as the loss of friction on my clit. But then his tongue was on it again, and his fingers thrust in my pussy, the dual sensation driving me wild. I knew I was about to cum, and he seemed to know it too.

He licked my clit faster, suckling it between his lips. And his fingers curled inside me, finding my g-spot and pressing it, hard. He growled, and the vibrations sent me over the edge. I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy as I came, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never cum so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Mr. Andrews used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Amanda?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.
 

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured. 
 

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you cum. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. After you take his seed in whatever hole he chooses, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Amanda. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”
 

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”
 

“Very good,” he said, and with his free hand he undid his shorts. They fell around his ankles and his cock sprang forth; it was huge and red and throbbing. Way bigger than Sam’s, and I’d barely ever touched Sam’s.
 

“I don’t expect you know what to do with this, do you?” Mr. Andrews growled, sounding disappointed again. My lip trembled as I shook my head.
 

“I feel bad for your boyfriend,” he said. “Ex-boyfriend, I mean. Anyway, he’ll be much happier with you once I fully break you in. Now, open your mouth.”
 

I did as he said.
 

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.
 

I obeyed.
 

“I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat,” he said, and used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. He let me get used to it for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head, not really sure what to do. 


Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat. My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.
  

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”
 

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft. 
 

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.
 

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock. 


He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach. 

But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Mr. Andrew’s seed.

“Alright,” he said, panting above me and finally releasing my hair. I went limp, realizing I was just as horny as I was before I came. The feel of him fucking my throat had gotten me all hot again, and my nipples stood out tight and hard while my clit and pussy throbbed. “That was fine, slut. You’ll improve over time, but it was just fine for a first attempt.”

I could still taste him in my throat, feel how raw he’d left me. He was looking down at me and rubbing his chin.

“Now, I’d really like to break in that pussy today,” he said. “But it will take something for me to get hard again. Why don’t you play with yourself while I watch? That will be a nice treat for both of us, I’m sure.”

I reddened. Somehow, that felt almost dirtier than anything we’d done before. But he rolled his eyes, impatient.

“Come on,” he said. “Spread your fucking legs and show me what you do to yourself when you picture me jacking off to you. Show me how you fuck yourself.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, leaning back and spreading my legs. I reached between them, closing my eyes as I touched my clit. Warm relief flooded me at once as my finger slid across my wet pussy, collecting my juices before returning to my clit.

“Look at me,” Mr. Andrews growled.

“Yes, sir,” I panted, opening my eyes. He was holding his cock, which was semi-hard again. His eyes were hungry as they roamed over my fresh, virgin, teenage body. I jerked in pleasure as I twirled my finger around my clit, strangely reveling in the dirtiness of fucking myself in front of my older neighbor. He was getting harder with each passing second, and I could feel my lust and anticipation rising. I was about to let my creepy old man neighbor take my virginity, and I couldn’t wait.

“You forgot to thank me for letting you swallow my cum,” he said, and his words caused me to jerk again in pleasure.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, rubbing myself harder. “Thank you for letting me swallow your cum.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and I could see he was fully hard now. My pussy was dripping onto his couch. “Stand up again and turn around. I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked like a beast. Turn around, now. I don’t want to look at your face when I fill you up.”

I groaned, barely recovered as I turned around, my knees on the couch, bending over. His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward.

“Slow, please, sir,” I moaned, knowing it would hurt.

“Fuck no,” he said, and slammed all eight inches into me.

I screamed, my hands clawing at the leather sofa, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the cushions, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me. I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat.

He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax. But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my seed.”

“Please! Please, sir, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance.

“I’m afraid that’s all I’ll be able to teach you today, Amanda,” he said as I turned around, slumping onto the couch. He grimaced. “Don’t get cum all over my couch, please. Get on the floor. At my feet, please.”

I nodded, slipping down until I was crouched at his feet. He looked down at me, a smile on his face, and I felt pride blossoming in my chest at pleasing him so well. He reached down and patted my hair.

“Tomorrow, you’ll come over in the morning,” he said. “Quite early, I think. Six A.M. will do nicely. I’ll leave a key for you in the mailbox. Wake me up by sucking my cock, and eat my cum for breakfast. Then, I’d like to break in that last hole of yours. I’m going to love watching your tight little rosebud spread to fit my cock…”

“Yes, sir,” I crooned. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, patting my hair again. “I’ll have you broken in soon enough. And when I’m done with you, I’ll hand you right over to that boyfriend of yours. Although it would be a shame to waste such a promising fuck slave on a boy. I may be able to find a more suitable home for you with some friends of mine. They have quite an impressive stable of sluts…”

I batted my lashes up at him, eager to do whatever he wanted me to. This was my life now. I was a slave, and I was determined to be the best slave I could be. Pleasing men was my purpose, after all. It felt so good to have a purpose. I wouldn’t have to decide what college to go to, after all. I’d already learned so much from him, and I knew he could teach me anything a good slut would have to know. 
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