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Please Teach Me, Sir!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” 

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

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

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

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

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

“Lydia, darling, what's wrong?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My parents...” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But he texted me...?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He smirked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. 

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

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

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

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

He grinned. 

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

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

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I brightened up. 

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

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

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

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


Taken and Filled

I sighed, closing the leather diary and putting it beside me on the couch. My pussy was soaked. I reached down and began to finger myself, thinking of the words I’d just written.

I’m naked in bed. Three men come in through the window. They hold me down and start fucking me without a condom. I scream, but I really love it. When they force me to suck their cocks, I suck until they cum in my mouth and I swallow every drop. They make me ride one man while the other two pull my hair and rape my mouth.

They coat me head-to-toe in cum, tie me up and drag me into their van. For the rest of my life, I exist only to be their fuck slave. I’m tied to a bed and the only thing they feed me is cum. They fuck me over and over again, raping me until all I can think about is sex, and I crave it like a drug. I beg them to keep raping my pussy…

Groaning, I slipped a finger inside myself, my other hand busy rubbing my clit. I came almost instantly, as usual. Those fantasies got my motor running in a way nothing else did. I cried out into my empty house…and then went dead silent.

Someone was knocking on the door.

And there I was, half naked and touching myself on the couch!

Oh, shit, I thought. The bathroom people!

How could I have forgotten? I’d scheduled some guys to come re-tile my bathroom that day. Because it was my only day off that week. I’d hoped to spend it laying around, writing in my fantasy diary and masturbating, and been pissed that I had to actually do some adult things. Scowling, I leapt up – the knocking was becoming insistent.

“Hold on!” I yelled. “Just a minute!”

My camisole barely concealed my D-cup tits, but all I had time to do was jump into a pleated skirt that was already lying on the floor. I hopped to the door, pulling my panties on one leg at a time. When I finally managed to open the door, I was embarrassed as all hell. I thought they’d be fat old dudes or something.

They weren’t.

They were buff as hell, and probably in their 30’s, only a little older than me. Two were blonde with blue eyes, one had black hair and green eyes, and the last had brown hair and matching eyes. He was the one who stepped forward, smirking at my outfit. They were all ogling me, but he was the first one to talk.

“Ms. Sincere?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling more than a little shaken up. I’d just been fingering myself, I was still wet…they couldn’t possibly smell that, right? That look in their eyes was just because my body was basically exposed in front of them?

“We’re Mitchell Bathroom Repair,” the brunette said. “Here to do your tiles.”

“Right,” I said, stepping aside to let them in. “I figured. Well, the bathroom is this way…”

I led them through my small condo, showing them the room I needed worked on. It was too small for all of them to fit inside, though. Why had they come with so many dudes for such a simple project? Whatever. I wasn’t paying per guy. And having four hunks in my house wasn’t so bad. I was getting a little horny again just looking at them…smelling them…

One by one, they introduced themselves. Scott and Rob were the blondes, Mike was the black-haired one, and Tom was their leader – boss, or whatever.

“You can call me Kitty,” I said with a wave. ‘And I’ll be around if you need anything. Help yourself to lemonade or water or whatever in the kitchen.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tom said with a wink. Weird, but sexy. I blushed through a smile and went into my room, closing the door. Forget “a little horny” – that wink had me all the way to raging hot. I’d just cum, but I needed more. Luckily, I had a device beside my bed that was perfect for that. I could hear them working, their low masculine voices coming through the wall. It became the soundtrack as I thrust my huge dildo in and out of my aching pussy, rubbing my clit desperately as I imagined them raping me, one by one, forcing me to take their cum in every hole…

At some point, I’d fucked myself into unconsciousness. Which was pretty embarrassing as it was, without adding yet another intrusive knock on the door to the mix. This time, at least, the short nap had left me dry between the legs. I quickly stashed my dildo and went to open my bedroom door, figuring that they were done and wanted to be paid.

Boy, was I wrong.

“Hello, Kitty,” Tom said with a smirk.

“Uh, hi, Tom,” I said, noting the way their looks had changed. Subtly, but enough for me to notice. They weren’t just ogling anymore…they were owning. I shivered.

“So, we’ve finished up in the bathroom,” he said.

“Great,” I said. “I’ve got a check for you….”

“No,” Tom shook his head, chuckling. “You won’t be paying us that way.”

All of a sudden, they were grabbing me. All four of them. I cried out, kicking, but they had my legs, they had my arms, they had my head and my stomach. My heart went cold with fear – and my pussy went hot with arousal. What the fuck! I always dreamed of something like this but now that it was actually happening…

“Now, listen up,” Tom said as the men lay me out on the bed, holding me to the mattress while I stared up in dumb horror. “We found your little diary.”

Oh no! Not that! All my darkest desires…the little stories I wrote so I could touch myself later…dreaming of huge men raping my tight young body, filling me with their cum…

“We like it when women struggle,” Scott said, grinning down at me. I could barely breathe, my lungs constricting even as my pussy dripped. Rob reached out and grabbed my tits, making me squirm and arch my back and cry out again – this time, in pleasure. I couldn’t deal with this! There was no way I was going to let these men take advantage of me! Even if my body was heating up with desire at the very thought of it, even if I was moaning as Rob kneaded and pinched my nipples.

“We’re gonna make all those dirty dreams of yours come true,” Tom said, tossing my leather diary onto the bed beside me. “You won’t need that once we’re done with you. You’ll have my number on speed dial, and you’ll be begging for us to come back and rape your dirty little snatch again.”

My legs were spread wide, and Mike’s fingers darted up my leg, under my skirt, to my pussy.

“Ha! She’s drenched!”

The men laughed at me, Rob still torturing my chest with his huge, powerful hands. Their bodies showed signs of their day’s labor, dirt and sweat making them reek of manly force. Tom came to stand at the foot of my bed, looking down at me.

“Now, if you really want us to stop…”

Suddenly, Rob grabbed my shirt and ripped; his massive muscles tore the fabric easily, until I was bare from the waist up. If only I’d worn a bra! But I’d thought I was safe in the comfort of my own home…

“…you’ll have to say so. Now or never, baby.”

I opened my mouth to tell him to stop – like I even believed he would – but just then Rob and Scott both grabbed my bare breasts, their warm, rough hands drawing me into a heated frenzy. Between my legs, Mike’s fingers pushed my panties to the side and thrust into my slit. Bucking, I moaned in pleasure at the way they treated me like a toy, an object for their pleasure.

“You’re not gonna tell us to stop, are you?” Tom teased, grabbing my ankles. “Because you like it. You like the idea of letting four burly men fuck every single one of your holes. I bet you’re not even on the pill, but you’re gonna let us cum in you. You’re gonna be the perfect little broodmare, aren’t you?”

“W-wait…” I moaned, but my hips were jerking against Mike’s hand, fucking myself on his fingers. “P-please…”

“Please what?” Tom chided. To my shock, a dick appeared over my face. Scott must have unzipped himself while I was busy, and now his huge, throbbing member dangled right above me. A pearly drop of pre-cum swelled at the tip, then dripped down into my mouth. I groaned at the taste.

“Please what?” Tom barked. Mike fucked me harder, his fingers digging deep into my cunt and forcing me to feel pleasure like I’d never known before. “Say stop right now, or…”

“I’m g-g-gonna cum….” I moaned, my body shaking as my muscles tensed. Scott released my breast and grabbed my head, pulling me up and forcing his cock between my lips. The minute I tasted him, I exploded in pleasure. My juices flooded Mike’s hand as my lips latched onto Scott’s cock and sucked deeply, the sensation so satisfying that my eyes rolled back into my head.

“I think we’ve got a winner, boys,” Tom chuckled. And he was right. I was going to let these men fuck me until I went blind. They were going to fill my pussy with so much cum that I’d drip for days.

Someone grabbed my skirt and ripped it down, taking my panties with it. The hands holding me down loosened, but I didn’t struggle anymore. Instead, I sucked Tom’s cock like it was the most delicious thing in the world. He slid it against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat.

Rob lifted me until he could fondle both my tits from behind as I sucked his friend’s dick, pinching my nipples and rubbing my tits in hard circles. Mike grabbed my hips, pulling me into place so that I was on my knees in the middle of the four men, who began to strip. Their bodies were cut like marble, all hard abs and hard cocks. They were all huge, too, and my pussy dripped again as I admired their size.

“We’re gonna breed the shit out of you,” Tom laughed, slapping my ass. I went pink, gasping as Scott pulled back, trailing saliva from the tip of his dick to my lips. “You go ahead and pretend you don’t want it. Pretend all you like. We know that a little slut like you only lives to be bred.”

I groaned as their hands returned to my now-naked body, grabbing and pinching everywhere. They blocked out the light, throwing me into an ecstatic and tortured darkness. This was really happening. I was really about to be gangraped and impregnated by these huge men. Juice dribbled down my thighs at the thought. Their cocks rubbed against my body, the plushy heads and hard shafts hot against my flesh. Pre-cum dripped from their dicks, sliding across my skin, turning me into a living slip-and-slide for their enjoyment.

“I need that mouth again,” I heard Scott say, and suddenly my lips were around his cock once more. Instinctively, I sucked him deep while the rest of the men kept playing with my vulnerable body. Scott grabbed me by the back of my head, thrusting into my throat as my spit dripped down my throat and lathed his shaft. I gagged, and tears spilled from my eyes as he raped my throat.

“Slut hog,” Tom laughed, and suddenly I felt myself ripped from Scott’s cock. Tom’s dick filled my mouth next, taking advantage of how sloppy my face had become, sliding right into my throat with a groan. He was bigger, and had a more distinct taste. Someone grabbed one of my wrists and I felt a cock slide into my palm; soon, I was on my knees, jerking Mike and Rob off while I alternated sucking Tom and Scott’s cocks. They held my thighs so I could keep my balance, and never once let their hands leave my tits, always pinching and kneading and teasing my raw, abused nipples.

My mouth filled with the hot, salty taste of pre-cum. Impatient, Mike grabbed my head and forced me onto his cock; I started jerking Scott off. The men used me like that, passing me back and forth like a bag of chips, each taking as much as they could before another demanded their turn. By the time Mike’s cock began to twitch and swell in my mouth, I wasn’t even sure whose cock I was sucking.

I groaned as he thrust my face into his pubes, forcing himself deep into my throat and unleashing a wave of cum. Burst after burst choked me, spilling from my lips as I desperately tried to swallow it instead of choke on it. His cum dripped down my chin and onto my tits; I felt something burst in my hand as someone else came on me; Tom grabbed my head and forced it up, jerking his own cock against my tongue while I looked up at him. He burst into my mouth, grinning as he watched me swallow every drop of his salty, hot seed.

I still had some of his cum left to swallow when Scott grabbed my head, thrust into my mouth, and added his load to the collection in my aching stomach. One by one, they dropped away, cocks half-limp, watching me try to recover. I was a mess, panting and covered in cum and spit. There was no way they’d want to fuck me now, right? And how could they, when they’d all just cum? I was off the hook – which was good, since that took everything I had. It was so much harder in real life than in my fantasies…

“Not bad for a start,” Tom grinned, holding his cock again and jerking it slowly. Someone grabbed me from behind, and I yelped as I felt a hard cock sliding between my legs. How?! The shaft slid between my lips, not entering me but rubbing my clit, my juices covering it as the men watched, each jerking himself back to an erection.

“All night,” Scott promised from behind. He was the one holding me and teasing my cunt with his huge cock. “We’re gonna fuck you all night, girl. Been a long time since we met a willing breedslut.”

“Wh..what does that…m-mean?” I gasped, melting in his strong grip as he tortured my aching slit.

“What do you think it means?” Mike laughed. “We’re gonna knock you up. And when you’re all nice and pregnant, we’re gonna keep fucking you. Your tits will be huge by then. You’re gonna be our own little fuck princess, alright? We’re gonna keep you pregnant for the rest of your slutty little life, got it?”

I quaked, nearly collapsing as his words drove me towards a climax I didn’t want. I couldn’t let that happen. I had a future ahead of me! I wasn’t going to let these men rape me and knock me up and ruin my future!

“No use fighting it,” Scott whispered in my ear. He shifted until I felt his cock finally land against my slit. I moaned as he moved forward an inch, spreading me wide. “We know you want it.”

With that, he suddenly drove forward, filling me with one thrust until I screamed and came. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure. The men laughed at the sight of me giving in to my pleasure, and before I knew it I was on my back on the bed again. Scott was still between my legs, and now he grabbed my thighs, thrusting them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

Rob straddled my stomach, his cock hard again. I was so distracted by the pleasure in my pussy I barely noticed as he started fucking my tits, holding them tightly together while he slid his cock in and out. His fingers pinched my nipples, and as Scott pulsed inside me, another wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Fuck, yeah, nice and tight when she cums,” I heard him groan, and gasped as a burst of warm cum splashed against my womb. He jerked inside me, thrusting again and again, filling me deeper and deeper. He wasn’t wearing a condom! These guys really meant to get me pregnant! Oh no!

“Shit,” Scott groaned, pulling out. “Gotta feel that, boys…”

Rob shifted down my body, covering it with his hard muscle, his cock finding purchase in my dripping slit.

“W-wait, please, wait,” I moaned, needing to think, needing to stop for just a second and…

No such luck. He drove in; and then he flipped over. I screamed as my body slid down his cock. I was on top now, straddling him, his cock lodged against my cervix. His strong hands on my hips started moving my body up and down, using me like a fuck toy. Someone came up behind me, pushed me forward onto my hands, and started sliding his cock between my ass cheeks. I groaned as they used my body; the man behind me grabbed my tits and kneaded them, using them almost like reins to force my body against his. I felt something hard pressing against my asshole.

“N-no, wait, not there, please…”

“Too late,” Tom’s voice came from behind me; he shoved, and my ass split wide with his cock. I screamed again, but the sensation was so amazing that I started cumming immediately. I was being fucked in both holes at once, and it was so good. I loved it and starting shifting my hips to feel it deeper. Scott grabbed my head, forcing his now-limp cock into my mouth.

“Need some help here, darling,” he said. I started sucking him, letting the men fill every hole, raping me until I came again and again. Rob came first, exploding into my unprotected cunt; the sensation drove me to climax as Scott’s cock swelled in my throat. Mike sat on the bed, then switched places with Rob, my body shivering as he impaled me on his cock. Scott grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled his cock out, slapping it against my cheek as he forced me to look up at him. Tom fucked my ass harder with each stroke, while Mike slammed into me from below.

“Shit!” Tom barked as he rammed into my ass and unleashed his cum, filling my virgin asshole for the first time. Cum was dripping from every hole by then, and by the time Mike burst into my womb I was sure that they must be done. They all pulled away, leaving me shuddering and dripping on the bed. Scott’s cock was hard again, and he jerked it slowly over my body.

“N-no more…” I moaned, panting, body buzzing.

“Aw,” Tom said. “But we’re not done. See, we took these special pills…and well, see for yourself.”

I managed to lift my head enough to see that all the men were getting hard again. No way! Even so, I couldn’t take any more. I would get pregnant for sure, and I didn’t want that.

Right?

“Don’t you want to be taken care of?” Scott said, grabbing my aching body in his hands and flipping me over with a yelp. A second later and he was ripping my thighs apart and plunging into me from behind. “You think we’d get you pregnant and just leave you to yourself?”

“No, beautiful,” Mike said, stepping forward to claim my mouth. I looked up at him, groggy and dizzy and about to cum again from the way Scott pounded my pussy. “We’ll take good care of you. You’ll never have to work again. Isn’t that nice?”

My denial was muffled by his cock sliding into my throat and pulsing. Scott leaned forward, taking my tits in his hands once more.

They’re going to breed me like a farm animal, I realized. They’re going to keep me as their little pet…a show dog to produce little babies…

I moaned, eyes rolling back, as the thought triggered yet another climax. Yes. Oh god, yes. I wanted to be their little fucktoy. Their broodmare. I wanted to spend the rest of my life feeling their hard cocks jackhammering in my pussy, raping my throat…

“She’s coming around,” Tom said. My hips bucked up against Scott, driving him deeper into my pussy. His cock rammed against my cervix and burst, his cum slamming right up into my womb. Rob pushed Scott to the side almost before he was done, eager for his turn. My eyes rolled up to meet Mike’s, and he grinned as he came again, letting me swallow yet another huge, hot salty load of cum. One by one they mounted me, like stallions or dogs in heat, each taking their turn to pump their seed into my fertile womb.

My face, pressed into the sheets, was numb with pleasure as each insemination made me cum harder than the last. I don’t know how long it lasted, or how many times they came inside me. All I know is that Tom was the last. The rest of the men fell away and he flipped me over, looking down with satisfaction. I was covered head to toe in spit and cum. My stomach sloshed with seed, my pussy leaked down my thighs.

“Not bad,” he said. “For a first breeding.”

His hard cock dangled over my body, casting a shadow on my stomach. I moaned, grinding my ass against the sheets, desperate for more. I was an addict. I just wanted to be fucked again, to have more cum pumped into my pussy.

“Beg me,” he grinned, enjoying how I’d turned into a wanton slut so easily for them.

“Please, Tom,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me.”

“You’re gonna be a good girl for us?” He asked, jerking himself, a drop of pre-cum sliding down to my belly, making my mouth water. I nodded.

“Whenever we want to rape your pussy, you’re gonna let us, right? Or your throat, or your ass?”

“Yes, Tom, please,” I groaned, reaching up for his cock so I could jerk it for him. He let me, watching my desperate eyes focus on the tip of his cock.

“Well, alright,” he said. “If you insist.”

He moved between my legs, grabbing my shins and forcing my knees up against my chest. I sighed in satisfaction as he pressed his cock against my dripping slit. He plowed forward, driving himself to the hilt inside me. I cried out, my pussy stretching to fit his girth and the ferocity of his thrusts.

“You’re ours,” he growled, jackhammering between my legs. “Just another bitch in the stable. Right?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I cried, thrusting my hips up to meet his pumps. He leaned down and bit at my breasts, suckling my flesh as he forced himself against my womb and exploded. My vision went black and I clenched all over, my calves closing around his waist to pull him even deeper. I wanted to give him whatever he wanted. I’d be barefoot and pregnant if it meant I got to experience these men again. Pounding, hot, violent cum splashed against my pussy walls until he was empty. Pulling out, my pussy and thighs were coated in white.

“I think she’s about done for the night,” Scott said. I groaned, limp and lifeless on the bed. My breasts heaved with each panting breath.

“Looks like it,” Tom said. I looked over at the men as they started to get dressed.

“What…what happens…now?” I asked. “Are you coming back?”

Mike threw me a grin.

“Oh, yeah, princess,” he said. “Every day until  you’re too big to fuck.”

“You got a job, right?”

I nodded.

“Not anymore. Quit. You work for us now. All you gotta do is make yourself available whenever we feel like taking our frustrations out on you.”

Moaning, I rolled over, grinding my mound against the sheets, loving the feel of their cum sloshing inside.

“Damn,” Rob licked his lips as he watched me. “Maybe her ass…”

“Nah,” Tom said. “We got places to be, remember?”

“Get some sleep,” Mike advised. “We’ll be back bright and early to make sure you get another dose of fucking.”

He slapped my ass before walking out of the room. One by one, they left, until I was alone. Drenched in sweat and spit and cum. All I meant to do was get new tiles put in, but now I was a pussy-for-hire. A breeding toy. A cum dumpster whose only responsibility was sucking and fucking as much dick as I could. I groaned into my pillow, biting down on it as I brought my hands between my legs, feeling how wet they’d left me.

I couldn’t wait ‘til morning.

Six Months Later

“Fucking nice,” Mike growled, reaching down to grab my swollen tits as he hammered into my pussy. My round belly posed no obstacle for him, and I sucked Rob’s swollen cock while Mike ravaged me from behind. Rob had my hair in his fist, thrusting his hips against my face and sliding his fat dick down my throat. I’d gotten really good at deepthroating ever since my training began. Tom and Scott stood on either side of me, their cocks in my hand as I pumped them steadily. Not enough to cum, just for them to stay hard until it was time for them to fuck me, too.

“Shit,” Mike barked. “I wanna cum in her ass.”

I moaned in pleasure as his cock moved from my pussy to my ass, slamming through my rosebud and immediately erupting when I clenched around his shaft. His balls slapped against my dripping slit as he jerked and came, filling me with his seed. The look of ecstasy on my face has Rob groaning and spilling into my throat, giving me shot after shot of hot cum to swallow.

“Mmm,” I said, licking my lips. “Thank you, baby.”

“More where that came from,” Scott laughed, grabbing me and forcing my lips around his cock while Tom moved around to fuck me.

“Won’t be able to do this for much longer,” Tom lamented. “At least not until after.”

“You can still fuck my ass though, right?” I whined, aghast at the thought of going even a single day without a cock inside me.

“Maybe,” Tom said. “Or maybe we’ll just have to get a new girl to fill your place.”

“We might hire you out after,” Scott said, his cock making it impossible to reply. “You know how much some men will pay to suck a new mom’s titties? Make us a fortune. You’d like that, right baby? It would make us happy.”

I nodded and murmured as best I could while still sucking his cock into my throat. Whatever they wanted.

“Good girl,” Scott said. Tom slammed into my pussy and I groaned, eyes rolling back as my body jerked in pleasure. “All ours, right?”

“Mmmrgfff,” I groaned, drooling onto Scott’s balls, nose pressed into his pubes as they pinned my swollen body between them. It was my favorite place to be. I loved the way my tits grew over the past few months, and knowing that one of them was the father of my baby. I couldn’t wait to do it all over again, as soon as possible. Being a breeding toy was the best thing that ever happened to me. And to think, I wasn’t even sure I wanted it at first!


Put It In, Coach
 

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

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

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

And then he went and ruined it with Sandy Samuels!

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

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

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

Even closer than I thought.

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

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

My hopes proved fruitless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coach…?”

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

“It is?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

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

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

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

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

Oh my god! Those words were so dirty!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C-Coach…” I moaned.

“Yes, Sally?”

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

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

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

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

I exploded. That's what it felt like. Like my whole body was shrinking and then growing over and over. It was the best thing I'd ever felt in my whole life.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I waved goodbye and let the door slam behind me.

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

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

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

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

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

“But…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A wave in my stomach seemed to build; he reached his free hand up, grabbed my breast, and closed over one nipple, pinching it hard. I screamed as I came, my pussy flooding with juices, my body sparkling like a firework. I bucked and shook against his face, his tongue never leaving my clit, his hand firm on my breast.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do,” I said. “Thank you, Coach.”

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

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

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

“Of course, Coach,” I nodded, eyes cast down. I was very nervous about this. I could see his dick was already hard. My pussy was wet, as it always was when I was around Coach, but I was mostly just afraid. Finally, I looked back at him, straight in the eye, and nodded.

He smiled, very wide.

“Very good,” he said. “Then let's begin.”

He leaned in and covered my mouth with his, kissing me. I moaned against his mouth while his hand came to my chest, pushing down the straps of my tank top and unleashing my breasts. My nipples, tight and hard from the cold air, responded immediately to his touch, his hands twisting and teasing them while my back arched.

“Oh, yes, Coach,” I moaned when he pulled away and began to kiss down my neck. He teased and kneaded my tits with one hand, the other hand moving between my legs. As always, I wore no panties under my skirt, so his fingers slipped right in between my lips.

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

“Thank you, Coach,” I moaned, thrilled by his approval. He grabbed my hips and moved my body, planting my knees on either side of his lap. Then he quickly undid his belt and pulled his cock out, stroking it between us. He slid it between my pussy lips, letting it rub against my clit, while his lips found my nipples and sucked them each in turn. I moaned and writhed and squealed in pleasure, until he was satisfied with my breasts and ready to fuck me. He lifted my hips, positioned me over his cock, and pushed upward.

“This is going to hurt, Sally,” he warned, but a twinkle stayed in his eyes. “Hold on.”

I grabbed his shoulders and bit my lip.

He did it fast, pulling my hips down while thrusting his cock up in one swift movement, piercing my hymen as I screamed in pain. My nails dug into his shoulders as I tried to ride the wave of pain and come out the other side; his cock felt too big to fit inside me, but at the same time I could feel it all the way up, stretching my tight virgin slit. Coach Jefferson held me tight, letting me get used to the sensation. Then, slowly, he began to shift his hips. Each time he did, my clit brushed the base of his cock. And each time, it felt a little better than the last.

“Oh,” I moaned, eyes popping open. This was amazing...better than anything that had come before! My hips started to rock on their own, my cheeks flaming as pleasure swept through me. My pussy gushed, and I began to experiment, lifting my hips up and down so that I was riding his cock, letting it slide in and out of me. That felt good, too, especially when I ground down on the base and felt it rub my clit.

“That's a good girl,” he growled. “Cum for Coach. Show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into.”

“Yes,” I moaned, knowing I would. I could already feel it growing inside me, the climax I so yearned for. Tendrils of pleasure reached out to all my nerves and sparked. I felt like I was on fire. I rode him faster and faster, letting his hands on my hips help guide me, my breasts bouncing madly between us.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, oh goooddddd,” I cried as he slammed his cock deep inside me, triggering my climax. My pussy clenched around his cock at the exact same moment I felt him spilling inside me, his cum splashing against my womb as I shuddered and bucked on his lap. He buried his face in my chest, biting and kissing as we came together, both overwhelmed by ecstasy.

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

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

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

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

“Because I could get pregnant!”

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

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

Coach Jefferson smiled and patted my stomach.

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

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

Now, I loved him as Coach.

And that was even better.


Maid to Obey
 

By the time I turned 18, I’d been working for Mr. Jones for two years. In high school, I just worked on the weekends, coming in to clean his big mansion. After high school, when all my peers were going off to college, I started working there full-time. I didn’t get into any colleges because of my bad grades, and I needed the money to save up and eventually live on my own.

I lived with my Daddy, who was very protective of me. I’d never had a boyfriend, and the only contact I had with the opposite sex was making out with Johnny Swimmer behind the bleachers. He kissed like a Saint Bernard.

Daddy only let me out of the house for work, which was fine with me because I never wanted to go anywhere, anyway. I’ve never had any interests or passions. I guess that makes me boring. I thought I was just dumb.

Anyway, working full-time for Mr. Jones was kind of a pain. He made me wear this outfit that was way too small for my body. Like, if I had to go on my tiptoes to dust a shelf, I was sure to flash some panties. And the shirt was always riding up under my D-cup breasts. I wasn’t fat, just curvy, but Mr. Jones wouldn’t buy me a size up in the uniform, and I didn’t want to pay for it myself. So I just went with it.

It didn’t help that Mr. Jones was a perv. He was always checking me out. He thought I didn’t notice, but I did. He was old enough to be my father, but that didn’t stop his eyes from travelling over my body, practically raping me with his gaze. It made my heart beat really fast whenever I saw him doing that, and my stomach did strange flips. Sometimes, it would make strange things happen, like my nipples getting hard. Or I’d find my panties kind of damp. I didn’t understand it, but I knew I didn’t like it. But he paid well, so I put up with it.

Mr. Jones wasn’t too bad looking, for his age. He had white hair and a strong jaw that was covered with a salt-and-pepper beard. He used to have muscles, but in his old age he didn’t look that strong anymore. He did stocks or something, which was how he could afford such a big house, and my wages.

He seemed really interested in my personal life, too. He was always asking me weird questions, like if I was a good girl, if I made Daddy proud, stuff like that. Usually I just smiled and nodded, because I didn’t really like having to use my brain that much, so it was easy just to say yes to everything. And he always seemed to like my answers, so whatever. Anything to get him off my back, really.

One day, when I came in, Mr. Jones noticed that I was upset. I was upset because I had just gotten another ticket. That would be my fourth that year. I never remembered to pay them or show up for court, and the fees were really adding up. Now, I owed $2,000 or I’d get my license revoked! I couldn’t get to work without my license, so how could I even pay the tickets? I was in big trouble, and I knew it.

Mr. Jones asked what was wrong, and I told him.

“That’s funny,” he said. “You’d think that a girl who looks like you would never get a ticket.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, confused.

“Look at you,” he said. He was sitting in his big leather chair, drinking whiskey. I looked down as he gestured at me. I just saw…me. My tits squeezed into that too-tight shirt, the hint of skin between the bottom of the shirt and the top of the skirt, my knee-high white socks and Mary Jane shoes.

“I don’t understand,” I said. I’d been dusting, but now I just stood in front of him, holding the feather duster.

“You’re hot,” he said. “Don’t you realize that? Your body is desirable. If you showed those cops a little bit of your nice, bouncy tits, you’d never get a ticket.”

I blushed really hard. Mr. Jones was weird, but he never talked to me like that!

“Am I embarrassing you?” He chuckled.

“Yes,” I said. “You are, actually. I’m a good girl, Mr. Jones. I would never do something like that.”

“Oh really,” he said, eyebrows rising. “Never is an awfully strong word. You’re saying you wouldn’t show your breasts for $2,000?”

Well, I had to think about that. That was a lot of money. Finally, I nodded, shrugging at the same time.

“I guess,” I said.

“Would you do more than that for $2,000?” He asked, and his green eyes glittered darkly.

“I think so,” I said, wondering what else he had in mind.

“Interesting,” he said, one finger running along the top of his glass. “Sandy, put down the duster for a minute. I want to talk to you.”

He was my boss, so I did it.

“What do you think of me, Sandy?”

Hmmm. I couldn’t tell him the truth. But lying is so hard. You have to use so much of your brain. I knew my face was getting all scrunchy as I thought about it.

“I think you’re okay, for a boss,” I said finally. “You’re nice. I like working for you.”

“You do? Sometimes it doesn’t seem that way,” he said. “You don’t seem to like it when I look at you.”

I shrugged, not sure how to respond.

“It’s alright,” he said. “You’re young, I’m old, it’s to be expected. But you understand, I’m a man. I have needs. Looking at you fills some of those needs.”

“Oh,” I said, not entirely sure what he was talking about. “Good. I’m glad.”

“Are you?” he chuckled. “Sandy, what do you think you’re going to do with the rest of your life?”

I sighed. That was the worst question of them all! I didn’t want to do anything. Just live with Daddy until I had to move out, and keep working, I guessed. It would be nice to have a boyfriend, someone like Daddy, who could take care of me. But I didn’t know how to go about getting someone like that.

“I just want to live,” I said. “I don’t really want to do anything.”

“I see,” he said. “Not very ambitious, huh?”

I shook my head. That’s what my high school guidance counselor said, too. He was an old man as well, and he looked at me the same way Mr. Jones did. Lots of men did, but I never thought anything of it.

“Well,” he said. “What would you do if I offered you $2,000. Right now.”

“I’d take it!” I said quickly, jumping a little. My boobs bounced when I did that. He laughed, staring at my chest.

“Of course you would,” he said. “But you know I couldn’t just give away that much money, right? I would need something in return?”

I nodded. That made sense.

“And Sandy, if I were to offer you $2,000 to obey me for the rest of the night, would that sound like a fair trade?”

I bit my lip. I already spent all my time obeying Mr. Jones. He was my boss, after all. He told me what to do, and I did it. But this seemed…different. Anyway, I nodded.

“Very good,” he said, and I felt kind of happy and proud of myself for answering him correctly. “Now, I can imagine that you might not understand what I mean when I say ‘obey’. You’re 18, right?”

“Yes,” I said.

“You’re a woman now. And you would obey me the way a woman should obey a man.”

I wasn’t getting it. I began to draw circles on the floor with my toe, getting a little bored because he was making me think too hard.

“Look at me,” he snapped, and I did, feeling bad. “Sandy, I’ll get right to the point. I will give you $2,000 tonight, if you allow me to use your body however I want to.”

“What?!” I said, shocked. Now, I understood what he meant – but I didn’t understand why he was saying such a thing to me. Of course I wouldn’t agree to that! How could I? He was old, it was so nasty and wrong!

“You heard me,” he said. “Think about it. $2,000 for one night with me. You do what I say. You don’t even have to use that dense little brain of yours. Just let me touch you however I want to. And you can pay off all your tickets.”

“Um…” I said. Actually, the deal didn’t sound that awful. $2,000 was more than I made in a month! “Isn’t that, like, illegal?”

“So?” Mr. Jones chuckled. “No one will ever know. Not even your Daddy.”

Oh, no. Daddy. I couldn’t do that, not knowing what he would think of me if he ever found out! But how would he found out? I looked down at the floor, feeling like I had to make a big decision, and not really excited about making it.

“One night,” he said. “You’re mine for one night. I won’t be too hard on you. And then you’ll be free to pay your legal fees and keep working for me. You might even enjoy tonight so much that we can make it a more regular thing.”

Not likely! I didn’t want to. But I needed the money. I could feel my lower lip trembling as I slowly lifted my eyes to look at him. Meekly, I nodded.

“Okay,” I said, voice barely a whisper. He grinned, and my gut went cold. It was the kind of grin that a wolf would wear in an old fairy tale.

“You don’t want to do it, do you, Sandy?”

I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’ll have fun converting you.”

Converting me? Converting me to what? Unfortunately, he didn’t expand upon that thought.

“Tell me,” he said. “You don’t have much experience, do you?”

If I was blushing before, I was beet red when he asked that question. I looked down again at my hands.

“No,” I said

“How much experience do you have?”

I gulped.

“Um…none? I kissed a boy in high school but…”

I shrugged to show him that I hadn’t ever gone farther than that.

“I won’t know what to do,” I offered, trying to find some way out of this. Maybe he would offer me the money some other way?

“You don’t have to know,” he said. “I’m going to tell you. You’re going to obey me. My every word, my every command. You understand that, right?”

I nodded, crestfallen. There was no other way I’d get that money.

“You have a choice,” he said. “You can walk away right now. Do you want to do that?”

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling my eyes begin to water. “Yes, I do. But I need the money. So I choose…I choose to do…that.”

“Do what, Sandy? Say it,” he barked, and I jumped in fear.

“Obey you,” I murmured, squeezing my eyes shut until a tear escaped, dripping down my cheek.

“Good,” he said. “I’m glad you don’t have much experience, actually. It’ll be fun to rip you open. And it’s always nice to see a nice little virgin like you turned into a nasty slut.”

No way! I wouldn’t let that happen! He could do whatever he wanted to me, but I wasn’t going to enjoy it!

“I know you don’t believe that,” he said. “But it’s true. You’re going to beg for more. You’ll want my dick inside you every day. You’ll come back again and again, until you’re so used up that even I won’t want to have anything to do with you.”

My tummy hurt, and another tear slipped down my cheek. I didn’t believe a word of that.

“Are you…are you going to be mean?” I asked. “Are you going to hurt me?”

He chuckled.

“Maybe,” he said. “And it will definitely hurt when I fuck you for the first time. But you’ll be able to take it, Sandy. I promise. The worse I treat you, the more you’ll love it.”

He was a liar. He didn’t know me at all!

“We’re going to begin now, Sandy,” he said, crossing his legs. My heart lurched, panic in my breast. “From now on, you call me Master, or Sir. And you do whatever I say. Whatever I say. Or you don’t get a single penny. Understand?”

“Yes,” I forced myself to say.

“Yes, what?” He yelled.

“Yes, Sir,” I said quickly.

“Already fucking up,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re dumber than you look. That’s alright. You don’t need to be smart to please me. In fact, it’s better if you’re stupid. I like stupid bimbos.”

I was crying hard now, but it seemed to please him instead of bother him.

“Keep crying,” he laughed. “I like it. Now, take off your shirt.”

I looked down at the little white button-up he made me wear. It was tight around my D-cup breasts and only barely covered my taut stomach. But without it, I’d only be in a bra…I didn’t want to take it off.

“Now,” he said, impatiently. With shaking fingers, I reached up and began to unbutton the blouse. Closing my eyes, I could feel my body shaking as I slowly undid each button, until the shirt fell open and I slipped out of it. My plain white bra barely concealed my breasts, and the little skirt that was part of my uniform came up to my hipbones. I was nearly naked!

He watched me, and licked his lips.

“The bra, too,” he said. “I want to see those pretty little tits of yours. I bet your nipples are already getting hard.”

No way! They weren’t…

Oh, no! They were! My nipples were hard. It was cold in the room, though, that was why. I kept my eyes closed as I undid the bra, letting it fall away. My tits bounced in freedom, heavy and full. I blinked my eyes open, and saw him staring lecherously at my chest.

“Not bad,” he said. “Look at me when I compliment you, and thank your Master.”

I forced my eyes to meet his, feeling sick.

“T-thank you, Master,” I said, and the words made that sick feeling go away a little bit. It was okay, I guess, since he liked what he saw, and I didn’t really have to think about anything if I didn’t want to. I could just do what he said, and let my mind go blank. That’s what I did.

“Touch them,” he said. “Cup them and play with your nipples.”

“Sir?” I said.

“Are you telling me you’ve never played with yourself before?” He laughed. I shook my head no. He was very amused by that. “It doesn’t matter. Do what I say. Cup your breasts, and play with your nipples. You’ll see how good it feels.”

Unsure and scared, I reached up for my own breasts, and cupped them. My hands were warm, and my breasts felt soft and heavy. Slowly, I began to squeeze the flesh. He watched me deeply, and his eyes began to feel good on my body. Something warm was happening in my tummy, which was still very knotted up. Slowly, I dared to touch my nipples. The minute I did, I gasped at the sensation. It felt good!

They were hard and pointy, and as I rolled my fingers over them, it felt tingly all down my body, all the way to my thighs, and between them. In fact, my thighs clenched together, and it felt really good down there. My mouth fell open as I watched Master and touched my chest, enjoying the feel of my hands playing with my tits.

“Come here,” he said, and my legs responded without me thinking about it. I walked towards Master, still playing with myself. He spread his legs and grabbed me when I was close enough, pulling me between his knees. Swatting my hands away, he replaced them with his own. I moaned as he grabbed my breasts, massaging them softly at first, then roughly.

“How does that feel, Sandy?” He asked.

“Good, Sir,” I whispered, putting my hands on his shoulders and letting him pinch my nipples. Each time he touched them, my sex tingled. Eventually, I was squirming under my skirt, thighs clenching to try and get some satisfaction down there. I could feel something wet, too. In my panties.

“See?” he said. “You’re a natural born slut.”

“N-no, Sir,” I protested. “Please don’t say that…”

I was so embarrassed of the way my body responded to him. I was really turned on, and I hated the thought that it was because of this dirty old man.

“I can say whatever I want,” he barked, squeezing my breasts so hard that it hurt. “And don’t you dare forget that. You’re a slut, and you’re my slut. The sooner you accept that, the better.”

Suddenly, he leaned forward, and covered my nipple with his mouth. I cried out as pleasure swam through me, the sensation so warm and wet that I wanted more. To my guilty delight, he wanted to give me more, too. His tongue flicked over each nipple in turn, then he wrapped his lips around them and suckled them into his mouth. All the while, he cupped my breasts from below, holding them gently and squeezing them rhythmically.

“Mmm, Sir,” I found myself moaning. “That feels so good…”

“I know it does,” he growled, pulling his mouth away. “It gets better, Sandy. Let me show you.”

I looked down at him, my fear growing as his hands slid down my waist to the top of my skirt. In one strong yank, he tugged it down, revealing my thin panties. I cried out in surprise, then whimpered when he put his hand between my legs, over my panties. He cupped my sex, diving forward to suck my nipples again. That wet feeling increased as he ground his hand against my tight, young delta. Groaning, I felt my hips respond, grinding against him. He pulled his head back and grinned.

“See? Your pussy is wet already,” he said. “You’re a very bad little girl.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I said.

“Getting all wet and horny for your boss,” he continued. “I bet you’re not even thinking about the money anymore, are you? You’re just thinking about how good it feels to let a dirty old man touch your teenage body.”

“Yes, Master,” I gasped as he thrust two fingers between my pussy lips, still covered by my panties. The hard little nub at the top of my sex throbbed as he sliding his fingers against it. When he pulled his hand away, I whimpered in disappointment. His hands travelled around my waist and he squeezed my ass. Then he leaned back, looking me up and down.

“I suppose you’ll do,” he said. “I’ve had better, though. You’ll have to work on that ass. Do some squats. Apologize to me for being less than perfect.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I said, blushing with shame. I don’t know why it bothered me so much; he was a gross old man, and I was young and pretty. But I felt really embarrassed that he didn’t like my ass, and I knew I would be working out as soon as I got home.

“Turn around,” he said. I did as he said, turning so that I faced away from him. My body was tense, and I wanted him to touch me again. But at the same time, my senses were returning, and I felt more and more shame entering my heart. What would Daddy think if he knew I was letting Mr. Jones touch me like this, for money? I was being so bad…I shouldn’t enjoy this. I knew I shouldn’t. I decided I would do my best to stop enjoying it.

That was easy to do once he started slapping my ass.

“I don’t like how much you’re enjoying this,” he said, echoing my thoughts. “I want a girl with a little more pride and resistance. Don’t you feel bad, being such a dirty little slut?”

My voice shook as he spanked me, pain throbbing on my flesh where his hand hit me.

“Yes, Sir,” I squealed, tears welling up again. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“You should be,” he said, continuing to spank me. “Bend over. Touch your toes.”

I obeyed, but slowly, knowing it would just make it easier for him to spank me. Indeed, he started slapping my ass harder and harder.

“Dirty little fuck toy,” he said, punctuating each word with a slap. It was almost more hurtful to be called those awful words than to be spanked like a naughty little girl. I was crying again, my body shaking with sobs. “Cry for me. Cry for Master.”

“Please, Sir,” I moaned, wishing he would stop.

“Had enough?” He asked, suddenly ceasing his violent spanks, grabbing my ass cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezing. “Has my little slut had enough?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned. “I’m sorry, Sir. I don’t want to make you mad, Master. Please…”

“Shut up,” he said. “You loved having my hand between your legs, playing with your clit. But you don’t deserve satisfaction yet.”

What was he talking about? What did he mean? I could feel his hands curling around the top of my panties.

“This isn’t going to feel good,” he said, and ripped them down, leaving me bare. “You’re nice and wet. But fucking a virgin is a pain in the ass. I want you tight, but not too tight.”

My mind was still racing, trying to figure out what he was talking about, when he reached down and I felt a finger against my entrance. I was still bent over, and my spine went stiff. What was he doing? I didn’t understand. He had one hand on my hip, and I felt him pulling, forcing me to walk a few steps backwards.

“Sir?” I asked, not sure if I should be doing something.

“Shut up,” he said, and then I felt him entering me. Slowly, with just one finger. At first, it felt really good. So good that my thighs shook a little. I moaned. But the deeper his finger got, the more uncomfortable it was. Nothing had ever been up there. Not even a tampon. It was a whole new feeling…and it hurt. Even more when I suddenly felt him stop, hitting some barrier inside me.

“Here it is,” he said behind me. I gasped, squirming in pain as he slid another finger into me. It was too much. I couldn’t think through the pain; he was pumping those fingers into me, pressing against that barrier inside me each time. Harder, and harder. When he thrust a third finger inside me, I nearly blacked out.

“Doesn’t feel very good, does it?” he asked, a hint of laughter in his voice.

“N-no, Sir,” I moaned. “Please…it hurts…”

“Good,” he said, and with that word he shoved his fingers into me, harder than ever. I screamed, feeling something inside me split open. Tearing me in two. His fingers just kept driving into me, pumping against my tight, aching walls. He buried his fingers all the way down to the knuckles, spreading me out by moving them around.

“Please….oh, Sir, please, it hurts…”

“I know it does,” he said. “That’s why it’s so much fun.”

I was sobbing, hoping he would finish this soon. The sensation was less painful now, but it still hurt. Though honestly, with each passing second, the pain seemed to become more distant. Something else took its place. Something strange and awful….

I was panting and gasping through my tears as he raped my tight pussy with his fingers. And then he slid his other hand through my thighs, and I felt a pressure against my clitoris. My spine jerked stiffly and I cried out in surprise at the pleasure that pumped through my veins. It felt…good.

But almost as soon as the pleasure started, he stopped it. Pulling away. Taking his fingers out of me. He jerked my body around, making me stumble and trip into his lap, my cheeks stained with tears and my heart beating hard.

“Get up,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and pulling. “You’ll be down there again soon enough. But first, you need to undress me. Nicely. Ask for permission.”

My head was spinning. I couldn’t make any sense of what he was asking. Undress him? Permission? I didn’t get it. I was still throbbing between my legs, my body confused and tense. It only got worse when he reached up and slapped me.

“Now,” he said. He grabbed my wrist, pulling my fingers to his shirt.

“Please, Sir,” I whimpered. “Can I…can I undress you?”

He grinned, and I felt an unreasonable amount of joy in that. I was really happy that I pleased him.

“You may, slut,” he said. Slowly, without really thinking about it, I started to unbutton his shirt. Button by button, I went down, until his chest was revealed. Gray hair covered it, and he had a bit of a belly, but not too bad. He was kind of handsome, now that I looked at him for real. He was very handsome, actually. I was lucky to have such a handsome Master…

What? What was happening in my head?

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said, smirking. “You’re thinking that you enjoy serving me, right? That you like being a little slut?”

I nodded without thinking about it.

“Say it,” he barked.

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “I like being your slut.”

“Even when I hurt you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Especially when you hurt me.”

“Good,” he grinned. “Now get your fucking mouth on my dick. I’ve been hard for a while now. It’s time you earned your keep.”

I snapped out of my trance again. What did that mean? My mouth on his dick? I mean, I knew that people did that, but not most people, right? Just in porn? I wouldn’t know what to do, not at all. What if I wasn’t any good, and he decided not to give me any money? Why did he want me to put his dirty dick in my mouth, anyway?

“What are you waiting for?” he growled, and put his hand on the top of my head.

“I…I don’t know how,” I complained, even as he was pushing me down to my knees. “Please, Sir…”

“Take my cock out, now,” he demanded. I knew I didn’t have a choice, so I quickly undid his belt and zipper. When his cock popped out, I gasped. It was so big! And hairy at the bottom, with a weird liquid dripping from the top. What was I supposed to do with this? I couldn’t possibly fit it in my mouth! “Lick it. Like an ice-cream cone.”

Ew. Ew! I didn’t want to do that.

“Or leave, and you get nothing,” he growled. I’d already done so much…I couldn’t stop now. Closing my eyes, I leaned forward, my tongue out. “I love that look on your face. Disgusted, but bending to your Master’s will.”

My tongue hit his flesh. It tasted all musky and kind of salty, and it was wet from the stuff dribbling out of the top.

“You’re tasting my pre-cum,” he informed me. “You better get used to the taste, because you’re going to eat a lot of it before I’m done using you as my personal fuck toy.”

Grimacing, on the verge of tears again, I began to lick his dick. Just like he said, I licked it like an ice cream cone, up and down. The big, purplish head was the worst part of it all, but he groaned whenever my tongue touched it, so I started to just lick the tip. I felt his hand fall to my head, feeling really heavy.

“Good little girl,” he said. “Suck me like you’re made for it. Because you are. Useless little bitches like you are only good for serving their Masters.”

My sob was stifled by his cock suddenly sliding further into my mouth. His hand on my head forced my mouth down. My eyes opened wide in shock.

“Use your hand on my balls,” he said. “Cup them, fondle them, like you did for your tits. Worship them with your fingers.”

I could barely focus on my breath as I tried to get used to the feeling of his cock in my mouth, but I did what he said. My hand cupped his balls, jiggling them slightly. They were huge, and sweaty, and hairy.

“Right,” he moaned, leaning back. “Keep sucking, bitch. You’ve got a long way to go.”

His hand on my head forced me down, down, down. I licked and sucked as hard as I could, spit flowing from my lips down his shaft and over my chin. I could feel my spit on his balls as I cupped and fondled them. His smell was the only thing I could smell, his dick was the only thing I could taste. He was owning my mouth.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and jerked upward. I gasped for much-needed breath. Holding my head right where it was, He grabbed his own cock and slid it against my face. My spit and his pre-cum coated my cheek and nose as he rubbed his dirty old cock across my face and lips.

“Worship it,” he said again.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered. Before I knew it, his cock was dripping again, and now he forced my lips down so that I had to feel it on my tongue and suck it down my throat

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” he said calmly. “And you’re going to swallow every drop I shoot into your throat.”

My eyes went wide at the things he said, but my body was reacting to everything he did. Even as he forced my head down on his cock, going way beyond my comfort level, I could feel my pussy dripping. It still ached in there, but it also felt empty, like I wanted his fingers to fill it up again.

Deeper and deeper, his cock drove into my raw, abused throat. He moved his hands to my cheeks, which made it even harder for me to move. His hips began to jerk, and soon he was thrusting up from below, fucking my face. The way he did it, so hard and fast, I felt like I was choking or drowning from lack of oxygen. Tears spilled down my cheeks, my spit came out like a flood, and my hands still wrapped around his wrinkly balls, cupping them tenderly.

“That’s right,” he said. “This is what you’re good for, Sandy. Never think otherwise. You’re a collection of holes for men to use as they please.”

I closed my eyes, letting his words settle in me. They created a weird kind of peace…and my tummy felt warm again. His breath began to come short and hard, and his thrust were longer and deeper. I could feel his shaft pulsing against my tongue. I just let him use me like that, naked on my knees, doing exactly what he said. Feeling like a toy. And not really hating that feeling. It was so easy…

“Yesss,” he hissed, and suddenly I felt a warm, thick, sticky substance filling my throat. I gagged as it burst into the back of my mouth and began to dribble down my esophagus. I swallowed as best I could, but he kept adding more and more of his thick cum, until it filled my cheeks and dripped down my chin. He kept my face pressed all the way to the base of his cock, my nose pressed into his gray pubes. My stomach hurt from how much cum he made me swallow, and the taste was awful. When he finally released me, I came up with a desperate gasp.

“You missed some,” he growled, pointing to my chin. “Gobble it up, like a good little cumguzzler.”

He held my chin in his hand, squeezing my cheeks, and used his finger to wipe his cum from my chin. He stuffed his finger into my mouth and I licked it clean, obeying him. It tasted a little better now that I’d gotten used to it. When he pulled his finger away, I made sure to keep sucking all the way, even leaning forward a little, reluctant to let it go. I liked the feeling of something in my mouth. It was kind of comforting, actually.

“Good girl,” he said, petting my hair. I felt a little burst of pride in my chest, and smiled up at him.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said.

“Want your reward?” He asked, standing up and adjusting his pants, buckling them. Reward? What kind of reward? I wasn’t sure I wanted any reward he could give me…

“Too bad,” he said. “Because you’re getting it.”

I didn’t have time to respond. He just grabbed a handful of my hair and started dragging. I uttered a sharp cry of pain as he pulled me along behind him, forcing me to walk at an awkward crouch. He pulled me through the house like a naughty dog, until we arrived at his bedroom. Then he pulled me up and tossed me onto the bed like a rag doll. I landed with a bounce and a gasp. I was still naked, and my tits bounced freely along with the rest of my body.

“Get up on your knees, and turn around,” Master said. I kept my eyes on his for as long as I could, panic in my breast. My senses were coming back to me again, and I was remembering how wrong all this was. How come, when he touched me, it was like my mind went blank? And then when he stopped touching me, I felt such shame and disgust? But I obeyed him. I needed the money, and I’d come so far already…

I felt him approach from behind. His fingers landed lightly on my hips, and slowly trailed up my sides. I shuddered. It felt good. Really good. Slowly, he reached my breasts. He used one hand to move my hair to the side, and I felt his lips land on my shoulders. I gasped in pleasure as his hands and lips moved over me.

He cupped my breasts from behind, rubbing my nipples in that way that made my clit tingle. His mouth traced my back. Slowly, he pushed until I was on my hands and knees, and he was leaning over me. His tongue went over my spine as his hands teased my heavy breasts. Gravity forced them down, filling his hands so he could easily squeeze and grope me.

“Good little slut,” he murmured. “Doesn’t Master make you feel good?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped, my pussy getting really wet.

“You’d do anything for Master, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned.

“Do you love him, fuckslave?”

“Yes, Master,” I said, without thinking. He was making me say things I didn’t mean, didn’t believe…it felt so dirty and wrong, but his hands and his lips and his tongue felt so right. I could feel his hips against my ass, and my own hips responding.

“So turned on,” he said, a smile in his voice. “You’re going to learn to love so many things. You’re going to beg for my cum. You’re going to lick it off the floor for breakfast. You’ll beg to spend the night at my feet, so you can serve me first thing in the morning…”

“Sir,” I moaned.

“You live with your father, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, and the thought of Daddy reminded me how sick all this was. But he kept on touching me in that way, and I was gushing between my legs.

“Not anymore,” he said. “When I’m through with you, you’ll never go home to Daddy. I’m your Daddy now. Understand?”

With that, he reared back, leaving my body cold and needy.

“Understand?” he slapped my ass again, and I squealed.

“Yes, Sir!”

“I’m all you need,” he said, slapping me once more. Unlike last time, these spanks felt good. Really good. I wanted to touch myself between the legs as he hit me.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “All I need…thank you, Sir…”

He stopped spanking me. His hands settled on my ass cheeks. He squeezed them once, then spread them wide. My heart was beating fast, my body on fire. I waited for what came next.

I could never have predicted it

Something warm and wet covered my tight, pink, virgin rosebud. I shot straight up in surprise, but Master’s hand pushed me down again, so hard that this time I wound up on my face, my hands clawing at the bed.

“Lay still,” he growled. “This is my body, and I put my tongue where I want to.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I squealed. He started to lick my ass again, and now he slipped a hand between my legs. My wet pussy quivered as he slid a finger between my lips. His finger found my clit and began to circle it. I cried out, gasping and squealing as he licked my ass and rubbed my clit. It felt so good, and so bad at the same time. What kind of dirty whore was I, letting this old man lick my virgin asshole? He was old enough to be my Daddy…

All thoughts disappeared when he flicked my clit with his thumb. I groaned, drooling onto the sheets. His tongue stopped playing with my rosebud at last, but it only travelled downward. Licking between my cheeks. Getting closer and closer to my heated slit. His fingers rubbed my clit gently, teasing me.

“P-please, Master,” I begged, not even knowing what I was begging for. When he slipped his tongue into my pussy, I quaked. It felt so good that I thrust back, wanting more. I kind of felt like I had to pee, but different. My tits pressed against the sheets, and without thinking I reached under myself to begin playing with my nipples. He fucked my pussy with his tongue, rubbing my clit harder and harder.

“I told you that you were a slut,” he murmured between my legs. Before I realized what was happening, he flipped me over onto my back. He spread my legs wide, positioning himself between them. “Just a dirty little slut. I’m not going to be satisfied until I hear you beg me.”

“Beg for…for what? Master…”

“To let you cum,” he smirked, and then lowered himself down. His tongue traced my slit again and I cried out. He traced upward. Where his fingers had rubbed my clit, he now used his lips, suckling it between them. His fingers came to my slit again. Last time, it had hurt so much, so my instinct was to try and get away. But he held me down, held me tight. I couldn’t move.

He slipped a finger between my legs. This time, it felt good. My hips jerked up. His tongue lapped at my clit, flicking it while his lips suckled. His fingers curled and pulsed inside me. Slowly, he began to thrust. My stomach was on fire inside, my cheeks burning up.

“Oh,” I moaned. “Oh, Master, oh, oh God, don’t stop, Sir, please…”

He didn’t stop. He went harder. His tongue moved faster. This old man was between my legs, kissing my most private places, and all I could do was beg for more.

“Please, Sir,” I moaned without thinking, hoping if I said whatever he wanted, he would make me feel really good. He would make me cum. I didn’t know what that would be like, but I knew I wanted it. “I’ll be yours forever, Master, please, just please, I’ll be your fuckslave, I’ll let you cum anywhere, just please, Sir, I need it, I need, please…”

He growled against my flesh and thrust his fingers into me, harder and deeper than ever. At the same time, he drew his teeth gently down across my swollen, throbbing clit. I exploded. Juices ran across his fingers, my pussy clenched and released over and over again. I rode his face as I came, letting him lick and suck me until I was spent and panting.

“Th-thank you, Sir,” I gasped, watching him rise between my legs. To my amazement, I could see a bulge under his pants. I thought guys could only cum once…

He began to unzip himself. He saw my confusion and smirked

“Modern medicine is amazing,” he said. “I’ll be able to fuck you all night, Sandy. I’m going to fill you up, just like you asked. Every hole is mine. You still don’t understand, but you will. You’re already mine.”

His cock came out again, looking as big and angry and scary as ever. My pleasure disappeared and I scrambled backward. Putting it in my mouth was one thing but…

“P-please don’t, Sir,” I begged. “I can’t take it. It’s too big. Please, don’t take my virginity.”

“Then you don’t get any money,” he said, stroking himself. He dribbled again, that thick salty liquid.

I couldn’t back out now!

“But I’m not on…you know,” I said, thinking quickly.

“Good,” he grinned. “I like my sluts warm and fertile. A little teenage pussy like yours, you might even get pregnant tonight.”

“I can’t get pregnant, Master,” I gasped. “I’m only 18!”

“Of course you can,” he growled. “I’d take care of you, stupid. You’re going to bear my children, one way or another. I’ll keep you chained upside-down and use you as a breeding slave if I have to. But this is more pleasant, isn’t it? Come here.”

I didn’t want to. I was scared. And I didn’t want to get pregnant.

But with that money, I could buy the morning after pill.

I had to do it

I lowered my eyes and crawled forward.

“Good girl,” he said.  When I was kneeling in front of him, my head down, he lifted my chin so I was forced to look up. “You’re going to watch me fuck you. You’re going to watch me take your virginity.”

I nodded. He pushed me down, onto my back, and grabbed my legs. I wasn’t really sure what he was doing, but he put my feet on his chest and grabbed my hips, jerking my body until my ass hit his thighs. I squealed as I felt his cock sliding between my pussy lips.

They were soaked, and he rubbed his shaft between them, back and forth, rubbing my clit each time. Slowly, as I stared up at him, I almost felt like I was going into a trance. It felt good, the way he rubbed his cock between my lips. And by the time he pressed the head of his cock against my slit, I was panting and drooling, totally mindless.

He pressed his hips forward, and the pain brought me back to life. I gasped. He forced himself forward, stretching my pussy to its limits and beyond. With a groan, I felt him jam his entire cock into my virgin pussy. He watched me, smirking at my pain.

“You’re so hot and tight,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir,” I grit out as he began to fuck me. Back and forth, he forced himself into me. Each time, it felt like he was stretching me a little wider than the last. My hands grasped the sheets and I clenched them tight, powering through the pain. Underneath it, I could feel, a strange swelling pressure. My hips began to move on their own. I let my head fall back, trying to look up at him but overwhelmed by the feeling of his hips jerking against my ass, driving his cock against my womb.

“Oh, god,” I moaned. Pleasure began to curl inside me instead of pain.

“Good girl,” he groaned, watching my tits bounce with each thrust. I grabbed them, pinching my own nipples for his pleasure. Groaning, he slid me forward, forcing my thighs wide and pushing himself down between them. His body covered mine, his cock pumping into my teenage pussy while his mouth latched onto my lips.

He kissed me, his tongue invading my mouth. He tasted like whiskey. I let him kiss me, feeling his massive dick strike against my pussy walls. Slowly, I started to kiss him back, realizing it made his cock feel even better. He grunted into my mouth, grabbed my hair, and forced my head back against the sheets. He grabbed one breast in his hand and bit down on my neck as he jackhammered between my thighs. I lifted my knees, feeling him drive deeper. That pressure built inside me.

‘Oh, Master,” I said. “Sir, that feels…yes, Sir, yes, yes, please…”

“You want to cum so bad,” he growled. “You do it. Pleasure me.”

Suddenly, he flipped over onto his back, and I found myself straddling him. For a second, all I could do was look down. Then he shifted, and his cock slipped deeper into my pussy, piercing a part of me that jolted in pain. I cried out; he grabbed my hips and started to move me, bouncing me up and down on his cock.

“Touch yourself,” he demanded. I put a hand between my pussy lips and found my clit. I rubbed myself as he fucked me from below, his hips driving up against my womb, deeper than I could stand. “Cum for me. Now, you stupid little bitch. Cum for Master.”

My stomach shuddered, the pressure inside bursting wide. My toes curled as my juices spilled down over his balls and my walls clenched around him. He held me down, pumping deep inside me as I came, shuddering on his dick. I felt so good, I wanted it to keep happening forever. I looked down at Master, dazed. He looked so handsome all of a sudden. He grinned up at me and then flipped me over again. My upper body collapsed into the bed as his hand shoved my hip upward and back against him. With my ass in the air, he fucked me from behind, making me cum again almost at once.

“See? See how good it feels when you let your body do what it’s meant to do?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, finally meaning it. I did love it. I loved it so much that I wished he wouldn’t ever cum, so I could keep bouncing on his dick forever. “I love it, Master. Oh, please don’t stop, Sir. You make me feel so good…”

“Yes, I do,” he said. “No one will ever make you feel as good as Master. You’ll stay here with me, and bear my children, and fuck me whenever I tell you to. Right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned, feeling another climax build in me as he ravaged my teenage pussy from behind. “I’ll do anything you say, Master. I love you, Master. Please, get me pregnant so I can stay here forever…”

“Not tonight,” he said, laughing a bit. When he pulled away, violently, I cried out from desperation. Even so, I knew there would be plenty more where that came from. I did love him. I couldn’t wait to begin a life as his fuckslave…

I felt something hard pressing against my rosebud. Hard and wet and soft at the same time. It pressed forward, and I groaned.

“One last hole, and then you’re mine,” he growled. Inch by inch, he slid his dick into my asshole. I cried out in pain. As soon as I realized what he was doing, I tried to scramble away and stop him. Not that! That was too dirty. I’d do anything for Master, but not that!

“Don’t you dare,” Master barked, grabbing my hips. With a screech, I felt him slam my body backwards, burying his whole dick into my ass at the same time. He split my ass wide with his massive cock. “You’re going to take me in your ass, and you’re going to thank me for it.”

Slowly, he began to fuck my ass. Lubricated by my pussy juices, he slid back and forth. It was more painful than when he was in my slit! A different kind of pain, and it turned into a different kind of pressure. A slow, building sensation. Master leaned forward, which drove his cock downward in my abused ass. He brought one hand around my waist and found my clit.

“Oh!” I cried out as he began to rub my clit while fucking my tender, virgin ass.

“Enjoy it,” he growled. “Cum with my dick in your ass.”

I rubbed my face against the sheets, feeling the strange swirl of sensation in my tummy. It hurt, but it felt so good. He pressed against my pussy with each stroke, and rubbed my clit just the way I needed. My breath slowly grew short and shallow as my muscles tensed up, going as tight as rubber bands.

“Fuck, yeah,” he growled. “Cum for me, so that tight little ass clenches up and I can fill it with cum. Do it, fuckslave. Do it, and show Master how much you love him.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I whispered, voice quivering. He stroked my clit one last time, slammed himself into my pussy, and pulsed. The throb of his cock releasing his cum matched the swell of my climax as my body shuddered. My muscles snapped in release, the tension exploding into pleasure.

My eyes rolled back and I groaned, slobbering like an animal onto the sheets as he filled my ass with his seed. He spit down onto my back, using me like the object I was. The object I wanted to be. I had let this man violate every hole, all for a little bit of money. I was a worthless teenage whore, and the best I could do was to be his little cockslut. Moaning, I felt him pump gallons of cum into my virgin asshole, milked by my spasming muscles.

“Good girl,” he murmured as his thrusts slowed down and the last of his cum dribbled into me. My body felt full, my stomach sloshing with cum, his seed dripping from my ass, my pussy leaking onto my thighs. He pushed me down and rolled me over, looking down at me.

“Clean me off,” he ordered, beckoning me up. I knew what he meant this time, and took his half-erect cock into my mouth, sucking myself off him until he went limp and pushed me away. I swayed, sitting on his bed, trying to make sense of things. He turned and went to the dresser. I watched him pick up a bundle of cash.

“You’ve earned it, after all,” he said, holding it out to me. I just stared at it.

“What do I need that for?” I asked, voice thick with my exhaustion. “Are you kicking me out, Master?”

He grinned, and returned the money to the dresser. This time, he opened the drawer at the top and when he turned around he was holding a black leather band. I sat still as he attached it to my neck.

“If you really want to stay here with me,” he said. “You’ll have to follow every rule. You’re my pet. You’re a dog. You walk like a dog. You beg like a dog. You obey like a dog. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, leaning in so he could pet me. His touch sparked joy inside me.

“Good,” he said. “Now, you look tired. You can take a nap, if you like. And when you wake up, you can have a nice big dinner.”

He grabbed his cock to show me exactly what dinner would consist of, and I licked my lips in excitement.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said. “I’m so glad you helped me discover my purpose, Master.”

“Of course, little girl,” he said. “My pleasure. I can’t wait until you meet the others. They’ll be so excited to have a new plaything…”

The others? Did he mean other pets, or other men like him?

“You’ll see,” he chuckled. “You’re mine now. You’ll see what that entails soon enough. I like to share my playthings. And so do my friends. Sleep, now. You’ll need your rest to take what I have planned for you tonight. Nothing like breaking in a new cumdumpster.”

I couldn’t keep track of everything he was saying. My mind was swimming, my body exhausted. I was filthy, drenched in cum and spit. I yawned and stretched out on the bed. When I woke up, Master would teach me even more about what a good little cockslave I could be. I already felt like I missed his dick inside me, and when I slept I dreamed of it. I dreamed of swallowing his delicious seed, and serving him until he came inside me, again and again, fertilizing my fresh young womb with his cum…

I was the happiest little pet you could imagine. I’d finally discovered what life was all about. All thanks to Master. I would never need or want for anything, ever again. I was free.
 


Clearing Her Mind
 

I’ve always struggled with anxiety.

All through school, my test anxiety was so bad that I nearly flunked out. And I certainly didn’t get into college.

My social anxiety kept me from ever having friends, or a boyfriend. By the time I turned 19, I’d never even been kissed! Which was pretty crazy, considering that I’ve been blessed with a body most people would consider a “knockout”.  I have D-cup breasts and long blonde hair with blue eyes. My waist is trim without me needing to work out, but my butt is nice and perky.

Just about the only thing that never caused me anxiety was my body. But other people’s reaction to my body was a different story. I would get so nervous whenever a man looked at me that I nearly peed myself. I didn’t know how I’d ever get a boyfriend or get married or lose my virginity or have kids or a normal life, since even just talking to a cute boy made me want to cry.

My parents understood that I was far too anxious to live on my own, but they put a lot of pressure on me to move out. They’d given me a year after high school to figure stuff out. The first thing I had to do was get a job.

It was kind of ironic that I would up getting a job with one of the best hypnotherapists in the state.

Dr. Rhett specialized in hypnosis for anxiety. He was renowned across the country, always written up in medical journals and stuff. He needed a receptionist, and I needed a job that didn’t require any prior experience or college education. I was a total mess when I interviewed, but somehow I managed to get the job anyway.

Dr. Rhett was extremely kind, and also extremely handsome. He had a kind of silver fox thing going on, with gray hair and blue eyes that crinkled becomingly when he smiled. He had perfect teeth, and he worked out every single day, giving him a really nice body.

It paid well, and I knew that soon I would have to use the money to move out. The closer and closer my deadline came, the more and more anxious I was. It got to the point where I could barely function. How was I going to live on my own? Who would help me figure out when to eat, what to eat, how to take care of myself?

Despite the fact that I worked for Dr. Rhett and could probably have gotten a discount on therapy, I never had the guts to ask him. I didn’t want him to fire me because he learned I was basically incompetent to even get out of bed in the morning. I figured he was getting ready to fire me, anyway. My intense anxiety was causing me such distraction at work that I barely got anything done, and what I did manage to do was done all wrong. I knew it was just a matter of time before Rhett got fed up with my mistakes and gave me the axe.

Maybe then my parents would let me stay home a little longer, until I found another job.

So, on the Thursday that Dr. Rhett asked me to come into his office after his last patient left, I was more than ready to humbly accept my fate. I entered with my head down, fighting back tears.

“Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said, motioning to the couch across from his chair. “Will you sit down, please?”

“Yes, Dr. Rhett,” I said, sitting down on the couch, smoothing my short, professional gray dress under my thighs beforehand. I kept my eyes on my lap and focussed hard on not wringing my hands together.

“Brittany, I’ve really enjoyed having you around the office,” Dr. Rhett said, concern in his voice. Here we go, I thought. My very first firing. I knew this would happen, I’m no good, I’ll never be any good…

“I’m sorry, Dr. Rhett,” I choked out, tears spilling forward.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett said. “Look at me, please.”

He sounded so kind and compassionate that I sniffled and looked up at him.

“I’m not firing you, if that’s what you think,” he said, smiling softly. I felt immense relief wash over me – followed by more anxiety. If he wasn’t firing me, then why did he call me into the office? Was something going to change in the office? If he wasn’t going to fire me, I’d definitely have to move out, soon, and then…

My mind was racing, and only focussing on Dr. Rhett’s kind brown eyes helped me slow it down.

“I’ve just noticed that you seem extremely anxious,” he said. “You’ve always seemed anxious, since the very day I met you. But recently, it’s gotten much worse. I’m a professional, Brittany. I know anxiety when I see it.”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be letting it interefere with my work.”

“Nonsense,” Dr. Rhett said. “Why don’t you tell me what’s troubling you so much?”

I looked at him, wondering if I would be taking advantage of him if I tried to explain my troubles. Would he think less of me? Maybe if he wasn’t going to fire me now, he’d do it once he realized how crazy I was!

“You can trust me, my dear,” he said. I took a big breath.

“It’s just that my parents are making me move out,” I said, the words coming out all in a rush. I felt like I was suffocating a bit in the room, my dress suddenly way too tight, compressing my breasts uncomfortably. I’d never talked about my anxiety out loud before. But now that I’d started, I couldn’t stop! I told Dr. Rhett everything. About how I didn’t think I could live on my own and take care of myself, how badly I just wanted someone to tell me what to do, how to live my life, all the things I’d missed out on because of my anxiety. He listened patiently, nodding.

“And so, you’ve never been with a man,” he said finally when I took a breath. I shook my head.

“Do you have desires, like a normal girl of your age?” He asked.

“I guess,” I said, thinking of the way my body sometimes felt really hot around a handsome man, or my nipples getting hard. But I was always too nervous to touch myself, thinking that someone would find out and think badly of me for doing it.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett sighed. “I’m terribly sorry to hear about all this. It sounds like you’ve had a really hard time trying to deal with this on your own. You’re very brave.”

“Thank you, Dr. Rhett,” I said, not feeling brave at all. I peered up at him from under my lashes. “Do you…do you think you could…?”

“Help you?” Dr. Rhett studied me. “I’m sure I could. The problem is, your case is so severe, that even the discount I could give you as my employee wouldn’t help much financially. I do know what you make, after all.”

“Oh,” I said, utterly deflated. “I see.”

“However,” Dr. Rhett said. “There is another possibility. Now, this isn’t something I would do for anyone else, but I’m quite fond of you. You told me that what you want more than anything is for someone to take care of you, and tell you what to do, how to live. Correct?”

“Yes,” I nodded. “Very much so!”

“That’s a rather complicated thing to ask of someone, don’t you think? It would be a lot of work for that person.”

“I suppose so,” I said, deflating.

“However, if there was sufficient reward for this person, perhaps it would be worthwhile.”

Dr. Rhett was looing at me kind of oddly. I squirmed in my seat. It felt really hot in his office, and my dress felt tighter than ever.

“To put this simply, my dear, I cannot let you continue to work for me in your condition. It’s a liability, you see. However, I don’t want to fire you. And I’d like very much to help you feel better. I’d be willing to offer you a one-time hypnosis session. This hypnosis session would put you entitrely under my control. You would do what I say, when I say it. I would tell you how to dress, what to eat, everything that you’re so afraid of.”

I leaned forward, rapt. That sounded…perfect! But what was the catch?

“However, in return for the painstaking task of controlling you and caring for you, and providing for you, I would require that you give me control of your body as well as your mind. I am a man, and I have needs. Sexual needs, you understand. You’ll live with me, and be prepared to take care of those needs whenever I ask you to.”

I blushed bright red. I had no idea Dr. Rhett was interested in me like that! I was thirty years younger than him, at least! And why would he want a virgin, anyway? I didn’t know how to do anything! I was so ashamed, I started crying again.

“Of course, you can say no, my dead,” Dr. Rhett said. “But consider this. If you want to have a normal life, you will eventually need to establish sexual relations with someone. Why not give me that privelege, since you’re so willing to give me control over every other aspect of your life?”

“Why do you even want me?” I asked. “I’m no good at anything!”

Dr. Rhett flashed me a charming smile.

“I can make you very good at everything,” he said. I felt something stirring inside me. “Why wouldn’t a distinguished man like me want a lovely young woman to service him? You underestimate yourself, Brittany.”

I looked at Dr. Rhett. He made some good points. And my anxiety was torturing me. His solution was so elegant, so simple, so…perfect.

“Alright,” I said softly. “Alright, Dr. Rhett.”

He smiled. And for the first time since I could remember, I could smile back without being anxious about having something in my teeth or looking stupid.
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Dr. Rhett had me lay down on his couch. He set a metronome clicking. He began to talk in low, silky tones.

“I’d like you to breathe deeply and focus on my voice.”

I did as he said, focussing on taking big breaths and listening to him talk. His voice was so smooth, it was easy to listen to him.

“You are very relaxed. You have no fear. You have no reason to be afraid. You are deeply aware that everything is alright, everything is good. You are very calm, because you realize you will never have another reason to be afraid…”

The more he spoke, the more his words seemed true. I was feeling very dazed and sleepy and warm and relaxed. Of course I wasn’t afraid. Why would I be afraid? I was very calm, very happy, very warm…

“Brittany, you are giving me control over your life,” Dr. Rhett said. “You will do as I say in every aspect. You trust me to take care of you and make sure no harm comes to you. In my care, you will always be safe and healthy. You will always be safe and healthy. You want to make me happy, because I keep you safe and healthy…”

Of course! It all made sense now. What point was there in worrying? I didn’t have to make any decisions, I didn’t have to even think anymore. Dr. Rhett would keep me safe and healthy. I would make him happy, and he would keep me safe and healthy. I wanted very badly to make him happy.

“Tell me, Brittany, how do you feel?”

“Good, Dr. Rhett,” I said. “I feel very good.”

“I’d like you to call me Master from now on, Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said. “Do you remember why you’re here?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m here because I’m giving you control over my life. My body and my mind are yours.”

“Very good,” Master said. I felt pleased to have given the right answer. “How does your body feel now, my pet?”

“Heavy and warm, Master,” I said.

“Very good,” Master said. “I am about to use your body. You love it when I use your body. It makes you wet. You enjoy my touch. You enjoy any way that I touch you.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, feeling myself flush. He was right, I was getting wet just thinking about Master touching me. Why was I ever afraid of  it?

“Alright, my pet,” Master said. “Come to me, now.”

I stood up on shaky legs. The whole world looked different. Softer, warmer, more lovely. I smiled brightly when I saw Master. So handsome and smart! I loved him so much! I couldn’t wait for him to use me, so I could feel him touching me! I wasn’t afraid to give him my first time, as I knew he would keep me safe and healthy.

I walked across the room to his chair. He stared up at me, studying my body.

“You’ve been a terrible employee, my pet,” Master said. “From now on, you’ll be much better. I will now punish you for being so terrible in the past. You enjoy being punished. You know that it is right because I say it’s right.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m sorry for being a bad employee. Please punish me.”

I deserved to be punished. Master said so.

“Good,” Master said. Before I could process it, he had me bent over his lap, my dress pulled up to expose my tight little ass. It was so arousing, the feeling of being so close to Master! My pussy dripped onto his lap as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh while

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass. This was my punishment. I deserved it. I loved it. Master’s hands felt so good. I squeezed my legs together as my pussy ached with need, the pain and pleasure mingling in sweet torture.

“Don't make a sound, my pet,” Master growled. “Accept your punishment in silence.”

He clutched a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacked me again. I kept my mouth shut. I wouldn’t make a sound. Master didn’t want me to, and Master was always right. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain.

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

“You may speak now, my pet,” Master said. “Are you going to be a better employee? Are you going to obey me and do exactly what I say?”

“Yes, Master,” I panted. “I promise, Master.”

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

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my hips wriggling again. I was on fire with lust for Master. His touch was so good!

“Good, little girl,” he said. “Now it's time for you to prove you're worth being my pet. Get up.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, rising from his lap, my ass bright red from his abuse.

“Strip,” Master barked, leaning back on his elbows.

I reached behind me, finding the dress’ zipper and pulling it down. It pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of it. Shimmying my panties down and undoing my bra, I finally stood totally naked before him. At one time, this would have given me a panic attack, but now it felt right. It made sense. This was Master’s body to use as he wanted. He had every right to stare at it whenever he wanted. My nipples were hard, my D-cup breasts taut and goosebumped in the cold room.

“Come,” he ordered, and raised his hand, beckoning me forward. I obeyed, having no other choice, until he could grab my hips and pull them towards him. He still sat on the chair, looking up at me.

“You want to play with your nipples, my pet. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. I’d never played with my nipples before, but as soon as he told me I wanted to, I did. So much so that it hurt not to touch them.

“You have my permission,” he growled, and I wasted no time, grabbing my breasts and pulling at my hard nipples, twisting them firmly. I was so preoccupied with that, I didn't realize what was happening until I felt Master's tongue pressing against my pussy lips and wrapping around my clit. No one had ever touched me down there, not even myself;  and now, Master was kissing it!             

“Oh!”

“Did I tell you to speak?” Master pulled away so sharply, I worried I might die of shock and need.

“No, Master,” I grit out, still teasing and torturing my nipples.

“Then shut your fucking mouth, pet,” he growled. My thighs were shaking, need like a freight train rolling through me. He leaned in again, dipped his tongue between my legs, and this time I stifled my scream. But the feeling was so intense, so perfectly soft and wet and warm, that I couldn't hold back. He flicked his tongue across my clit and I erupted, my nipples twisted between my fingers, my juices dripping down my thighs. For the first time ever, I came.

He growled, lapping at my juices, tongue pressed against my clit. When he pulled away, I had to grab his head for support so I didn't collapse.

“I'll have to teach you not to come without permission,” he said. “For tonight, I'll let it go. But your training will have to begin soon...”

“Yes, Master,” I panted, breathless.

“Go sit on the couch,” he ordered, and I happily obeyed. “Open your mouth wide and stick out your tongue.”

I obeyed again as he came to stand in front of me. As I watched, he  unleashed his cock. It was my first time ever seeing a prick for real, and it exceeded my expectations. It was at least nine inches, thick as my fist, and throbbing with lust for me.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” Master barked. “You’re going to enjoy it. You’re going to lick my cock and moan and drool for me.”

Before I could even try to understand what he said, he was grabbing my head, forcing his cock past my lips. He let me savor the tip, a drip of his precum sliding down my throat as I circled the plush head with my tongue. But I only had a moment before he took control again, easing his shaft down my willing throat; when he met resistance, he simply pushed harder, until I had every inch of him throbbing in my mouth. Immediately, tears came to my eyes, my airways blocked. He pulsed there, deep in my throat, fucking me raw, and I loved it.

When he was ready, and no sooner, he pulled out, only to ram himself into me again, and again, and again, using my mouth as his own personal fuck toy. His hand in my hair clenched and tightened, holding me in place, never letting me go. With a groan, he slammed himself against the very back of my throat. Then he pulled out, his cock trailing spit from my lips as I gasped desperately for air.

“There will be plenty of time for me to fill that pretty throat and tiny stomach of yours, my pet,” he promised, pulling my head back again. This time, he pulled until I was on my back, my legs dangling over the edge of the couch. I could feel his massive cock between my pussy lips, spreading me, teasing my clit. Pain teased my body as he pressed to my virgin sex.

“Now, I’m going to take your virginity. You will not feel any pain. You will only feel pleasure. You want my cock inside you. You want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted in your life.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my hips arching in desperation, wanting him to plunge that cock inside me. “Please! Fill my virgin pussy!”

“Your purpose in life is to make sure my balls are empty, at all times. Whenever I crave release, you will be there to service me, however I tell you to. ”

“Yes, Master! Yes, oh, please!”

“Perfect,” he said, leaning over me with a grin. “You'll be an excellent pet.”

And with that, he finally plunged into me, grabbing my calves and raising them high so he could slam deep into my pussy on his first stroke. He tore my hymen, piercing me to my core, stretching my tight pussy with his massive cock. I screamed, my whole body shuddering as he filled me up. It was more than I could stand; I grabbed at the cushions, twisting them in my fingers.

Master began to fuck me hard, lowering one hand to my clit and rubbing it with his thumb, driving himself against my womb in time to his strokes. The whole world was spinning too fast, and my body was wracked and ravaged, but I was going to come again. I knew he wanted me to, and I wanted to make him happy. I couldn't stop myself if I tried. But I held on, as long as I could, my jaw clenched tight, eyes closed, each driving thrust bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” Master grunted, the first time I'd heard him lose control. And that was it; a second later, I felt his cum explode against my pussy, and I let go, coming with him. My pussy milked his cock, taking every drop of his hot, wet seed. When we finally finished, collapsing together on the bed, we were both sweating and panting.

“Not bad, my pet. Not bad. You need much more training and practice. I assume you’re not on birth control?” Master suddenly asked.

“No, Master,” I said. That meant I could get pregnant, right?

“Good,” Master said. “If you want to be mine, and get fucked the way you deserve, and taken care of, you'll follow my every order. I will provide for your every need. But you will take my seed, and you will bear my children.”

“Yes, Master,” I sighed happily. I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with Master’s babies! He was so good to me. I had never felt so happy!
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“Brittany, I need you to come into my office. Now.”

He had twenty minutes before his next patient. I popped up from my desk and skipped into his office. He was waiting for me in his big chair. I kneeled in front of him, pulling his hard cock out.

“How would you like me to service you, Master?”

“Your sweet pussy, my little pet,” he said, eyes twinkling. I grinned back. I loved that. I loved having Master's cum dripping from me freshly-fucked pussy.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. I was always wet for him; that was one of my rules. If he ever found me dry, it would be a punishment, until I was sufficiently wet again.

When Master finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts, barely contained in the tiny suit I now wore in the office, bounced before his eyes.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to come – quickly. But now, I could wait, and hold off until he told me to come. Sometimes, he wouldn't let me come, and I'd spend hours wiggling in torture. Thankfully, this was not one of those times, and as he locked eyes with me, I knew it was time to release.

“Come for me, little girl,” he growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him. He grabbed my head, pulled it down to meet his, our lips crashing together like waves, driving me into pure ecstasy. This was heaven: Master coming inside me, kissing me, holding me...

I was never anxious anymore. I had no need to be anxious. Master provided everything for me. I was safe and healthy with him.

And I knew exactly how to repay him for everything he'd given me. It was waiting for us at home. That night, after cleaning the house and cooking him dinner and licking his shoes clean and sucking his cock, I would present him with my gist. A pregnancy test, positive, with a nice shiny bow on it.


Brat for the Bimbo Farm

Chapter One

“I HATE you!” I screamed as the car drove off.

I meant it, too. Every syllable. My “Daddy” was an absolute tool. First of all, he wasn’t even my real dad. He was just my adopted father. He adopted me when I was 16.

Second of all, he was a prick! I guess at 18 I was “too much” for him, so he dropped me off like a dog at his brothers’ farm to work for the summer. Did I have anything to say about it? No! I sure didn’t!

I threw some rocks at the dusty road that still showed signs of his retreat. My suitcase sat beside me. It was already too hot out. I was wearing my short shorts and a tied-up gingham halter, the only clothes suitable for the dry Texas heat. My flip-flops were dusty. I turned around.

The farmhouse made me groan. It was big and old and ugly. I could smell the animals out back already. I’d never even met my adopted uncle. He was probably just as much a jerk as my adopted dad.

I heaved my suitcase up. Yeah, he must be a jerk. Or else he’d be out here welcoming me and helping with my luggage! I groaned as the heavy bag slapped against my tan calves. I don’t work out. I don’t need to. With my DD breasts and big, bubbly ass, building my upper body strength has never been a priority.

Daddy said I’d learn “how to work hard” this summer. We’ll just see about that. Uncle Rocky couldn’t make me do anything. Groaning, I set my suitcase down and knocked on the door.

There was no answer.

What the hell!

I knocked harder.

Still no answer.

It was sooo hot. I was beginning to soak through the shirt. I tried the doorknob, and to my relief it was open. I threw my bag in and collapsed into the blissful cool of the air conditioning.

Where was Uncle Rocky? On second thought, what did I care? The longer I went without seeing him, the better. I left my suitcase by the front door and began to explore the house. It was pretty hokey looking. Dumb pictures of dumb animals everywhere, quilts and wood furniture and stuff. There were two floors. The top floor had an empty bedroom that I assumed would be mine, and a not-so-empty bedroom that must have been Uncle Rocky’s.

Well, I guess it was rude of me or whatever, but I checked out Uncle Rocky’s room. Maybe I’d learn something about him. And I did. I learned that he watched a lot of porn. What a perv! There must have been a couple dozen DVDs. Who even watches porn on DVD anymore? He had a laptop, so he probably watched porn on that, too. I looked at some of the DVDS: Teenage Pussies Four, Accidental Gangbang, Bored Horny College Girls…

Disgusted, I threw them back down on the pile next to the TV and DVD player. Ew! He was into young girls. And guess what? I happened to be a young girl, with a body not unlike the girls in those pornos. I half wished I’d worn something a little more modest.

Then I smirked.

Whatever. This was kind of cool. It would be super fun, running around all summer in my tiny shorts and my bikinis, teasing him with my tight little virgin body, knowing he’d never, ever get to touch me. He’d spend all summer drooling over me, jerking off while he thought about me. I could probably get him to do whatever I wanted, the same way I did with Brett, my adopted brother.

That thought put a big smile on my face and I skipped from the room, down the stairs. Now, I couldn’t wait to meet him, and see his initial reaction at his adopted niece’s body and style of dressing. I even unbuttoned one of the buttons at the top of my tied-up halter, showing off a little more cleavage.

Downstairs, there was still no sign of him. I was thirsty after the long drive and the few minutes I spent out in the dry heat, not to mention the exertion of pulling my luggage inside. Going into the kitchen, I saw where a back door led out into the rest of the property. Ugh. It was all barns and animal pens and stuff. It looked really dirty. I was not looking forward to spending time here. It probably smelled like shit.

The tap water I poured into a glass tasted horrible. Geeze, couldn’t I catch a single break?! Frustrated, I poured it into the sink and opened the fridge. Inside, I was relieved to find a pitcher of water – probably filtered. I poured myself a big glass and tasted. Well, it didn’t taste great, but it certainly tasted better.

It had kind of a weird chemically taste to it, actually. Maybe it was some kind of chlorine or something, to purify the nasty tap water? Whatever, it was slaking my thirst. I poured another glass and opened the sliding back door, letting in another blast of Texas heat. Grimacing, I knew I really had to track down Uncle Rocky, so I slid the door closed and stepped out into the farm.

It did smell like shit.

A dog ran up to me, its tail wagging. It looked dirty, and I cringed away from its floppy, drooling tongue. I tried to walk away from it, but it followed me. Creepy little dog! And – oh my god! It wasn’t just annoying, it was horny! The dog’s dick was out! Ewwwww!

I walked faster, and the dog barked behind me, but it stopped following me. Thank god. The closest building to the main house was a barn, and I slipped inside. There was bales of hay and farm tools and all the shit you’d expect, but no Uncle Rocky. Going back onto the grounds, I spotted a big open space with some horses. It seemed better than going to the pig pen, so I groaned my way across the dusty yard to the fence.

Even before I got very close, I realized the horses were horny, too! There were four of them. Two of them had big, like gigantic, dicks! And even as I watched, one of them mounted one of the female horses and they started going at it! I nearly dropped my glass of water in surprise and disgust. Okay, maybe the pigswere safer.

Nope. The pigs were randy, too. And the bull in the smaller barn, and the sheep, and the goats! Even the two donkeys were sporting big, happy boners! What was going on here? Was it mating season? Must be. I didn’t know a single thing about farms, so that made sense to me, a little bit. But wouldn’t that mean they’d all have babies in the winter? Didn’t animals usually have babies in the spring?

At any rate, as much as I looked for him, I couldn’t find Uncle Rocky anywhere. I’d finished my glass of water and stomped back towards the house. This was real bullshit!


Chapter Two

“Hey!”

A loud, masculine voice carried over the flat ground in my direction. I turned to the right, and saw, past the horses, a man walking towards me. Finally! Well, he could meet me inside. I was hot and bored and tired and cranky. I kept stomping towards the house, not acknowledging any more of his shouts. He could see perfectly well where I was going and meet me there.

The air conditioning was a welcome change from the hot air outside. I needed more water, and poured a fresh glass. The pitcher was a little less than half-full. I put it back and looked out the glass door as Uncle Rocky approached, looking rather pissed.

He was older than Daddy, but not by much. He looked really strong, probably from all the farm work. He had a black beard and a cowboy hat over salt-and-pepper hair. He wore tight jeans, boots, and a plaid shirt. What a nerd. He really put this whole “down home farmer” shtick to good use.

The door slid open and he stepped inside.

“Now, why the hell didn’t you stop when I called to you?”

Those were his first words to me? Not “welcome”, not “nice to meet you”, not “hi I’m your Uncle Rocky”?

Two could play at that game!

“I was hot,” I said. “I’ve been looking for you for an hour! Didn’t Daddy tell you when we were coming?”

“You’re early,” he sneered, looking me up and down. “What the hell are you wearing?”

“I told you,” I said, setting the glass down with emphasis. “It’s hot.”

“Whatever,” Uncle Rocky said. “No wonder your Daddy sent you to me. I can see already, you need some straightening out.”

“Ugh,” I said. “I’m not doing anything you say, so don’t get any ideas.”

“Is that so?” Uncle Rocky gave me a cold smirk. “Funny, Katie, because I’m pretty sure that by the end of the summer, you’ll be doing everything I…wait. Where’d you get that water?”

His eyes widened as he looked at the half-drunk glass in front of me. I rolled my eyes. What, was water a precious commodity out here? Was he gonna charge me by the glass? Even with the air conditioner on, I was starting to feel really hot again.

“From the fridge,” I said. Uncle Rocky fixed me with a strange look, then pushed past me to open the fridge.

“Shit, girl,” he said. “How much of this did you drink?”

What a gross old weirdo! What did he care?

“Um, I don’t know,” I said. “A couple glasses.”

He closed the fridge, looked at me, and started laughing. Like, really hard. So hard that he had to lean his arm against the fridge to stay upright.

“What? What’s so funny?”

“Ha,” he said, recovering. “Oh, you’ll see.”

I put my hands on my hips, pouting. I didn’t like not being “in” on his stupid joke, and I wanted him to know it.

“I promise,” he said, straightening up, still smiling. “You’ll see, probably sooner than you think. Now, follow me.”

He moved across the kitchen to the sliding door. I just stood there, watching him. He had to know I wasn’t just going to follow him around. I was a little disappointed at how little he was bothered by my body. Wasn’t I just his type?

He stood outside the door, waiting. Not knowing what else to do, I stepped outside, closing the door behind me.

“I told you, I’m not…”

“I know what you said,” he said. “But it’s bullshit, and we both know it. If you want to eat, you work. Understand? You’re 18, not 8. I’m not feeding you, and you’re not sleeping in my house, unless you work.”

“You can’t starve me!” I protested.

“You’re an adult,” he said. “I don’t have to do anything for you. I can kick you out whenever I want. And do you think Daddy will come rescue you? If you remember correctly, he’s the one who brought you here.”

Damn! He had a point. Well, it was going to be a boring summer no matter what. I might as well do whatever stupid chores he wanted me to do. Seeing my surrender, he began to walk across the yard. I followed, staring down at my flip-flops and thinking dark thoughts. We came to a stop at the sloppy, gross pigpen.

The pigs were still fucking, and I scrunched up my nose as I watched them. It was totally gross!

“Here,” Uncle Rocky said, handing me a shovel.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” I said.

“Shovel the mud out of the pen,” he said.

“What! No way! First of all, those pigs are…are…”

“Are what? Doing what comes natural? I am well aware of what the pigs are doing, little girl.”

“Well, I’m wearing sandals,” I protested further. “I can’t do this in sandals!”

“Your problem, not mine,” he shrugged, and began to walk away. I called after him, cursing and yelling, but he didn’t budge. I looked back into the pig pen. This was bullshit! I wasn’t getting in there and getting my feet all dirty!

“Do it, or don’t eat, and sleep with the pigs tonight,” he called right before disappearing into the house. Ugh! He was a pig! I started to cry a little bit as I stepped over the low gate. Immediately, mud got all over my toes and feet. The pigs barely even seemed to notice me, they were so busy doing it. I started to shovel the mud into the big pile behind the pen, my muscles feeling sore by the third load.

I could hear the pigs going at it, and sometimes I snuck a peek when I turned. I was starting to get really, really hot. It was way too warm out to do this kind of work. But it was also like an inside heat. Like, the more I watched the pigs, who seemed to never get tired of fucking, the more I felt all weird and tingly inside. Kind of like I felt sometimes when I touched Brett, and it was just as unwelcome – more unwelcome, considered I was getting that feeling from watching animals having sex!

I shoveled the mud, feet away from fornicating hogs, for what felt like eternity. Finally, the sun began to go down a little bit, and Uncle Rocky came out of the house. I was coated in mud and dirt and sweat. My muscles were screaming for relief, and my cheeks were stained from my tears. My boobs felt way heavier than normal, and I guess all that hard work made my nipples hard, because they were uncomfortable under my bra. I whimpered as Uncle Rocky approached, feeling a fresh surge of that weird, hot tingly feeling.

“Good job,” he said slowly, looking into the pen. “Good enough, at least. Took you too damn long, though. Get out.”

Grateful enough to cry, I threw the shovel down and climbed over the fence. My short shorts were soaked through with sweat, clinging to my skin. My shirt was nearly see-through, as well.

“Thirsty?” Uncle Rocky said with a weird smile. I shrugged, stomping along at his side back to the house. “You can have a drink from the hose when I hose you off.”

“What?! I’m not a dog, you can’t just hose me off!”

“You don’t think I’d let you in the house looking – and smelling – like that, do you? I keep a very clean home, Katie. You’ll appreciate that when you’ve spent some time here.”

“This is crazy!” I said, stomping my foot and crossing my arms. But even as I protested, Uncle Rocky was reaching for the hose. Before I could run away, he blasted me with ice cold water, soaking me to the bone! My clothes were soaked, my hair was soaked, everything was soaked! My shirt might as well have disappeared, and even my bra clung to my skin – the cold water made my hard nipples even harder. I screamed and ran as soon as I got over the shock of the water.

“Good enough,” Uncle Rocky said again. “Go inside and shower before dinner. You’re still a dirty little brat.”

Pouting and sniffling, I ran into the house and up the stairs. I was so embarrassed! This was awful! The worst summer ever!

The air conditioning made my wet skin unbearably cold, so I turned the shower on as hot as it would go. Stripping off my clothes, I looked down and realized that my breasts looked a little bigger than I remembered them being. And as sensation began to return to my freezing body, so did the weird tingling. Nervously, I touched my chest, wondering what was up with me. The second I did, I moaned as a surprising wave of lewd sensation rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing my hard nipples. Shocked at my own behavior, I ripped my hands away and got into the shower.

What was happening? I’d never been super sexual. That stuff with Brett was just to get my way. I never actually wanted to do anything. Everytime I closed my eyes, I thought of those pigs fucking, and Uncle Rocky looking at me with those stern eyes of his. I bit my lip, enjoying the warm water running in streams over my body. Like a thousand little fingers dancing over my flesh. Over my stomach, down to my delta, between my legs…

I gasped as I parted my virgin lips and touched myself. The feeling was so good that my knees buckled, and it took an iron will to pull my hand away. What was I doing? I didn’t want to be masturbating in Uncle Rocky’s shower! I quickly shampooed and got out, rubbing myself dry with a towel.

My dirty clothes went into the hamper, and I changed into another outfit, nearly identical. It wasn’t late enough for pajamas, and the halter top-denim shorts combination was a good one: I still wanted to tempt Uncle Rocky, just for kicks, if I could. Plus, I really liked how sexy it made me feel, my breasts a little too large for the top now, the shorts pressing against my curves, up between my pussy lips…

Oh, my God! What was wrong with me!

“Dinner!”

Uncle Rocky hollered from downstairs, and I forced myself to go down and join him in the kitchen. The table was laden with a fresh salad, mashed potatoes, and fried chicken. I crinkled my nose. How countrified.

“Problem?” Uncle Rocky said snidely. My stomach grumbled and I moped down into my seat, shaking my head. We started eating in silence.

“So, did you have any questions about the farm?” Uncle Rocky eventually asked. I put my fork down and thought about that. I did, actually.

“Why are all the animals so…why are they all…I mean, all of them are…”

He waited for me to spit it out, but I was having problems using the word I wanted to use.  I knew there was a better word, but for some reason I could only think of the most vulgar term, which would probably get me in trouble with Uncle Rocky.

“Fucking?”

He finished my sentence, the word sliding easily from his lips. My thighs clenched together, a shudder going down my spine as he said it. That was really sexy, hearing my uncle say that.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, pretending to be grossed out.

“Well, Kate, I’m not just a farmer,” he said. “I’m also a scientist. I’ve developed a special breeding formula. It makes my animals very virile. And very fertile.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I understand that. So they’re just, like, horny all the time?”

“Something like that,” he said, giving me a strange smile. “Speaking of which, do you want to talk about why your father sent you to me?”

I blushed bright red, getting angry and upset – and embarrassed.

“No!” I said. “I don’t!”

“Are you sure? Maybe we can work together to figure out the root of the problem? What made you want to do those things with your brother?”

“Adopted brother,” I pouted. “And it wasn’t ‘those things’, it was just a couple of handjobs. And just so he’d let me take the car or give me a ride home from parties. It wasn’t that big a deal. Daddy just freaked out about it because he hates me!”

“Your father doesn’t hate you,” Uncle Rocky chided. “He loves you. More than you realize. He wants you to stay with him for a long time. He wants your relationship to get better, not worse.”

Blah, blah, blah. All shit I’d heard before.

“And he thinks that if you have an instinct to be slutty…”

“I don’t!” I protested, cutting him off. “And I don’t want to talk about it anymore!”

“Okay,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Suit yourself.”

I watched him bite into a big piece of fried chicken. Something about the raw animalism of the act, the juice dribbling down his chin, made me feel funny again. I realized with some horror that my nipples were hard. I hoped he couldn’t see! I hid my face and distracted myself with food. But it seemed like I couldn’t eat enough to fill up; or maybe like I was hungry for something else. Like a big, fat, juicy cock.

WHOA! Where did that come from? Was I going crazy?

“Do the dishes,” Uncle Rocky suddenly said. I looked up and realized our plates were clean. I didn’t try to fight him this time, just got up and began to wash the dishes, grateful that at least he couldn’t see my red face or my quivering thighs.


Chapter Three

“Come on,” he said after the dishes were done. “You can watch some TV with me before bed.”

Well, TV would distract me, if nothing else! My body wouldn’t stop sending me these strange, awful desires. I kept picturing myself on my hands and knees, my mouth wrapped around Uncle Rocky’s cock…

So gross!

Frustrated and desperate, I followed him into the living room. He flipped on some show and I sat on the opposite edge of the sofa from him. He smelled nice. Like, really nice. All manly and musky and….

He was my uncle! How could I be thinking of him like that!

Upset, I glanced over the couch at him.

What I saw was enough to make me cry out.

He had an erection! His sweatpants barely hid it! His cock was hard, making a tent under his pants. And it looked….big.

My pussy dripped. Something that big would feel really good inside me. Thrusting up into my virgin pussy, filling me up with nice, thick, warm cum….

No. No!

“Calm down,” Uncle Rocky said. “You’ll have to get used to this. I can’t help it.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” I whimpered, wondering why I was more aroused than disgusted. I just kept wondering what it would taste like…if I touched it, how it would feel…I wanted to rub it between my breasts, coat my nipples in his cum…

“I took the formula, too,” he said with a shrug. “I wouldn’t experiment on my animals before trying it myself. As a result, I’m in a nearly constant state of arousal. My cock is hard most of the day, and constantly producing massive amounts of cum. It’s grown very, very large.”

His eyes flicked over to me, and I saw something dark and awful pass through them. It made my stomach turn even as my body throbbed with want.

“You drank it too,” he said. “The formula.”

“What! You drugged me!?”

“No,” he said. “It was in the pitcher of water you drank. You drugged yourself.”

“What? What? Oh, my God…”

It was all starting to make sense! I drank the formula and now I was horny, wanting to mate, just like the animals! I groaned.

“How do I stop it?” I asked. “It’s awful, Uncle Rocky!”

“You can’t,” he said. “You’ll have to get used to it. And it doesn’t have to be awful.”

“What do you mean?” I said. Of course it was awful! This stuff was making me want to fuck my own uncle!

“Well, if you don’t give in to it, it’s going to get worse,” he said, idly. “You’ve only just begun to understand what the formula will do to you. The only thing that will give you any relief is getting fucked, every day, multiple times a day. You’ll want to suck every cock that comes your way, you’ll be starved for cum.”

“No,” I panted, unable to believe what he was saying – but knowing deep down that it was true. Already, just being around Uncle Rocky was making me want to touch myself. He was a man, with a dick, and I wanted to sit on his lap and grind against him…

“The formula does nice things to a man’s cock,” Uncle Rocky said with a smirk. “You want to see what I mean, don’t you?

“Wh-what?” I said, barely keeping track of the conversation. The TV kept playing but I didn’t even know what was happening on the screen.

“I know you do,” he said, still smirking. Suddenly, he reached down into the band of his sweatpants and pulled his cock out. Oh, my god! He wasn’t kidding about the length! It was a foot long, and thick as a soda can! My jaw dropped as I watched it, throbbing and red, little drips of pre-cum pooling at the top. Slowly, Uncle Rocky slid his hand up and down the shaft, making it shine with the lubricating cum. “You like it, don’t you?”

“Uh…uh…”

I couldn’t even begin to respond to that. I wanted that cock more than I could ever remember wanting anything, ever. My panties were soaked through just looking at it! My mouth watered at the thought of sucking the head between my lips and…

But this was my uncle! It was so dirty and gross! He was even older than Daddy! I couldn’t possibly want to have sex with him. What kind of dirty slut would I be if I did?

All the same, when Uncle Rocky put his cock back into his pants, I literally moaned in disappointment.

“Aww, poor little girl,” he said with a laugh. “All you want is a big cock, and there’s one right in front of you. But you can’t have it, can you? Because it belongs to your gross old uncle?”

Wow, he was saying everything I felt and thought!

“Well, I’ll tell you what. I didn’t just agree to this to teach you a lesson. I need a slut around the farm to service me. This formula gives me an inhuman libido. I need to relieve myself up to ten times a day. It gets a little tiring, using porn…”

Well, that explained what I’d found in his room! But he couldn’t possibly mean me?

“I wasn’t planning on giving you the formula,” he said. “I was planning on letting it happen slowly, and naturally. My body gives off certain pheromones now that – but you don’t need to know any of that. All you need to know is that we’re not blood related, but I’m still your uncle, so I know what’s best for you. It’s going to be a terrible summer, unless you play by my rules.”

“Your…your rules?” I asked, entranced by everything he was saying.

“They’re not hard to follow,” he said. “Mostly, you’re to be ready to service me whenever I tell you to. In return, you’ll have access to the only cock within a ten mile radius. And trust me, I can tell you’re already feeling the formula’s effects. It will only get worse from now on.”

I squirmed, squeezing my thighs together. I kept seeing his cock – big and red and so tasty…my uncle’s cock looked like heaven…

“You do whatever I say,” Uncle Rocky went on. “Starting now. Take that stupid blanket off.”

“What? Why?” I asked, clutching the blanket tighter.

“Because I told you to,” he barked. “And I’m in charge. I’ve got the only thing on this earth you’re going to want from here on out. You’ll choose cock and cum over food and water, I promise. Obey me, or you’ll spend this summer in hell. You may even be reduced to fucking the animals.  I wouldn’t be surprised…”

“No!” I protested. “I would never!”

“You would never gaze wantonly at your uncle’s cock, mouth and pussy watering for it either, would you? And yet here we are.”

I blinked back tears. He was so wrong…but he was also right! I wanted his cock so bad, it was like a fire inside me that needed to be put out.

“Take the blanket off. Do it, now,” he said. “If you don’t want to be a desperate little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all day. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “I’m doing you a favor here, Katie. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little slut to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, because your summer is going to be very unpleasant otherwise. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, for your own benefit. I could choose a much more willing and grateful girl. There are plenty in a small, boring town like this.”

My body was twisted with want, the formula strong in its effect. His cock looked so big and sexy. But doing what Uncle Rocky said seemed so wrong! It was one thing to give Brett a hand job; I never let him touch me and I barely even had to look at him. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up, that magnificent specimen between his legs making a tent in his sweats. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of the summer.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Have fun trying to take care of yourself. It won’t ever be enough.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Uncle Rocky touch my young, virgin body! My mind didn’t want that at all. But my body…it screamed for it.

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

“Okay,” I said, sniffling, feeling tears well in my eyes. I felt dirty already, and we’d barely even done anything. Slowly, I stood up.

“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, Katie,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My breasts felt bigger, heavier than before, like they’d grown. Looking down at my tiny halter top, I realized that they had grown! There was no denying it now. And my pussy was wet – soaked.

“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. I could go upstairs and call Daddy and tell him I was sorry and that I needed to come home. But what would happen then? If I still felt like that…and I was stuck in a house with Daddy and Brett… that would be even worse than being stuck with Uncle Ricky!

I felt 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 Uncle Rocky touch me was so wrong!

“Don’t move,” Uncle Rocky 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 skin. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, you dumb slut.”

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 halter top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my newly enormous 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 getting nice and big. They’ll only get bigger as time goes on and I use them. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to be used. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. This was just temporary, until the formula wore off. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“Use me!” 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.

“I bet you never let my poor nephew suck your tits, did you?” Uncle Rocky said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s gross. I didn’t let him touch me at all.”

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

“It is not gross. Nothing a man wants to do to you is gross. You need to learn to respect men. I don’t care if a man wants you to swallow his piss, you do it with a smile. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, Uncle Ricky,” 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 sofa. 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 all day. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Katie? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long? I’ve been hard and dripping all day, watching you prance around like a little slut.”

I nodded. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” 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. I wanted him to suck my tits again. I wanted him to touch my aching pussy. But 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 my shorts, pulling them down, taking my drenched panties along for the ride. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. I was sure he could see how wet I was, dripping down my thighs. And then his hands were on my ass, 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 cock against my ass! I moaned; his pre-cum and my juices mingled as he teased me. It was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted his huge, throbbing cock in my pussy. I wanted my uncle to fuck me. But then he moved away, and instead of the pleasure of his cock, 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 16 and I made Daddy mad. 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. His cock, now protruding over his sweatpants, stared back at me. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Too bad. You don’t deserve it yet. First, I’m going to stuff that sweet 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. The thought of sucking that monster, swallowing all those drops of pre-cum, filling my belly with his seed, had my stomach clenching in desire.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grinned. “You’re excited to fuck your uncle’s cock. You can’t wait to taste me, right?”

“Please, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, plopping down on the couch and grabbing my tits. I was desperate to touch myself; just looking at his cock drove me wild.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“Did you do this for Brett, or did you just jerk him off?” Uncle Rocky stepped forward, his cock inches from my tongue. I drooled, watching it drip. I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat.”

He 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. It tasted delicious, and I sucked instinctively, wanting more.

My pussy was staining the couch as I gushed. He let me get used to the size of him for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head. 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.

My eyes rolled back as I tasted my uncle’s seed filling my belly. 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 Uncle Rocky’s cum.

He pulled away, his cock not even looking very limp.

“Decent,” he said. “But you have a lot of training left before you’ll be worth anything.”

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked, spreading my legs for him, plunging one hand down to spread my lips. I was such a little slut, showing off my virgin pussy for my uncle, but I needed it so bad it hurt. He chuckled, ripping my hand away.

“I don’t think you deserve it yet,” he said. “Maybe tomorrow.”

My eyes went wide. I was so horny! I needed a dick in me, now! How could he be so cruel?

“Please,” I begged. “I neeeeed it.”

“I don’t care,” he said, and grabbed me. I let out a little squeal. “It’s bedtime, little girl.”

I crouched under him as he used my hair to pull me across the room and up the stairs. I whimpered like a dog the whole way. Finally, he pushed me into my bedroom.

“Lay down,” he said, and a small part of me hoped that when he saw me all splayed out, he wouldn’t be able to resist. His cock looked like it was already getting hard again. I hopped onto the bed and lay back, making sure my tits jiggled. He rolled his eyes and turned around.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed,” he said. He turned around suddenly holding some leathery straps, and came to the bed. He started at my feet. His touch on my ankle made me groan.

“What…why?” I moaned, squirming as he tightened the strap around my ankle and tied it to the bedpost.

“If you want me to fuck you, you’re going to have to play by my rules,” he said sternly. “That means no touching. I don’t trust you not to touch yourself.”

One by one, he attached my limbs to the posts. I was spread eagled on the bed, looking up at him in desperation.

“You’re so mean,” I cried.

“What makes you think I care about what a girl like you thinks of me?” he chuckled. “Have a good night.”

With that, he was gone, turning around and shutting off the light. I struggled against the binds, writhing on the mattress. The taste of him still throbbed on my tongue. I was so desperate for release, but I couldn’t even squeeze my thighs together; they were spread to wide. A constant trickle of arousal dripped from my virgin slit. All night long, I twisted and moaned in agony. Finally, though, just before dawn, I fell into a fevered, dream-filled slumber.

The dreams were awful. Almost as awful as being awake. I was on all fours in the middle of the farm. I was being used by all the animals! They pushed and fought to be the next to use my body, and I begged for more!

Waking up, I gasped. The sheets underneath me were soaked with my juices. The dream was filthy, and it haunted my brain. Groaning, my body came back to life, the same awful desire driving me crazy. When Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, I hoped against hope that he’d punished me enough and would finally relieve my suffering.


Chapter Four
 

“Did you sleep well?” Uncle Rocky asked. I shook my head. “Of course you didn’t.”

I looked down. His cock was hard, and my mouth watered.

“Please,” I whimpered, unable to bring my eyes away from his massive member. He chuckled as he unzipped himself, producing his long, hard, dripping cock. He stroked it, watching me struggle in my binds. “Fuck me?”

“Not yet,” he said. “Don’t you want breakfast?”

He came across the room and knelt on the bed. My heart beat hard. I could smell his musky arousal, the pre-cum constantly dribbling from the tip of his impossibly huge dick. He let it drop onto my torso, then straddled me. Grabbing my tits, he squeezed them. I groaned in satisfaction as he began to toy with my nipples. My pussy gushed at his rough treatment; at least one of my desires was being slaked.

His cock thrust against my stomach, spreading his pre-cum over and between my breasts. When I was covered in it, he stopped touching me, much to my dismay. Instead, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits. His musky, sweaty balls tasted like heaven on my tongue, and I groaned at the way he pinched and tortured my nipples.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Your tits are even bigger today, my little niece. You’re on your way to being a grade-A cock slave.”

He pinched my nipples while he fucked my tits, and as his thrusts sped up I was having trouble focusing on his balls. My tongue went everywhere, even between his ass cheeks, until I heard him panting and grunting, his pace going crazy.

He groaned, and abruptly rose up, jerking himself as he repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. This brought his cock right under my chin.

“Lick the tip,” he barked, grabbing my hair until my mouth was level with the head of his cock as it moved between my tops. I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across his cock whenever I could. I heard a wheezing moan, he held my head in place and exploded over my face. His cum spread across my lips, went up my nose, coated my eyes. Hot and thick and sticky, it dripped from my face onto my neck and tits while he watched, satisfied with himself. Finally, he released me, and stood up, pulling his pants on again. I felt him fiddle with the ties.

“I guess you’ve earned something,” he growled as my hands went free. “Touch yourself.”

“Really?” I squealed?

He grinned indulgently and nodded. Immediately, I sent one hand between my legs, my hips arching as I slammed my fingers into my tight, virgin cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, my other hand moving to pleasure my clit. I looked up at Uncle Rocky as I fucked myself, the taste of his cum still on my lips, driving my passion forward. “Thank you, Uncle Rocky. Thank you, si…”

I never got to finish that sentence, because I started cumming like crazy. My already-drenched sheets got wetter as I came, my pussy clenching and sucking around my fingers. My eyes rolled back into my head, my tongue sticking out lewdly, drooling up at my Uncle as he watched his niece cum with his seed still staining her chin.

“Very good,” he said when my body finally ceased its spasms. “Now get up. It’s time for chores.”

I obeyed, reaching for my suitcase.

“Won’t need that,” he said, going to the door. “You work naked, Katie.”


Chapter Five

All day long, Uncle Rocky worked me hard. I lifted hay, fed the animals, cleaned the pens, washed down the horses (my eyes never left their huge, swinging dicks, my dream haunting me). And he worked my mouth, too. He wasn’t kidding about that formula making him virile; it seemed like once an hour he called me over to kneel before him and fuck him with my raw, aching throat.

We ate lunch outside. He fed me like the animals, setting my plate on the ground and  laughing as I ate it on my hands and knees. Not that I even had much appetite; he kept me so pumped full of cum that my stomach hurt.

“You’ve made great strides today,” he said finally when we were both finished eating. I looked up at him, feeling a sick pride in his words. My pussy was dripping again, my release that morning feeling like it was forever ago. I wondered when he would finally let me fuck that deliciously huge cock of his. I fantasized about it all day, how it would feel to have his cum in my womb instead of  my mouth.

I knew it was gross, because he was my uncle, but it was hard not to. My breasts were huge and swollen and tender, my cunt perpetually needy. The animals were always grunting and moaning as they rutted, and it only made me hornier and hornier.

“Are you going to fuck me, uncle?” I asked, my voice pleading.

“Kind of,” he said with a smirk, getting up from the hay bale he’d been sitting on. “Get up and lean over this. Now.”

I scurried to my feet, needing so badly to be filled. I didn’t care that we were outside, I didn’t care that he was my uncle. I just needed it. The straw was rough against my red, puffy nipples, and I moved slightly to stimulate them, enjoying the rough pleasure.

I felt his hand on the upper part of my back, pushing me down.

‘Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, my knees quivering in excitement. “I need this so bad…”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he chuckled, and then I felt his hand move lower. Both hands landed on my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I was so stupid and horny, I didn’t even realize what was happening. Behind me, I heard Uncle Rocky spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Uncle Rocky?”

“Hold still, little girl,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours since you got here.”

“What?!” I struggled to get up. “No! Not there!”

“Yes, here,” he chuckled. “You’re my niece, I’m in charge, and I’m going to fuck your ass. Or you’ll never feel me in that desperate, nasty cunt of yours.”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. But I couldn’t stand the idea of spending the whole summer like this, begging for his cock and never getting it. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain, getting the attention of Shep the farm dog. He came over, wagging his tail, watching his master fuck me in the ass. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Uncle Rocky shoving all twelve inches of his cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“It’ll feel good soon enough,” Uncle Rocky promised as he began to shift his hips against me. He reached a hand between my legs, tantalizing me with a second of satisfaction before he pulled away, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me. I just lay there, letting my uncle fuck my ass, waiting for it to “feel good”, like he said.

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

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

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I rubbed my face and my tits into the straw, overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily.

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

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

“Very good,” Uncle Rocky said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. When I’m done with you, you’ll be able to fit a horse up this ass.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs.

“Now, get up. It’s time to mulch the compost pile. Go play in the shit like the little pig you are.”

He laughed as I wobbled up on shaky legs. He shoved a rake into my hands and led me by the arm to the mulch pit. After showing me how it was done, he shoved me in there and watched me, laughing the whole time. Pretty soon, I noticed he was hard again and crawled forward, ready to serve him

Chapter Six

That night, after being used a few dozen more times, I was tied to the bed again. I was allowed to shower at least, and I snuck a few orgasms in while I was in there. But it seemed like the more I came, the more I needed to cum. Being tied to the bed was torture. Eight whole hours without being able to play with my tits or fuck myself with my fingers.

I decided I needed to really step up my game. I needed to be fucked, and I’d do anything to make sure it happened soon, before I went totally crazy. So I decided I would act the part he wanted me to play. Dumb, sweet, cum princess. When he came to get me in the morning, I asked him to please let me serve him. Then I made him breakfast, and sucked his dick under the table while he ate. I did my morning chores before he was even up and out the door. He seemed impressed.

“You’ve acclimated quickly,” he said as I came to him with a basket full of eggs, kneeling in front of him, my fingers already reaching for his zipper, the outline of his hard cock visible. “Your tits must be heavy by now.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “They’re so big, it’s really distracting.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Come inside then. Before we start the day for real, I think you deserve a little treat.”

“Thank you, sir!” I cried. “Thank you so much!”

He held the door open for me and I crawled inside the way I knew he liked, on all fours. In the kitchen, I waited on my hands and knees. He came in, and I squealed as his big, strong arms lifted me up and lay me down on the wooden kitchen table.

“Are you finally going to fuck me?” I begged, spreading my drenched pussy again. “I need it sooooo bad.”

“No,” he said, slapping my hand away and standing between my legs, his hands reaching for my tits. I groaned, crestfallen. I almost felt like crying. Didn’t he know how badly he was torturing me? My pussy needed to be filled! “Stop whining. You’ll enjoy this.”

He kept pinching and rubbing my breasts until I calmed down.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Uncle Rocky, that feels good. You touch me really nicely.”

He smirked.

“Have you ever had a man go down on you?” he asked. I shook my head I didn’t really even know what that meant. I knew it meant a guy licking you down there, but it never sounded too appealing to me.

“Good,” he said. “I like showing my little niece all her first times. But I want you to beg me first.”

I pouted. I didn’t even think I wanted that. I wanted him to fuck me, not lick me! His hands on my tits squeezed hard enough to hurt, and I yelped.

“Beg,” he demanded.

“Please,” I moaned, writhing. “Please lick my pussy, Uncle!”

“Better,” he grunted. “You’ve finally started acting like the good little cum slut you should always have been. That’s the only reason I’m rewarding you. If you ever go bratty on me again, you’ll regret it.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Good,” he said, and I watched his head drop down. I squirmed as his hot breath snaked over my wet slit.

“Oh!” I exclaimed at how good it felt when that breath hit my clit. And then when he leaned in, his tongue tracing up from the bottom of my slit up to the top, I was gone. His lips wrapped around my clit, sucked, and I screamed.

“Uncle Rocky!” I yelled, my hands digging into his hair as my hips bucked. It was the best thing I’d ever felt! It was so much better than touching myself. He licked and suckled my clit, whipping his tongue around it until I was bucking and dripping onto the table. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I wanna cum, please don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. It only got better. I felt him press two fingers against my slit and then thrust them forward. Groaning, I let go. He pushed his fingers against my g-spot and sucked my clit between his lips at the same time, and I came like a runaway train.

I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never come so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Uncle Rocky 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, Katie?” 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 come. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. And then, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Katie. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

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

“Now get up, and suck me dry,” he said. I leapt to my phone, already drooling, his cock dripping and hard. I looked up at him in gratitude as I slurped him into my mouth, playing with my tits as I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft.

Uncle Rocky watched his teenage niece fuck him with her tender little mouth, slurping and sucking until he came, filling her belly with his seed. I imagine that was pretty nice for him, but nowhere near as nice as it was for me. I was growing to really love the feel of him in my mouth, and the taste of him sliding down my throat. It was almost enough to make me patient for feeling him inside me.

Chapter Seven

Another day went by and still Uncle Rocky refused to give me the one thing I needed most. All day long, I served him with my mouth or my ass, and when he tied me to the bed at night, he licked my pussy again. But he wouldn’t fuck me. I was started to wonder if he would ever fuck me.

“So, my little slut,” he said the next day. “Are you learning a lot about farm life?”

We were sitting outside the barn on hay bales. He had one hand between my legs, idly stroking my tortured pussy, not nearly hard enough to make me cum, just hard enough to make me squirm and moan in need.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned. In the distance, I could see two horses fucking, and it tortured me further. Why couldn’t Uncle Rocky fuck me like that?

“And you’re learning a lot about how to serve a man, aren’t you?” he said, reaching for my oversized tits and squeezing them. I groaned and nodded at the same time.

“Then I guess you’re as ready as you’ll ever be,” he said, pulling both hands away and standing up. I didn’t want to be disappointed, so I tried not to read too much into his statement. “Roll over.”

Immediately, I took the position we used for fucking my ass, my face and tits pressed into the hay, my ass in the air like an animal ready to be mated.

“My pretty little niece,” he said, grabbing my ass cheeks and squeezing them. “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. Maybe this is too soon after all…”

“No!” I cried. “Please, Uncle Rocky! I need you inside me! Please, fuck my teenage pussy, please!”

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. It hurt, but I needed it so bad that I felt like I had a fever. Finally, finally, I was going to feel my Uncle’s foot-long dick buried in my virgin pussy!

“Hold tight,” he said, and slammed all twelve inches into me. I screamed, my hands clawing at the straw, 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. This was really happening. I was letting my uncle take my virginity.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the hay, 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 cum.”

“Please! Please, Uncle Rocky, 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, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance. It was everything I dreamed it would be. For the first time since I arrived, I felt completely satisfied.

For the moment, at least.


Chapter Eight

That night, Uncle Rocky didn’t tie me up. Instead, I slept at the foot of his bed, right next to the dog. He said he wanted me to be close in case he woke up and wanted me to service him. I was more than happy, because that meant he might fuck me again. I was already craving his cum inside me, harder than before he’d fucked me, if that was possible! I was a full-on cum slut. I fell asleep only after a long night of tossing and turning and fucking myself, dreaming of Uncle Rocky taking me all sorts of ways.

“Katie,” I heard his voice calling me awake. “Katie!”

“Yes!” I cried, snapping into consciousness. The first thing I saw was Uncle Rocky’s beautiful, dripping cock, standing up under the sheets. Desperately, I crawled towards it, my huge breasts dragging along.

“Uncle Rocky, can I fuck you, please?” He hadn’t fucked me again after that first time, just using my mouth and ass again.

“You may,” he said. “Straddle me and ride my cock like the good little whore you are.”

I squealed in pleasure, throwing the sheets back and groaning as I laid eyes on his cock in all its glory. My mouth watered, but my pussy was absolutely soaked.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. When Uncle Rocky’s cock finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts bounced before his eyes, my hands coming up to tease and pinch my nipples. My tongue hung out like an animal as pleasure flooded my synapses, my cock-starved pussy finally feasting on his massive member.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to cum – quickly.

“Cum for me, Katie,” Uncle Rocky growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him.

For the first time, Uncle Rocky kissed me, grabbing my head and pulling it down to meet his. It was utter bliss, feeling his tongue filling my mouth as his cum pumped into my tight, unprotected slit.

Unprotected.

Suddenly, it dawned on me just what that meant, and I struggled against his grip.

“What?” he said, annoyed, as I pulled back. My eyes were wide with fear.

“I’m not on birth control!” I said. He started laughing.

“Of course you’re not,” he said. “And even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. The formula would counteract it.”

“But…but…”

“You’re a brood mare,” he chuckled. “What do you think you’re here for? Just to have fun playing with Uncle Rocky’s dick all summer? No. You’re going to be pregnant by the time I send you home to Daddy. He knows it. It’s the only way we can figure to make sure you don’t just lapse back into naughty behavior when you go home.”

“But I’m only 18!” I protested.

“What? Were you planning to be a Nobel peace prize recipient? You didn’t even get into college. Honestly, being your family’s little breeding slut is the nicest life you can ask for. When I’m done with you, it’ll be your Daddy’s turn, then Brett’s…”

I moaned in horror – and something else. Uncle Rocky’s cock was still tightly lodged in my pussy, and I squirmed a little around it. The thought of being used for the rest of my life by my family…only existing to be their cum dumpster and bear their children…

“See?” Uncle Rocky grinned. “You’re so turned on by the idea that you’re heating up. Getting it all nice and warm in there for my seed.”

He began to pump upwards, that magical dick of his never running out of steam. In one lithe motion, he flipped me over onto my stomach. I groaned as he slipped deeper than ever into my little cunt.

“You know this is what’s best for you,” he whispered into my ear. “How nice will it be? You’ll always have a cock to serve. Always have cum to swallow. Someone there to play with those big, aching tits of yours…”

My hips worked backwards against him, a climax building inside me.

“It’s all you’re good for,” he grunted, driving himself all the way against my womb. His second orgasm triggered mine, and I writhed in pleasure as my pussy sucked his cum deep into my body. “Good girl, take your uncle’s cum, just like you’re meant to…”

Yes. That is what I was meant for. I would bear his children…then Daddy’s children…the Brett’s children…

I groaned in utter ecstasy, letting my body be used for its ultimate purpose.

I was learning so much!


Chapter Nine

“Put on some clothes,” Uncle Rocky said when I came downstairs one morning, a month after coming to the farm. I was taken aback. I never wore clothes anymore. All the easier for Uncle Rocky to bend me over and fuck me at will. “Do it.”

Unwilling to argue, I ran back upstairs. I picked out a pleated denim skirt and a halter top. My breasts barely fit into the top, and the skirt rode up to show off my ass, but it was clothes. I went back downstairs and found Uncle Rocky standing in back, outside the sliding kitchen doors.

There was someone else out there with him.

I stopped short, heart thudding hard in my chest. A very handsome young black man was talking to Uncle Rocky. He didn’t notice me, but boy did I notice him. He was hot. My pussy immediately gushed. I was sure he’d notice the second I stepped outside. My nipples, as always, were diamond-hard, and now I imagined his hands squeezing my tits, using me like Uncle Rocky did.

Finally, they both noticed me standing in the kitchen and staring in at them. Uncle Rocky waved, looking impatient. The young man smiled. I meekly stepped outside.

“Katie, this is Lenny,” Uncle Rocky said. “He usually helps out around the farm. He’s been studying in Spain for the past month as part of his agriculture program at school.”

“Hi,” I said, wondering how much of my obvious lust he’d already noticed. He gave me a broad grin, looking me up and down like the piece of meat that I was.

“Katie, why don’t you go feed the pigs? Lenny and I will be doing work in the barn. Come see me after your morning chores.”

I pouted. I wanted to spend time with Lenny. It had been so long since I saw anyone but Uncle Rocky. He was about my age, and we would probably get along.

“Go!” Uncle Rocky barked, and I yelped, running off quickly to complete my chores. As usual, the animals were enjoying themselves, and the smell of sex and sound of grunting filled the air, driving my lust to cataclysmic heights. Maybe I rushed through my chores a little bit, but I just really wanted to see Lenny again and talk to him. Just to have a person my age to chat with would give me some relief.

But Uncle Rocky would never share me, would he? I was his property, and he probably didn’t like to share his toys. I was already talking myself down from my excitement when I entered the barn.

“Done already?” Uncle Rocky said when he saw me. It looked to me like they were just talking, but they had clearly just been doing something difficult, because they were both shirtless and sweating.

“Yes, uncle,” I said obediently.

“Alright,” he said suspiciously. “Well, come here.”

I came to stand beside him near the hay and the oat barrels. I smiled at Lenny, feeling a flush of ardor in my chest. I tamped it down. I just needed a friend, right? I didn’t really want to be even more of a slut than I already was.

“You think Lenny is handsome, don’t you, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said. I nodded, not sure where this was going. Surely Uncle Rocky didn’t want to, like, share me? He wouldn’t embarrass me like that, right? Uncle Rocky grinned. “Lenny knows all about my experiments.”

“Really?” I said, unable to take my eyes off his hard, sweating chest. No matter what my head told me, my pussy argued back.

“Yes,” Uncle Rocky said. “He’s interested in the sciences. And he knows you’ve ingested the formula.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, distracted by the smirk on Lenny’s face as he stood in the barn with his hands on his hips.

“Lenny, what would you like my little fuck slave to do for you first?”

That got my attention. Now that it was a reality, I kind of freaked out. Lenny was a stranger! At least Uncle Rocky was family. What would Lenny think of me? He seemed so nice and cool, I didn’t want to be a little fuck slave in front of him. I wanted to be a good girl!

“Gosh, I don’t know,” Lenny said. “I kind of want to watch her finger herself.”

“Oh, Katie, you’re lucky,” Uncle Rocky observed with a laugh. “You love fucking yourself, don’t you?”

I looked at Uncle Rocky, panicked. He couldn’t possibly make me do this, could he? It was so dirty! No dirtier than fucking your uncle and bearing his kids, but still!

Lenny’s eyes glittered as he looked at me.

“Is that so?” Lenny said. “Why don’t you hop up on that barrel and spread your legs for me.”

“Go,” Uncle Rocky barked, seeing my hesitation. He wanted Lenny to see what an awful little slut I was. Slowly, I made my way to the barrel and got up on it. My barely-there skirt didn’t conceal anything, least of all the constant stream of pussy juices that leaked down my thighs. I whimpered as Lenny came forward, his dark hands on my knees, splitting my legs even wider as he devoured the sight of my bare, glistening pussy. He reached up and snatched my top away, my enormous breasts bouncing free, nipples hard as pebbles. He licked his lips.

“Hmmm,” Lenny said, looking around the barn. “I want to watch her use a toy. Something like…”

His eyes landed on the far wall, where a rake hung. The handle was polished smooth. He grinned, grabbed it, and brought it back to me. He threw it against my body; the angle I was sitting sent it right between my pussy lips, smacking against my throbbing clit and burying between my breasts.

“Go ahead and start pleasuring yourself, Katie,” Uncle Rocky said through an appreciative grin. He was hard again, I could see it through his pants. What else was new. Lenny, though…

I focused on the outline of his cock under his pants as I began to obey, holding the rake in one hand as I shifted my hips up and down. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out as the polished handle grew slick from my juices and rubbed against my clit, up and down as I humped it.

“Do you have any nipple clamps, Rocky?” Lenny asked. I barely paid any attention to him. Of course I knew Uncle Rocky did. He liked to use them on me. I guess Uncle Rocky knew that Lenny was into that, because he produced them from his pocket and tossed them into Lenny’s hands.

With a grin, the young black man approached. I groaned, nearly exploding when he squeezed my tits, my hips still working the handle like a stripper pole. My nipples were nice and hard as Lenny applied the clamps, and my back went rigid as the flash of pleasure and pain shot through me.

Almost as soon as they were attached, I started to cum, gushing around the rake’s handle; desperate, I shoved the whole thing down between my legs and then up into my clenching pussy. My eyes rolled back as I came on the tool, bucking and humping it like the feral whore I was.

“Not bad at all,” Lenny said, watching my body go limp. “How’s her mouth?”

“Decent,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Go ahead, son.”

Lenny grinned as he pulled on the nipple clamps. I screamed, shoving myself off the barrel and onto the ground to minimize the pain. It left me kneeling in front of him, and it didn’t take me too long to figure out what I was supposed to do from there. I moved in close and undid his zipper, releasing his impressively-sized cock. I started drooling immediately, the response nearly Pavlovian. My mouth wrapped around the dark head of his cock, sucking his pre-cum into my throat with a grateful moan.

I immediately began to suck him hard and deep. When I felt his head hitting the back of  my throat, I moaned, loving the way it made me gag. Spit flowed down my chin onto my exposed breasts, even wetting my nipples in their clamps.

I looked up at Lenny, showing him how much I loved his cock, how much I appreciated it and was grateful to suck it. He grinned, then grabbed the back of my head and began to thrust. His cock was already deep in my throat, but his hips drove it deeper. My nose met his torso, the small dark curls of his pubic hair, and I smelled the deep manliness of his musk. I brought my hand to his balls, fondling them tenderly as he groaned in pleasure at my tongue and fingers.

Lenny held my head in place as he moved us, forcing me to scramble backwards. I felt my head hit the wooden barrel, and he used it as leverage to pin me in place. He leaned over, hands gripping the barrel, my body poised under his spread legs. The angle allowed him to go hard, fucking my face like it was a pussy, slamming his balls into my chin as I moaned and squirmed in pleasure.

I loved the way he violated my throat, treating me like the dirty little slut toy that I was. I drove a hand between my legs and my eyes rolled back as I came at once. Saliva drooled from my lips, I went rigid and sucked harder than ever in my climax. Lenny groaned, then burst into my throat, unleashing his first load of hot, sticky cum. It tasted different than Uncle Rocky’s, and I liked it.

I swallowed eagerly, but there was too much for me to take all at once, and some of it leaked down my chin onto my tits. Lenny kept his cock buried in my throat until it was limp, then pulled it out and grabbed my hair, forcing me to sit up straight.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, pointing to the cum that had dripped onto my chest. I drew my finger across my breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between my lips, moaning as I swallowed it. Only then did Lenny release me, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. I’ve been wondering when you’d get a real woman to practice on, Rocky. And you say she’s your niece?”

“By adoption,” Uncle Rocky explained. “Still, it’s nice to know she’ll never be able to get too far away.”

“Yeah, for sure, man,” Lenny said, his cock going limp. “How do you feel, slut?”

“I want more,” I moaned, not even knowing what I was saying, just feeling the need rising in me as my last climax faded away. “More, please.”

“More?” Uncle Rocky laughed. “Come here, Katie. Poor little slut needs something to suck. You can start with my balls.”

I crawled over to him, taking his cock in my hand and burying my face in his balls. I wrapped my tongue around them, coating them in my saliva, sucking them into my mouth. They tasted sweaty and musky, and I loved it. His cock dribbled pre-cum as I stroked it. Uncle Rocky leaned down just enough to unclamp my nipples, and I moaned in deep appreciation as relief flooded into them. Rocky pushed me away, lifted me up, and threw me onto a bale of hay.

“I don’t think her tits are going to get any bigger,” he said, speaking to Lenny, who came up to watch. “But they’re pretty nice as they are. Give them a nice long feel.”

Together, the men squeezed and slapped my tits, sucking my nipples, soothing them after the pain of the clamps. I squirmed, dripping onto the straw, needing to be filled again. If I had the rake, I would have used it to fuck myself again. Instead, I reached down for Lenny’s cock, hoping to get it hard again.

“Woah,” he chuckled. “Impatient little whore.”

“Please,” I whimpered as he went back to abusing my breasts.

“Not yet,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed my head, releasing my breasts. Lenny took over for him, rubbing me with both hands while I stroked his cock back to life. Uncle Rocky positioned himself at my mouth, and I leaned in eagerly, ready to suck him down and taste his delicious cum.

He put a gentle pressure on my scalp and I swallowed his tip between my lips. Lenny’s cock was hardening, his pre-cum lubing the shaft as I stroked it. He was enjoying my tits almost as much as I enjoyed him playing with them.

“Shit,” Lenny hissed. “I’m ready to go again.”

“I haven’t had the chance to put two dicks in her at once,” Uncle Rocky observed. “Think you can handle taking her ass?”

Lenny grinned, the only answer he needed.

“Wait,” I panted, pulling my mouth from Uncle Rocky’s cock. “I can’t take it!”

“Of course you can,” Uncle Rocky growled. “The way I’ve been fucking you, you’ll be able to take the whole town by the time summer ends. And you just might, if you’re a good girl and obey me.”

I didn’t have time to make sense of that little bomb, because I was being flipped over and turned around. As Uncle Rocky leaned back against one of the hay bales, Lenny used his strong workman’s arms to lift me. I straddled my Uncle, moaning in pleasure as his massive cock began to thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

Any fear I had disappeared as my body’s desires took over. As soon as Lenny let go of me, I started fucking Uncle Rocky, driving his cock deep against my womb. He grabbed my tits, squeezing them and sucking my nipples as I leaned over his body. I felt Lenny grab me again, holding me down on Uncle Rocky’s cock.

“Ooooh,” I cried out as my Uncle thrust upward at the same time Lenny positioned himself against my ass and shoved downward. Lenny was smaller than Uncle Rocky, and my ass stretched easily to fit him. I was pinned between the men, Lenny’s weight on my lower back, Uncle Rocky’s hands wrapping around the backs of my thighs. “So full…”

It was a sensation like I’d never known before, so deep and full that my mind went totally blank. Even as they began to fuck me, each timing their thrusts so that I was stuffed full at all times, I couldn’t think of anything. My tongue wagged like an animal as my eyes rolled back and pleasure rolled through me.

“Ha,” Uncle Rocky bit out below me. “I knew she’d love it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Feels so good…want cum…”

“Hot little slut,” Lenny moaned approvingly behind me. He smacked my ass as he fucked me, his black cock driving between my creamy white ass cheeks.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”

My climax came on so suddenly and so strong that I went totally still, my whole body rigid. My pussy and my ass both clenched down around the cocks filling them, and I felt Lenny’s cock throbbing in my ass. He groaned as he came, emptying into my asshole while Uncle Rocky continued to thrust against my womb. The warm, thick seed filling my stomach made my head spin, and once Uncle Rocky started to explode inside me, I was sure the pleasure would break me.

“M-More! I need more!” I heard my voice crying out as they both began to wilt. “Please, I want more!”

A sudden slap to the face shocked me back to reality. I shrank back, feeling cold and empty as the two men pushed me off them and onto the hay.

“Stop being so ungrateful,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed me by the chin, forcing my lips to open. Leaning down, he spit into my mouth. “You’re my whore, and you get what I want to give you. And you be grateful for it, understand?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I murmured, ashamed of my outburst. “I’m sorry, sir. Thank you for fucking me.”

“And thank Lenny, too,” Uncle Rocky said, releasing my chin. I looked up at the smiling, handsome man.

“Thank you for cumming in my ass,” I said dutifully. He laughed.

“Anytime,” he said. “Seriously.”

“You know,” Uncle Rocky said. “The only problem with her so far is that she isn’t pregnant. It’s been nearly a month of daily fucking, and she still hasn’t been fertilized.”

“Weird,” Lenny said, scratching his chin. The two men began to talk over me, discussing science-type things that didn’t make any sense at all to me. My swollen pussy lips were coated in my own pleasure and their cum, and I gently traced my finger up and down, collecting a nice dollop of their seed to suck down.

“Hungry, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said, noticing my actions. I nodded. ‘Then go make us lunch. Bring out some sandwiches for Lenny and I.”

“Okay,” I said, hopping to my feet and skipping into the house, happy to have something to do. Maybe if I fed them good, they’d get their energy back and want to fuck me again!


Chapter Ten

“If you make me late…”

“I’m sorry, Uncle Rocky!” I said, running down the stairs. It had taken me longer than I expected to get dressed for our day at the county fair. Mostly because it had been so long since I wore clothes that I pretty much forgot how they were supposed to look or feel.

Uncle Rocky told me to dress nice, so I picked a short gingham dress that showed off my oversized breasts and my thighs, which were growing thick and muscular from all the physical labor I performed every day. Riding a man is a lot more fun than squats, and it uses basically the same muscles!

“Ready?” He sounded exasperated as I turned the corner, putting my hair up. I nodded, bouncing out the door. I was so excited! It was going to be my first day off the farm in two months! I hopped into the truck, nearly wetting the seat beneath me as I did. The back of the truck was loaded up with the things for Uncle Rocky’s booth.

He was going to be showing off his magical breeding formula. I was so proud of him. What he made was really so wonderful. I, for one, had never been happier. I’d finally gotten pregnant, a month earlier. It didn’t stop our constant lust for each other, but it did make it feel more special.

Uncle Rocky got in beside me, and as soon as the truck came to life I realized I would enjoy the ride into town, maybe even more than the fair itself. The old truck rattled and buzzed underneath me, and each bump in the road made me moan as the vibrations rolled up my body.

“C’mere,” Uncle Rocky growled, grabbing my head and pulling me towards him. His cock was nice and hard for me, and I immediately started sucking him as he drove, fingering myself at the same time. I moaned in pleasure as the ride went over a particularly bumpy path; by the time we got to the highway, I’d already cum twice!

Uncle Rocky steered the truck with one hand, using the other to hold my head down against his cock. My ass pressed up against the window, and I began to hear a lot of honking and stuff. I realized that anyone on that side of the car would have a view of my dripping wet pussy!

The thought turned me on, and I thrust my fingers inside myself, slobbering as I moaned over Uncle Rocky’s fat cock. He grunted, thrusting his hips up one time before exploding into my mouth. I swallowed every drop before coming up for air, covering his neck in kisses of gratitude while still giving the rest of the drivers on the road a show to die for.

I was almost disappointed when we got to the fairgrounds and the ride was over.

If only I knew what was in store for me…

Uncle Rocky picked up the information for his booth, and we drove through the packed crowds to the unloading zone for the animal booths. The air smelled like hay and manure and grass and beer and cotton candy. It was loud and exciting, and since it was my first taste of the outside world since June, I soaked it all in.

The best part was all the men. There were hundreds of them. All sorts. Young, old, fat, skinny, muscular and geeky. Every one of them gave my hot, curvy body an appreciative look, and I, in turn, fantasized about their cocks, staring wantonly at their crotches.

“Stop ogling the crowd and help me,” Uncle Rocky barked.

“Sorry, sir,” I yelped. “Sorry!”

I helped him set up the signs and the table with all the information on it.

“Uncle Rocky,” I said, curious. “It says ‘live, interactive demonstration’ on the sign, but we didn’t bring any of the animals with us?”

“Yes, we did,” he said with a chuckle. I hummed my confusion, looking back in the truck to see if I had missed something. Bending over, my dress was so short that my ass was on full display, and I heard some hooting and whistling from passing men. I turned back to Uncle Rocky, thoroughly confused.

“I’m talking about you, Katie,” he said, frustrated by my stupidity.

What?!

“I don’t understand,” I said. “How are you going to demonstrate with me?”

“You’re about as good as an animal,” he said, grinning. “Better, because you’ll show the men just how good their lives could be if they introduce my formula to every part of their lives. You’re going to be ridden like a prize pony today, Katie, and you better perform! If you fuck this up for me, you’ll be punished.”

I was totally floored. Tears sprang to my eyes. I couldn’t believe Uncle Rocky was going to use me as a live demonstration! What did that even mean? Was he going to…were they going to…all these men?!?!

“I love it when you get that look on your face,” he grinned. “Come here, let me warm up your ass before the crowd gets to it.”

Unable to help or stop myself, I moaned in pleasure as he pulled out his cock.

“Anyone want a sneak peek at the festivities?” He called out to the other men who were setting up their booths. Slowly, they started to come over, curious looks on their faces. I’d only been with Lenny and Uncle Rocky…this was too many! And they were all going to watch me let my Uncle fuck my tight, teenage ass! Biting my lip, I let Uncle Rocky bend me over the table. He pulled the skirt of my dress up over my hips and slapped my generous ass cheeks once.

“In a few short hours, gentleman,” he announced, sliding his meaty cock up and down between my cheeks to get me nice and lubed up. “You’ll have your chance to see what my special breeding formula can do for you. Good for horses, pigs, sheep…”

Uncle Rocky spread my cheeks wide, placed himself against my rosebud, and immediately sank all 12 inches of his cock into my asshole. I groaned, warmth spreading up my spine as he fucked me.

“…and bratty little teenagers,” he finished his spiel. I tried not to look around at the men who were watching, all of them wearing expressions of lewd excitement. I closed my eyes and let my body take over. It felt so good, having Uncle’s big cock in my ass. Soon, I was fucking him back, moving my hips and begging him to go deeper and harder.

“Hell, I can’t wait!”

“Look at that, she’s begging him to cum in her ass!”

“I think she just squirted!”

The men cheered Uncle Rocky on as he made my body bounce; my tits, barely contained in the dress, flew out, moving with each slamming thrust.

“Yeah, please,” I moaned, needing to feel his hot cum filling me up. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I want it so bad…”

“Fuck yeah, you do,” he grunted, and pulled my hips back as his balls churned and cum spewed into me, burst after burst driving me wild, my orgasm ripping through me, juices trickling down my thighs. Uncle Rocky pulled away, dripping cum behind him, slapping my ass again as he put himself away and faced the crowd.

“Two o’clock, gentleman,” he said. “Any hole you choose. Free for today only. One ride and you’ll know exactly what Rocky’s Breeding Milk can do for your farm, and your bedroom!”

The crowd clapped, cheering and hooting before slowly drifting back to their own booths. Panting, I glanced at the big clock hanging in the center of the outdoor exhibition area. It was noon. I only had two hours before…

“Let’s get you all ready to go,” Uncle Rocky said, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me up. “I had to get special permission to use the pen, since you’re not technically livestock. But we can’t have women and children walking by and seeing my slutty little niece in action.”

The pen was only a few feet from the booth; the other pens were all occupied by horses or cows or pigs. It smelled like animals, and sounded like animals, too. Uncle Rocky pushed me into the hay and the dirt, then introduced something new and strange to me. It was a kind of stocks, like the kind they used to punish criminals in, but they were portable, and lower to the ground. On my hands and knees, with my head firmly locked in between two slabs, I had very limited range of movement. Uncle Rocky walked all around me, examining me.

“It’ll do,” he said, and came to his knees. I felt him struggle with my dress, unzipping it and forcing it down my hips until I was totally naked. Tears threatened my cheeks again as I realized I really was no better than the horse next to me, or the pig on the other side. I was just an animal, domesticated to be useful to men.

“Very nice,” Uncle Rocky said. “I think this will sell a lot of formula. As long as you can keep up. And remember, if you fuck up…”

“I won’t, Uncle Rocky,” I promised, determined to make him proud. If I had to be an animal, I might as well be a good one! “I’ll do my very best.”

“Yes, you will,” Uncle Rocky said, a warning in his tone. “Now, I’m going to leave you here. Be a good girl and be prepared for me when I bring the first group in.”

“I love you, Uncle Rocky,” I blurted out, not really knowing why I said it, but knowing it was true.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving as he left me alone in the pen, among the cattle and swine, waiting to service any man who came by. This was my life now. The thought of it scared me, but my pussy leaked with anticipation. I focused on the positives. By the end of the day, I’d be full of cum, and Uncle Rocky would be so proud of me…

I’d show him what a good girl I was. I’d be the best little niece ever. The best animal at the whole fair!

Chapter Eleven

When Uncle Rocky brought the first group in, my jaw dropped to the floor.

There were enough men to fill the whole pen – and some waiting outside!

And they all looked at me with the same lecherous smiles.

“Gentleman,” Uncle Rocky said, standing beside my stock-locked head. “I present my living, breathing breeding toy. She unwittingly – but willingly – took a dosage of my formula, and ever since then she has maintained a constant need for sex and a hunger for cum. Isn’t that right, Katie?”

Nervous and overwhelmed by the sheer number of men I was about to service, I could only nod.

“She has already been fertilized, which is the only reason I’m letting you lads have a go at her,” Uncle Rocky said, and the crowd laughed genially. “Now, you’ll see that her breasts are quite large – they started at double-D size, and now are at least an F. They’ll only get larger as she is used for her purpose of breeding.”

His words made me blush bright red. For maybe the first time in a long time, I realized just how low I’d sunk. I was no longer a human. I was just cattle, to be bred. Talked about like a dog or a prize pig. Like his property.

With his seed in my belly and my pussy constantly dripping, needy for his cock, I guess I was his property.

“Now, the breeding formula makes her extremely horny, but it didn’t affect her mind at all, so you may find some resistance at first. They’ll have to be willing to be used, but in time they’ll come around to the idea, as their desire for cum will overwhelm their autonomy.”

The men nodded along.

“Now, without further ado,” Uncle Rocky said, stepping to the side and sweeping his arm out over me with a flourish. “I implore you to be civil and take your turns. Have at her, boys.”

There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. One man came forward. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my tits for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get ready to suck!”

The crowd laughed and cheered; my legs were wet with the arousal dripping down my thighs. I closed my eyes and waited to be used.

Someone circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” another man said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, wondering if Uncle Rocky was still there, if he could see the way I was being treated.

“You better be,” the man who’d slapped me growled, unzipping himself before my face. I peered out through my eyelids. Behind me, I felt a man bind my wrists together tightly. I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum. For all my fear and shame and disgust, the smell of animals and hay and men filled the air and triggered all my arousal. It was like all the times Uncle Rocky bent me over in the barn, or fucked me outside the pig pen, only there were a dozen Uncle Rockys.

The first man stepped forward, showing off his long, thick cock, dribbling pre-cum from the tip.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my cheeks, pulling my head as far as the stocks would allow.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue. He was standing over me, looking down into my wide blue eyes as he fucked my mouth. He was so rough with me. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat, the crowd cheering him on. Smirking, he spat down onto my face, aiming for my eye. I moaned my thanks for his gift, hoping that Uncle Rocky could see how good I was doing. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. He pulled away violently, keeping his hands on my cheeks.

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, growing desperate for his cum. My stomach rumbled for it. The rest of the men in the room kind of faded away. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

“Where do you want my cum, trash?” His hips were jerking, and I felt he must be close to cumming.

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered.

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting once more, this time into my mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat. I was beginning to relax; sucking cock always did that. It was almost like a pacifier for me.

“That all you got?” Another man said, pushing himself forward. “That’s not how you rape a slut’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He tasted funny, kind of dirty, but I stopped myself from reacting to it. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. I couldn’t see who, but someone came around behind me and dropped down. I felt his hands on my tits, kneading them hard and pinching my nipples. The sensation went straight to my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as the man filled my mouth with his seed. I could feel a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“That’s a good little girl,” the voice said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that jizz.”

I shuddered in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. The man in front of me stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

A third man pushed his way in front of me, stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. He was very much on the smaller side, so it was much easier for him to violate my throat with his whole cock, and my nose buried into his pubes, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, the formula working its magic, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied. Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around a cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me.

They weren’t men anymore, except in the way they smelled. They were cocks, beautiful, hard, long, fat, throbbing cocks. And I was the little teenage slut who was lucky enough to service them all!

“Cum again, whore,” a voice said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as someone split my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still the man in front of me fucked my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as one pulled out and another man took his place.

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the man between my legs rammed against my womb, showing everyone how much I loved cum. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little cum dumpster?” The question came from the man between my legs; when I looked up, I could see faces looking back down, waiting for my response; for every face, there was a beautiful, hard cock, waiting for me to worship.

“I love it, sir,” I cooed. “I want more, please. Please give me more…”

Another man approached. He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down. I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix.  A cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle.

“Cum, bitch,” someone ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while another man stepped between my legs. This time, I felt my thighs lifted further, and a hand smearing the cum from my pussy onto my asshole. While one man humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, another was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the men approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. Some of them laughed, some of them spit on me, all of them knew that I was just a cum slut, willing to take all of it if it meant I’d get to cum on a dick. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way the men fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Slowly, the room emptied. More came, but not forever. Eventually, there were only a few men left to please. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered every time a hand landed on my body. The last man, a huge fat guy with a long cock, emptied his balls onto my bare back, the sticky cum dripping down my waist and around the bottoms of my breast.

He left me, and I was alone. I had no idea how much time had passed, no idea how many men had just used me for their pleasure. Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, looking down at his cum-soaked niece with his hands on his hips.

“I thought that might actually be too much for you,” he said thoughtfully. “But you really did love that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Was really good.”

“What a disgusting little pig,” he laughed. “This formula is going to make me a millionaire. I’ve already sold out. We’ll have to bring more tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Of course,” he said. “The county fair lasts all week. Though if enough men get their hands on my formula, there might not be anyone left who needs their cock sucked.”

He laughed at that, and came forward, unlocking the stocks so I could remove my head. I was too weak to stand, but Uncle Rocky didn’t show any signs of helping me, so I crawled along behind him, my knees and palms dirty.


Chapter Twelve

“Please, Uncle Rocky, please don’t make me,” I begged on my hands and knees. We stood outside, and I was at his feet, crying as I looked up at him.

“It’s not my decision,” he said with a shrug. “You’ll be back once the baby comes. But you know you have to go home. You don’t belong here.”

“What do you mean?” I whined. “I love you. I’m your perfect little fuck toy, aren’t I?”

“You’re alright,” he said with a shrug. “I’m a little tired of you, to be honest. There’s a new girl who’s interested in the job. She’ll take your place until you’re ready to deliver. Then again when I send you back to Daddy.”

“But…but…”

My eyes filled with tears. It was the end of summer, and I was two months pregnant. But now Daddy was on his way to pick me up and bring me back to the city! Uncle Rocky said it was better, because I could go to a OBGYN during my pregnancy and be sure to deliver a nice, big, healthy baby. It would make it easier for me to get pregnant again after that.

I would be allowed to return when I had my baby, to come back here for a few months so Uncle Rocky could fertilize me again, but really I was supposed to live with Daddy and Brett. But I didn’t want to. After all Uncle Rocky had showed me, all we’d been through, I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving him.

Obviously, he didn’t feel the same.

“Thank God,” he muttered. A cloud of dust appeared on the horizon. “Get up.”

“No!” I wailed, throwing my arms around his legs. What would I do without Uncle Rocky to satisfy me? Who would I serve? I would have to walk the streets, begging for cock to suck and fuck…

“Get up!” Uncle Rocky spat, grabbing me under the arms and pulling me to my feet. We watched the road together, until Daddy’s car pulled up. He stopped the car and got out.

“Well,” Daddy said. “It’s been a long summer. Have you learned about being a good girl, Katie?”

I blinked, sniffling, and shrugged. I turned to Uncle Rocky, throwing my arms around him.

“Are you sure?” I whispered one last time. He pushed me off, rolling his eyes. He grabbed my suitcase, throwing it in the back.

“She’s about two months,” he said, walking over to Daddy. They shook hands. “And by now she’s pretty well trained. Shouldn’t give you any trouble.”

“Right,” Daddy said. “Can’t thank you enough, Rocky.”

“Sure,” Uncle Rocky said, and started to walk back to the house without even saying goodbye! I started to follow him, but Daddy grabbed my arm and dragged me into the car. He slammed the door shut, got in beside me, and we started down the road. I started to cry, and Daddy looked at me sympathetically.

“You really had a good summer, huh, baby girl?”

I nodded.

“I…I don’t know what I’m going to do,” I moaned. I was already itching for a fix, my pussy craving a load of cum to satisfy it for a while.

“What do you mean?” Daddy asked. I turned to him.

“Well, you know what Uncle Rocky did to me, right?” I asked. Wasn’t this Daddy’s whole plan? To get me pregnant so I would behave?

“Sure,” Daddy said. “He turned you into a perfect little breeding slave.”

I was a little shocked to hear Daddy say it like that. Daddy smiled.

“What?” He said. “Do you think I’d let Uncle Rocky have all the fun? No, baby girl. Now, get down here and show me what you’ve learned.”

Before I knew what was happening, Daddy grabbed the back of my neck and yanked me down, until my mouth was on his lap. Under his jeans, I could feel his cock, hard and throbbing. My heart fluttered with hope.

“Really, Daddy?” I said, looking up at him as I worked his zipper.

“Stop talking and suck,” Daddy ordered.

“Thank you,” I moaned, looking down at my new favorite cock and tasting it for the first time. Things were going to be alright, after all! I loved my family. What would I do without them? Daddy drove us down the road, back to the city, and I sucked him dry twice on the way. I was so grateful to be going home, where I had two men to service!
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