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A Trip to the Principal’s Office






Jana sat with her knees pressed tightly
together, waiting for the principal to arrive, not sure whether she
should be scared or excited.

Did the principal want to praise her for
something, or to punish her? She certainly couldn’t imagine that
she’d done anything wrong, and her grades were excellent.

He’d called her into the office, and then
gone outside to speak with the secretary.

She took her compact mirror out of her purse
and nervously straightened her long honey-blonde hair and checked
her makeup. It looked fine. Her big green eyes filled the mirror,
and she smiled and winked at herself.

Finally he came back into the room, and she
heard him saying goodbye to the secretary before closing the door
behind him. It was 3:15 now and school had finished for the
day.

“All right, Jana,” said Principal Stevens,
sitting down behind his desk. “How are you feeling today?” He
smiled at her. His piercing blue eyes met hers. He was a handsome
man, with thick dark hair and smooth olive skin. All the girls in
school had a crush on him. She’d only spoken to him a few times
before.

“Fine, sir. Am I … in trouble?” she asked
meekly.

“Do you feel like you deserve to be in
trouble?” he asked, still smiling.

There was something cold in the smile, she
thought. “I … no, I don’t think so.”

He looked at the file in front of him.
“Your 18th birthday was last
week,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“My birthday was last week also. I turned
43.”

“Twenty-five years older than me,” she said,
crossing her legs and folding her arms in front of herself. She had
wondered how old he was; he was certainly youthful-looking, with a
trim muscular body and only a bit of grey hair around his
temples.

“I see you’ve been paying attention in
math class, anyway. Your grades are excellent and all your teachers
say you work very hard. That’s not why you’re here. Do you have any
idea why you are
here?”

Her heart was thudding in her chest. “No,
sir, I don’t.”

He stood up and paced in front of her,
glancing down at her, his hands behind his back. He wore a grey
suit and a dark red necktie.

“Your uniform, maybe? Do you think it meets
regulations?”

She looked down at herself; the top two
buttons of her blouse were undone, and she hadn’t noticed.
Regulations were that only the first could be unbuttoned.

She felt her face growing red. “I’m sorry,
sir.”

She hurriedly began to fasten the button.

“Stop,” he said coldly. “Leave it as it
is.”

Her hands dropped into her lap again. She
couldn’t look up at him, but felt his gaze bearing down on her.

“I’m so sorry, sir. I’ll fix it if … ”

“No, leave it. You came in here, with your
blouse open enough for me to see your bra. What does that say about
you?”

She felt her face growing red. “I … It was
just an accident, sir. I didn’t notice it.”

“Look up at me, Jana.” He was standing over
her now, towering over her, so tall and broad-shouldered, his hands
on his hips.

She looked up, shyly. “I’m really sorry, it
just came open accidentally.”

“Accidentally … and what color is your bra,
Jana?”

She felt her face radiating heat. “Sir, I …
”

“Regulations in this school are for girls not
to wear colored bras, because they must wear white blouses. What
color is your bra, Jana?”

“It’s white!” she said, shocked.

“I don’t think so. It looks more pink, to
me.”

“It’s white, but it has some little red
designs on it,” she admitted. She felt the heat spreading down to
her chest, and she couldn’t look up at him anymore.

He was pacing back and forth again. “Why did
you do that, Jana? That’s two rules broken in one day. What would
your mother think?”

“She’d be very upset,” Jana said quickly. Her
mother had always warned her to be a good girl. “I wore it because
I didn’t have another clean. I work as a babysitter some days, and
my mother is very busy also, sometimes we get behind on the
laundry.”

“You don’t have boyfriends, I know. You keep
to yourself. You don’t socialize much. You’re very serious. Is your
mother proud of you?”

“Yes, she is,” Jana said, all too aware that
from his position the principal could see directly down her blouse
into her shirt, could see her ample breasts, cupped in the tight
lace white and red bra. It was one of her favorites, but she had
known she shouldn’t wear it to school.

“You live alone with your mother, if I’m not
mistaken. Immigrants from Russia, right?”

“Yes, sir. We came here five years ago. But
my father was American.”

“I saw in your file that your mother is only
36. A little younger than me. Not married?”

“No sir. My father hasn’t lived with us for
many years.”

“Your mother got pregnant at a young age, it
seems.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is that why you’re a good girl? She warned
you not to make the same mistakes she did?”

“Yes,” she said, in a small voice. She felt
herself begin to tear up. Her mother worked so hard and wanted only
the best for her daughter.

“So what would your mother think, if she knew
that you came in here, with your blouse unbuttoned, showing me your
bra?”

Jana felt tears coming to her eyes. “But I
didn’t do it on purpose, sir!”

“Just tell me. What would she think, if she
knew that you did this?”

“I didn’t mean to do it! I’ll button it back
up if you let me!” Her hands moved up to fasten the button and she
was surprised when he rather roughly pushed her hands away.

“I told you not to do that,” he said.

She looked down at her hands in her lap. She
felt the heat radiating off her, so scared, so helpless, feeling
her nipples tingle and tighten on her breasts, which felt all too
exposed.

He sat next to her on the small sofa. “Aren’t
you proud of your body, Jana?”

She couldn’t answer, looking down.

“Answer me, Jana.”

“I am,” she said. “I exercise a lot. I used
to do ballet, back in Russia.”

“Why did you stop?” he asked.

“My breasts got too big,” she said, and then
clutched her mouth in embarrassment at what she’d said.

Principal Stevens leaned back and smiled.
“You know what we call girls who like to show off their bodies, but
never go out with anybody? Never let anybody touch them?”

She looked down at her hands in her lap.

“Yes,” she said finally. “I know.”

“What’s that word, Jana?” he asked
softly.

“Tease,” she said. “The other students call
me a tease, a lot.”

“Do you think you’re a tease, Jana?” his
voice was smooth and soft.

She felt a tear roll down her hot cheek and
splash into her cleavage.

“No,” she said meekly. “I’m a good girl!”

“Does a good girl show off her breasts to the
principal, Jana?”

She shook her head back and forth.

“I know how upset your mother will be. Won’t
she be upset?”

“Yes! Very!” More tears rolled down her
cheeks.

“Then I’ll give you a choice. Either I can
call your mother and tell her what you did, or we can use corporal
punishment.”

She sniffled. “What’s corporal
punishment?”

“A spanking. It’s permitted here; your mother
signed a form allowing it.”

“But … I … ” She felt more hot tears running
down her chest into her bra. “I’m a good girl!” she said
desperately.

“That’s why I’m giving you a choice, Jana.
Don’t you see that I want to help you, here?” He stroked her long
blonde hair.

“Yes,” she said quietly. She felt the warmth
and strength radiating from him, as he sat a few inches away from
her. “I know you want to help me.”

“I do,” he said softly. “So, what’s your
choice?”

“Will it hurt,” she asked. “The spanking, I
mean?”

She felt his whole body seem to expand as a
huge smile broke out on his face. “Only a little, Jana.”

She nodded shyly, wiping tears from her eyes.
“Okay, the spanking.”

“Very well. Lie across my lap here.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her lips trembling and
the tears beginning to flow more freely now.

“Don’t cry, Jana, it will be okay.” He
stroked her hair again.

She leaned over him and moved her breasts
across his lap, feeling a thrill of heat and sensation there as
they encountered something hard there. She heard him gasp as
well.

She settled into place, her stomach across
his legs and her ass in the air, her breasts smashed against the
sofa. She continued to weep quietly, her mind whirling with
humiliation, fear, excitement.

“Are you ready, Jana?”

“Yes sir,” she said through her tears.

“You have to pull up your skirt for me,” he
said, firmly.

She reached back and bunched up her skirt
behind her.

“That’s it, Jana. Higher … a bit higher …
”

“Yes, sir,” she felt as if she was watching
herself from far away, as if she was not in control of anything
anymore. Her world had changed so completely, in such a short
time.

“Your panties are completely white, at least.
That’s good. Are you ready?”

She nodded, afraid to speak now. She clenched
her the muscles of her rear end and braced herself, feeling like
she couldn’t catch her breath.

The first smack came like a thunderclap,
sending a wave of heat and pain across her ass cheek. She cried
out.

“You can scream, Jana, this room is
soundproofed. Nobody can hear you. Nobody’s around here
anyway.”

Before she could answer, more smacks came,
and her ass felt like it was on fire. She howled, wiggling across
his lap, again aware of the heat spreading to her breasts and now
aware that there was moisture between her legs.

She felt his hand wrap in her hair, holding
her in place. “Do you like that, Jana? Are you a good girl?”

“Oh god! Please stop! It hurts!” she
begged.

“Ask me nicely,” he said.

“It hurts! Please, stop spanking me!”

“Say, ‘please, teacher, stop spanking my
ass’.”

She was shocked to hear him say the word ass.
She started to cry harder. “Okay, please, teacher, stop spanking my
ass!”

More thunderous smacks came down on the hot
tight cheeks of her burning red ass. She cried out again.

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Are you going to be a little tease?”

“No! No, I won’t!”

More spanks.

“Oh, god, why? I said no!” she begged, her
head pulled back as he twisted his hand in her hair. “You’re
hurting me!”

“You didn’t say sir,” he said, spanking her
ass harder.

“No sir! I promise I won’t be a tease! I
promise I will be a good girl! I’ll be more careful with my
uniform, I’ll wear a white bra, I won’t be a tease, PLEASE, SIR!”
she screamed.

Finally the spanks stopped. She felt his hand
on her ass still, rubbing it gently, and he was stroking her hair
as she sobbed.

“It’s okay,” he said. “You’re a good girl,
Jana, you did fine. Shhhh, shhhh. I’m proud of you.”

“Oh, god,” she moaned, wiggling back across
his lap and sitting up, crying out when her reddened ass touched
the sofa again, her skirt still bunched around her thighs, her
makeup running down her face, her hair falling into her eyes. “I’m
so sorry, sir, I’m so so sorry.”

“Shhhh,” he said. “It’s okay.” He put his arm
around her and she cried more heavily, leaning into his chest,
smelling his masculine smell. She felt her heart pounding, and her
body felt so hot, the fire in her ass spreading between her legs,
up her back, to her breasts.

“Now, I need to see your bra, before I can
let you leave,” he said softly.

“But you saw it down my shirt already,” she
sobbed. “You can see down my shirt now!”

“All of it. Come on, Jana. Be a good girl,”
he said firmly. “You promised not to be a little tease again.”

“I know, I know,” she said. She leaned away
from him, wiping her tears away.

“Don’t you want to be a good girl, Jana?
Don’t you want to take your blouse off?”

“No,” she said miserably. “I want to go home.
I’ve learned my lesson, I have,” she said, plaintively.

“I need to see your bra, all of it, and you
need to do what I tell you. You showed some of it to me when you
came in with those buttons open; you need to show me all of it. A
good girl finishes what she started, and a good girl obeys.”

“But, I didn’t understand … I can’t …” she
said, eyes down. “I didn’t mean to!”

“Are you ashamed of your body? Is that
it?”

“No … “ she whined, drawing the word out. “I
don’t know, you’ve got me all confused …”

“And a good girl obeys her principal, too.
Take off your blouse and show me the bra you wore today. It’s what
you want, isn’t it?”

Jana didn’t answer, her body trembling.

After a moment, she leaned back, facing, him,
and unbuttoned two more buttons of her shirt, opening it to show
the lacy cups of her bra. She felt her breath catch in her throat
as she did so, felt her heart speed up again.

“Like this?” she asked softly.

“Yes, Jana, just like that.” He was leaning
back, and his hand was moving in his lap now. “Good girl. Stand up,
take off your blouse.”

Closing her eyes, obeying without a protest,
she unbuttoned the white blouse, stood up and dropped in on the
floor.

She stood, breathing shallowly, almost
panting, feeling the red flush on her face and her chest radiating
heat. So hot. She was sure he could feel it even from a few feet
away.

“You like it when men look at you, don’t you,
Jana?” he asked, in a low voice.

She hesitated, then nodded.

“You know that you’re one of the most
beautiful girls in this school. Such a body … 36 C?”

“38,” she said. She had her arms crossed
below her breasts.

“You wore that bra so you could let boys look
down your shirt today, didn’t you?” he said, standing up.

She shook her head. A single tear rolled down
her cheek.

“It’s okay. You can tell me, Jana.”

“I thought it looked nice when I put it on,”
she said, opening her eyes and looking down at herself, her breasts
heaving as she struggled to control her breathing.

“It does. It does look nice. You like it when
they look down your shirt, don’t you?”

After a moment, she nodded her head
again.

“But you don’t let them touch, never.”

“No, sir.” It was true. Her mother had warned
her that touching would lead to other things.

“Very nice, Jana. You look very nice.”

“Thank you, sir. May I go now?” she
asked.

“No, not yet. You’re not really ready yet.
You haven’t really learned your lesson yet, have you?” he asked,
walking around her in a circle as she stood shyly in the center of
the room in her bra.

“I don’t know …” she said, feeling another
tear splash on her chest.

“You’re not a tease, are you?”

She shook her head violently, tossing her
honey-blonde hair. “I’m not, I’m not, stop saying that.”

“You always do what the teacher says.”

“Yes, I do,” she said, more firmly.

“Okay, take off your skirt, now,” he
commanded.

Almost panting now, knowing it was wrong, but
feeling a powerful jolt of pleasure pass through her in
surrendering, she slipped out of her skirt and let it fall to the
floor.

“How do you feel, Jana?” asked Principal
Stevens.

“This is wroooongg,” she whined.

“Don’t you feel like you deserve it?” he
asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Turn around, Jana. Show me your body.”

She obeyed without question now, raising her
arms and doing a half-ballet turn.

“You never let the boys touch you, do you?”
he asked again.

“No sir.”

“Don’t you like to be touched?”

“It’s … bad … bad things can happen.”

He laughed at that. “Bad things. Bad things
don’t happen to good girls, do they, Jana?”

He looked at here for a moment, his hand
moving between his legs. “Do you like to touch yourself?”

She shook her head again, standing still,
back straight, looking down at her breasts. She couldn’t look at
him; it was too powerful, she felt like she’d explode if she looked
at him.

“Don’t lie to me, Jana.”

“Just … sometimes. In the shower, only. How
can I wash if I don’t touch myself?” she asked, pleadingly.

“I mean, touching yourself for pleasure,
Jana. Not washing.”

She bit her lip.

“Answer me, Jana. Where do you touch yourself
for pleasure?”

“My ... “ she looked down at her chest.

“Say it.”

“This seems wrong, I … I can’t …”

She felt a stinging slap on her ass again,
and she yelped.

“On the breasts! I touch my breasts
sometimes, okay?” she said.

“Sir,” he reminded her.

“Yes, sir,” she sobbed.

“Say it again.”

“I touch my breasts for pleasure, sometimes,
sir.”

“Just the breasts? Nowhere else?”

“No, sir. Only the breasts. I don’t want to
... if I touched myself somewhere else, than I might start wanting
to ... do bad things.”

He made a sympathetic sound behind her. “Oh,
poor Jana. Such a good girl,” he said, and stroked her hair. She
leaned her head back into his hand and sighed, relieved. She was a
good girl.

She was shifting nervously from foot to foot
now, standing straight, eyes down, still almost panting, still
feeling a wetness and heat between her legs and in her belly like
she’d never experienced before.

“But nobody else has ever touched them, hmm?
Wouldn’t it feel good to be touched, Jana?”

She was trembling again. She couldn’t answer
him. God, it would feel so good.

“Answer me, Jana,” he said into her ear. She
felt the warmth and heat of him behind her, but he still wasn’t
touching her.

“It would feel good,” she said in a rush.

“Do you want to touch them?”

“No, it’s dirty, I don’t do dirty things,
it’s not safe, I’m a good girl, PLEASE. . .”

“Would you rather I touched them? Is that it?
Do you want me to touch them?”

“No, please! I can’t think, you’re …” she had
her arms crossed in front of her now, looking down at her breasts
as more tears fell.

“Do you want to touch them now?” he asked
into her ear, his warm breath on her neck.

“Yes,” she whimpered. Her breasts ached, the
nipples so hard, it was all she could do to keep her hands off
them.

“Ask me,” he said in her ear.

“Can I touch them, sir?” she whimpered.

“You may,” he said, after what seemed an
eternity.

Her hands slid up her ribcage and cupped her
breasts through the soft lacy bra, her small hands barely able to
cover them.

She sighed, breathing heavily, and after a
pause, she began squeezing them gently. She moaned, feeling herself
grow weak in the knees, feeling more tears flow down and splash on
her cleavage.

“Shhh,” said Principal Stevens. “It’s okay,
don’t cry. It’s all right.” He moved closer to her and kissed the
tears off her cheek gently.

“It’s dirty,” she said, miserably. “It’s not
safe. This isn’t right . . .”

“Do you feel like a bad girl?” he asked,
gently.

“I do,” she said.

“But you don’t want to stop, do you?” he
asked.

“Nooooooo,” she said, softly, holding her
tits firmly in both hands, and gasping for breath.

“What do you want to do, Jana?”

“Touch myself … ”

“So I can watch?”

“Yessssss …” she sighed. She was pinching her
nipples through the thin lace, now, eyes closed, her breath ragged.
It felt good, good to touch herself and good to tell the truth.

“But you never touch yourself between the
legs?” he asked, still speaking softly into her ear.

“Noooo, it’s wrong ... it’s dirty ...
something bad will happen ...” she pleaded softly.

“You’re such a good girl, Jana. Go ahead.
It’s okay. You can put your hand in your panties.”

“I … please don’t … it’s wrong, I can’t … ”
She was rubbing both breasts with one hand now while the other
stroked her stomach below her navel.

“Shh, Jana, it’s okay, you can do it, you’re
a good girl. Go ahead ...”

She let out a long, low moan as her hand
slipped into her panties and touched her clit. She gasped and
groaned loudly, and her finger slid easily into the wetness between
her legs. She was panting now; she felt a building pressure that
she was sure was probably an orgasm, though she’d never had one
before.

“Jana, Jana, what would your mother
think?”

She opened her eyes and looked around, and
saw him making a video of her with his phone.

“Oh my god! What are you doing?” She came
crashing back to reality, realizing with horror what was
happening.

He smiled cruelly at her. “How could I let a
beautiful moment like that pass without something to remember it
by?”

“Give me that!” she said, frantic, trying to
grab the phone, but he grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her
back.

“I see you haven’t learned your lesson quite
yet,” he said into her ear, holding her arms behind her back with
one arm and pulling his necktie off with the other.

“What are you doing! You can’t ...” she
struggled futilely; his grip was like iron and she had no chance of
escape. “Let me go! Please!”

He tied her hands firmly together with his
necktie, and then pushed her down on the sofa, raising the camera
again to take another video.

“Please don’t!” she begged. “Don’t take
pictures of me! What are you doing! I don’t want anyone to see me
like this …” She was crying and sobbing frantically now.

He moved to his desk and removed a pair of
scissors.

“What are you going to do with that?” she
said. “Please, don’t hurt me!”

She struggled to extract her arms from the
tie; her breasts jiggled in the bra, her shoulders held back by the
bonds.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said
soothingly. “Sit up straight, Jana, and don’t move.”

She sat very still, breathless, watching him,
panting.

“This bra does not meet regulations, Jana,”
he said. “I’m going to have to confiscate it.” He slipped the blade
of the scissors under one shoulder strap of the bra and snipped it
apart.

“OH NO!” she cried. “Please, don’t! Oh no, no
no no … ” But she was so hot now that she felt her voice fading
away to gasps.

Stroking the bulge between his legs, he
snipped the other shoulder strap. “Now sit very still,” he said,
and she did so, weeping silently, as he inserted the scissors
between the cups of the bra and sliced it apart. It fell away, her
breasts bursting free.

“Shh, it’s okay, don’t cry,” he said, kissing
her tears away. She couldn’t help it, her sobbing worse than
before. She tried to turn her head away from him and he picked her
up – easily – and carried her to his desk, and laid her across
it.

“I cleared my desk just for you today, Jana,”
he said.

His hands fell to her breasts, his large
hands enfolding them and squeezing. She gasped and moaned, bit her
lips, as his head fell down and he was kissing between her breasts,
over the pale slopes, and finally sucking and licking the very hard
nipples.

“Oh, god, please, sir, please … please suck
them … please …” Her head was thrown back and her back was arched,
her arms pinned beneath her.

“You’re not going to tease anymore, are you
Jana?” he asked

Barely able to get the words out, she gasped,
“No, never, I won’t tease anymore, never again, I’m a good girl,”
she was aware that she was moaning loudly as his mouth covered her
breasts. “Oh, god, please, please, please . . .”

“Please what?” he asked, raising his head
from her breasts. “Please what, you little slut?”

“I’m not a little slut,” she said, weakly,
moaning and writhing as he pulled her legs apart and held them.
“Please, no, I’m not a little tease, no, no, I’m not a tease . .
.”

He reached down and ripped her white panties
off, and then forced them into her mouth, stifling her begging and
pleading.

He buried his face between her legs, forcing
his tongue into her slick shaved pussy.

She moaned into the panties that were gagging
her, closing her eyes, feeling the pressure between her legs
growing and struggling and writhing as he held her legs apart and
licked and sucked at her clit.

“Mmmm! Urrnnnh! Hhhhhnmmmm!” The pressure was
building and the heat spreading; when she felt his finger tickle
her asshole, she bucked and spasmed and realized she’d had her
first orgasm. Everything went dark for a moment.

She felt a light slap on her face, and the
panties were being removed from her mouth, and she gasped for air,
breathless, tears rolling from her eyes.

“Please,” she said, quietly “Please, please.
. .” She struggled weakly but her arms felt like they’d gone numb
beneath her.

“You know what’s next, Jana,” he said. He
unzipped his trousers and removed his cock. She’d never even seen
one before outside of biology books and on statues in museums. They
never looked like that!

“No, no, please, I’m not a tease, I’m a good
girl, I can’t, it’s too big, please, please,” she begged.

“Don’t you want it?” he asked, sweetly.

“Yes, I do, but …”

He was between her legs now, rubbing his
swollen cock against the lips of her pussy. She felt so slick and
wet down there. “Oh, god, oh please ... “ she moaned, bucking
forward, involuntarily, trying to scoot forward on the desk, her
shoulders aching and hands numb from being tied up. “Oh god, I want
it, please, I want it ...”

He smiled and stroked her face. “Such a good
girl,” he said tenderly, as he drove his cock slowly into her. Her
hymen gave way suddenly, and she cried out in pain and pleasure as
he went inside of her.

“Oh, please, please, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes
… ” she whimpered helplessly and he filled her. She could hardly
breathe.

“You like that, huh? Not a little tease. Not
anymore.”

“No, please, no, I’m not a tease, I’ll never
tease anymore!” she said, bucking her hips against him as he pulled
her onto his cock. So much pressure and heat, she felt like she was
going to burst apart.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll never tell
anybody about this. I’ll never tell anybody you undressed and
touched yourself in my office,” he said.

“Thank you, sir!” she cried out, tears
spilling from her eyes and her breath coming fast and hard as she
felt the pressure of another building orgasm

“I’ll never show anybody that video, either,
if you’re a good girl,” he said, holding her tits in both hands as
he thrust into her, faster and faster, harder and deeper.

She cried out as another orgasm burned
through her, aware that lewd, incomprehensible noises were coming
from her. “Oh, god, I’m such a slut, I’m such a bad girl,” she
heard herself say.

He pulled out of her, stroking his cock.

“I don’t want to get you pregnant, my good
girl,” he said, bending down to kiss her on the lips. She kissed
him back hungrily, thrusting her tongue out, his mouth still slick
with her pussy juices.

“Thank you sir,” she gasped.

He grabbed her by the hair and said, “Open
wide. Make sure to keep your teeth away from it, okay? Cover your
teeth with your lips. I know you’ve never done this before. Are you
a good girl?”

“Yes, I’m a good girl,” she said, opening her
mouth obediently.

“You want to suck it? You don’t want to get
pregnant, do you?”

“No, no, I don’t, yes, please, I’ll take it
in my mouth, I will, I won’t tell. . .”

He slipped his cock slowly into her mouth,
while his hand slid back down between her legs and began rubbing
her clit delicately.

She was soon vibrating with pleasure, gasping
around his cock, raising her hips against his hand as he fucked her
mouth.

“Very good, Jana,” he gasped, himself
beginning to shake, thrusting into her face. “Oh, god, Jana, yes,
yes, yes, yes yes . . ..” He stopped tickling her clit and thrust
two fingers into her.

He cried out as he came, and her mouth was
suddenly full of hot salty fluid, and she felt her body vibrating
as she had a third orgasm, her body burning, bucking and spasming,
his cock pulling out and spilling hot cum all over her chin and
cheeks.

Everything went dark again. She was panting,
barely conscious. She was only vaguely aware of him rolling her on
her side and untying her hands.

“You were very good, Jana.” He said, putting
his cock back in his trousers.

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly, curling into the
fetal position on the desk.

“I’ll keep the bra and panties, and the video
of course.” He gathered them from the floor.

“Yes, sir,” she said softly. She felt
changed. Something was gone that would never come back.

But at the same time, she’d never felt
anything so pleasurable as those orgasms. Absolutely nothing. She
knew she’d need to experience that again, soon.

He was putting his suit jacket and tie back
on, admiring himself in the mirror.

“I think we can do this every Friday, from
now on,” he said.

“Yes, sir. I’d like that.” She considered
that now that she had some experience, maybe she could make HIM beg
for it, next time.

She got dressed and left.

A whole new life had opened to her. And while
she’d lost her control in there, she thought maybe she knew some
ways to get it back. She might start with Principal Stevens’s son.
Or his stepdaughter.

She walked out into a different world.






(The story of
Jana continues in Jana’s Journey, Part Two: A Trip to the
Nightclub, available now on
Smashwords.)

Or read the entire saga of
Jana and the Principal here: Jana’s Journey: The Complete Collection







AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION






Resisting one sexy barely-legal teenage school girl might
have been possible.

But resisting two?

They came back to the room, which also served
as my office, after class, at 4:00pm. I’d written them up for using
their telephones in class, and told them they’d get detention for
it.

Valeria was Russian; her family had come to
America five years ago. She was tall and slim, with long blond
hair, big green eyes, and smooth white skin.

Gabriella was American by birth, but her
mother was Venezuelan and her father was from Kenya; she had long
curly dark hair, and was shorter than Valeria but more curvaceous.
Her skin had a lovely golden cocoa color.

They were both eighteen – they’d be
graduating soon – and were two of the hottest girls in class, and
they certainly knew it. Not that there were many men around to
appreciate them, at this all-female academy.

They both wore their uniforms, in accordance
with regulations; plaid skirts – past the knee, of course – and
white blouses, with a necktie with the school insignia. And white
socks with their plain flat brown shoes.

They came into the room as confident as a
couple of lionesses.

“Teacher!” pouted Valeria, sitting on the
edge of my desk. “We’re so upset that you gave us detention!”

“Well,” I said, pushing back in my chair and
considering them. “You did something wrong, and you get punished.
That’s the way the world works.”

“But detention! Sitting in the library for
two hours after school? It’s awful!” complained Gabriella.

“Yeah, we weren’t doing anything! Really! I
was just sending Gabriella a picture that I made last night. Do you
want to see it?”

She put her Iphone on my desk, a picture on
the screen; it was a picture of her in pink lace bra and panties,
posing on her bed, nibbling on a school pen.

I looked at it, and then at her.
“Really, Valeria. Sexting? You might get two days of detention.”

She smiled at me. “Sexting? What sexting! I
just wanted to show Gabriella the new underwear that I bought in
the city yesterday. It’s nice, isn’t it? Don’t you like it?”

“It’s nice,” I admitted. “You remember that
it’s against regulations to wear colored underwear with your white
blouse, though, I hope.”

She smiled at me then pulled off her necktie,
standing in front of my desk. “Oh, I follow the rules, teacher. You
want to see?” Valeria deftly opened the first button of her blouse
and toyed with the second. “Hmm, sir? Do you want to check, and
make sure my bra is the right color?”

Gabriella removed her tie also. “Mine, too
sir. Do you want to see mine? We follow the rules!”

“Well,” I said, throat dry and my
erection already starting to swell. “I don’t know, taking off your
uniforms, that would definitely
be against regulations.” I pushed my chair back from my desk
to appreciate these two gorgeous young creatures.

Valeria made a pouty noise. “Well I don’t
have to take it off, I can just open it a little … ” she opened the
second button and leaned over, putting her arms on my desk, cupping
her breasts between her arms and looking at me with those big green
eyes as she displayed the beautiful firm pale cleft of her
cleavage.

Gabriella moved closer to Valeria and said,
“Don’t take all of his time up, you show off! He has to check mine,
too!” She opened her blouse even further than Valeria – the second
and third buttons -- and bent over to show her golden breasts and
the white lace bra in which they were held.

“Well, girls … I uh, I’m not sure we’re
following regulations here …” My heart was thudding and I felt
light-headed.

Valeria stood up, pulling her blouse closed
but not buttoning it. “Oh, regulations! I know, there are so many
of them. It’s hard to keep from breaking them.”

Gabriella also stood up and pointed at
Valeria. “In fact, she has on black panties today. I know the
school rules don’t specifically address the color of our panties,
but it kind of suggests that
we need to wear white. To match the bras, I mean.”

“Well, I think you have freedom, on that
issue,” I said, feeling myself start to sweat.

Valeria and Gabriella smiled at each
other.

“Did you hear that, Val?” Gabriella said.
“Your black panties are okay!”

“Anyway,” said Valeria, looking me in
the eye. “It’s not fair, is it? Are there rules about what kind of
underwear the teachers have
to wear?”

“No,” I admitted. “But you’re the students,
and that’s just the way it is ...”

“Well, you’re not so much older than us, are
you?” asked Gabriella, stepping around the desk and moving closer
to me.

“I’m 29,” I said.

“So you remember what it was like to be 18,”
said Valeria, moving around to my other side. “To be young and full
of energy.”

“Yeah! Life is so full of … distractions … at
this age!” said Gabriella.

“Well, anyway, ladies, I told you not to use
your phones in class, and you were doing it.” I tried to take a
stand. “If you think coming in here and flashing your breasts at me
is enough to get me to cancel that … “

They were both standing close to me, on
either side of my desk chair, and I could practically feel the body
heat coming off of them.

“Oh but sir!” said Valeria. “No, we didn’t
come here for that!” She stepped backwards.

“No sir!” said Gabriella. “We know we need to
be punished. But we were thinking, detention, it’s just so boring!
And it takes so long. Can’t we do something that could be over more
quickly?” She moved away also.

“For example?” I asked.

Valeria leaned over my desk again and
displayed the cleavage between her beautiful young firm breasts
again and the white smooth satin bra that encased them.

“Spanking,” said Valeria, finally, batting
her huge wet eyes at me, unsmiling.

“You girls know that corporal punishment is
not allowed at this academy,” I said, weakly.

“Oh, yes sir!” said Valeria. “I know, a big
strong man spanking little girls like us? That would be totally
inappropriate!”

“Absolutely! Your big hands on our soft
little bottoms? It’s unthinkable,” said Gabriella, mockingly.

The two of them were circling me and my desk
like vultures, now.

Finally Valeria came closer to me, leaning
down to speak in my ear. “We think we should spank each other.”

I just looked at them, and it must have been
a stunned look, because they both laughed.

“No, really sir!” said Valeria. “Don’t worry,
I’ll spank her hard!”

“Yeah!” said Gabriella. “I won’t have
any mercy. I will spank her ass until it’s red!”

“We’ll do it right here,” said Valeria, and
leaned over my desk so that I could see her cleavage again and so
her ass was right in position for Gabriella to spank.

I tried to speak, knowing I should protest,
but knowing that I was never going to.

“You might want to stand up, or move your
chair a little, sir, so that you can see … so that you know that
I’m not taking it easy on her.”

“I can see fine from here,” I said, looking
at Valeria’s tits. She was just smiling at me -- a small, knowing
smile.

“Are you ready to take your medicine,
Valeria?” Gabriella said kindly, pulling Valeria’s plaid skirt
up.

I had to stand up and see that; indeed,
Valeria’s small string panties were black, and her legs and
heart-shaped ass were every bit as beautiful and flawless and firm
as the rest of her.

“All right,” said Valeria, licking her lips
and closing her eyes.

Gabriella’s small hand slapped down on
Valeria’s ass, eliciting a gasp from Valeria.

“Is that all right sir, or should I do it
harder?” asked Gabriella.

“Harder,” I whispered.

Her hand flashed down on Valeria’s ass again,
and there was a louder crack this time, and this time Valeria let
out a little cry, then bit her full bottom lip and moaned.

“Is that good, sir?” asked Gabriella.

“Yes,” I said. “That’s just right.”

“Should I hit her again? How many licks does
she get?”

“Uh,” I said, breathlessly. “I don’t know,
really, how many do you think she deserves?”

“Oh, maybe ten? How about you, Val? How many
do you think you deserve?”

“At least ten,” she said.

“Ten more, or ten total?” asked
Gabriella.

“Ten more,” I said. They both smiled at
me.

“Ready, Val?” said Gabriella, and smacked
Valeria’s ass again, harder, and then harder again, and now she was
really putting her weight into the spanks, and then a few more and
the loud smacks echoed through the room as Valeria stifled her
cries.

“Ohhh,” said Valeria. “How many is that?”

“That’s eight,” said Gabriella. “Four more.
Come here, look sir! Her ass is nice and red.”

I stood up, mindful of the huge erection that
was now very evident in my khakis, and saw that Valeria’s
ivory-pale ass now had some bright red highlights.

“Yes,” I said. “Very good, Gabriella. You’re
doing a good job.”

Valeria now had her chest flat on the desk
and purred, “Yes, Gabriella, I agree, you’re doing a very good
job.”

I sat back in my desk chair and looked
Valeria in the eye. “Are you going to break rules again,
Valeria?”

“No, sir!” she said. “But I have four more
spanks coming, and I’m afraid I’ll make too much noise. Can I suck
on your finger while she spanks me?”

“I don’t think that’s appropriate, as we
discussed. I’m not allowed to touch the students under any
circumstances.”

“Even an emergency?”

“Well . . .” I considered. “I suppose,
in an emergency.” This was certainly an emergency – I felt like I
was going to have a heart attack if I didn’t touch her. “You could suck your own
fingers,” I suggested.

 

“I can’t suck my own fingers, my fingernails
are too long,” she pouted.

I extended my hand and she took my index
finger in her wet mouth, rolling her tongue around it and
tightening her lips around it. I couldn’t help but moan.

“Ready Val?” said Gabriella eagerly, and drew
her arm back and gave Valeria four more hard spanks, putting a lot
of energy into it.

Valeria moaned and gurgled around my finger,
her tongue dancing around it. When she finally released my wet
finger, I felt like I was about to cum in my pants.

“All right,” said Gabriella, bending down
over the desk and assuming the position, again cupping her breasts
between her elbows and eyeing the bulge in my pants, which I was
now unable to keep from stroking.

Valeria was looking at me. “Aren’t you going
to give her your finger, sir? We don’t want anybody to hear
us!”

“I suppose we don’t,” I said hoarsely.

I put the first finger of my other hand in
Gabriella’s mouth. She moaned and ran her tongue around it, as
Valeria had done; but then she opened her mouth, took my hand and
inserted both my ring finger and middle finger in her mouth.

“Ready?” asked Valeria, pulling Gabriella’s
skirt up around her waist. “No problem here, sir; Gabriella’s
panties are white. She likes white lace, don’t you Gabriella?”

Gabriella nodded and made an affirmative
sound around my two fingers she was sucking.

Indicating the bulge in my crotch, Valeria
said, “Sir, don’t worry if this turns you on. The school counselor
tells me that it’s perfectly natural to get a bit excited at times
like this.”

I just nodded, both ashamed and more aroused
than I’d ever been in my life.

Valeria raised her hand and brought it down
hard on Gabriella’s ass, and Gabriella gurgled and took my fingers
so far into her mouth that she gagged.

“Should I spank her the same? Is twelve times
enough?”

I could only nod now; I was getting close to
cumming, rubbing myself through my khakis.

Valeria swatted Gabriella’s ass three more
times, putting just as much force into it as Gabriella had. Even
muffled by my fingers, Gabriella was moaning more loudly than
Valeria had.

“Gabby likes to be spanked, doesn’t she?”
said Valeria, sweetly, stroking Gabriella’s long dark hair.

Gabriella spit my fingers out of her mouth
and was looking up at me, eyes moist with tears and glazed with
lust. “Sirrr,” she whined. “Give it to me, please, let me suck your
cock while she spanks me …”

“I can’t,” I said, but felt my prostate
starting to spasm and knew that I needed relief, and that the rules
didn’t matter anymore.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock.
Gabriella opened her mouth eagerly, like a baby bird, and closed
her eyes as she took my engorged cock between her full lips and
into her perfect wet mouth, meeting it with her lively tongue.

I cried out in pleasure, and Valeria was
watching us closely and as the cock went into Gabriella’s mouth,
Valeria’s hand flashed down again, eliciting another cry from
Gabriella, now muffled by my cock.

With the six remaining spanks meeting the six
thrusts into Gabriella’s hot wet mouth, I came with a cry of
anguished pleasure, feeling like I was unloading from the very
bottom of my body and soul.

Gabriella eagerly took every drop in her
mouth.

Valeria made a happy sound, watching us
closely, and then bent down to kiss Gabriella, sticking her tongue
into that mouth that was full of my semen. The two moaned and
kissed hard over my desk for a moment as I collapsed, breathless,
into my desk chair.

But they weren’t finished with me.

They both stood up, as if they’d rehearsed
it, and picked up their discarded neckties and began tying them
around my forearms, binding me to the chair.

“Girls!” I said, still trying to catch my
breath from the powerful orgasm I’d had. “What are you …?”

They both tied my arms down with bow knots
and smiled at me. I suppose I could have ripped my arms free – if
I’d really wanted to.

Valeria put her arms around Gabriella’s
waist, and snuggled close to her, both of them smiling tauntingly
down at me.

“We know you’re not allowed to touch the
students, sir, so we want to help you resist temptation,” explained
Gabriella, and planted another kiss on Valeria’s full lips, their
tongues intertwining.

I just gasped and tried again to make a
feeble protest. “Girls, this isn’t …”

“Not what?” said Valeria, bending down and
rubbing her nose against mine. “Not allowed? You didn’t touch
us!”

“A cock in my mouth, isn’t that touching?”
asked Gabriella, innocently.

“No, I don’t think oral sex is specifically
addressed in the school rules,” said Valeria. Valeria and Gabriella
were unbuttoning their blouses now, and I could see their white
bras and full breasts more fully now.

“Don’t take your shirt off, Val!” said
Gabriella. “That would be against the regulations.”

“Oh, I know,” said Valeria, holding her shirt
open with both hands. “See, sir? All white.”

Gabriella stood behind Valeria and snuggled
up to her, cupping Valeria’s breasts from behind. “What do you
think, sir? White enough?”

“Definitely,” I gasped.

“Her skin’s nice and white too, isn’t it?”
said Gabriella, fanning one hand down to stroke Valeria’s flat
stomach.

“Very,” I said.

“Do you like her tits, sir? It’s a shame you
can’t touch them, they really feel nice ... so firm to the touch
…”

“Yeah,” I croaked, “A terrible shame.”

Still feeling Valeria’s tits, Gabriella said,
“I can feel her nipples right through the bra, sir, I think she’s
excited.”

“I am,” said Valeria, her voice quavering
with pleasure, and leaned her head back to kiss Gabriella.

“Is it okay if I pull her bra straps down and
play with her nipples, sir?” asked Gabriella sweetly.

I could only nod. In my lap, my cock was
starting to stir again, without even being touched.

“It’s okay, Gaby, I think the rules don’t
address nipples, either,” said Valeria, moaning as Gabriella pulled
the cups of her bra down and teased the big stiff pink nipples.

“I have such sensitive nipples, sir, oh it
turns me on so much when she touches them,” groaned Valeria. “Even
more than when she spanks me. Does that make me a bad girl?”

“Oh no,” I said hurriedly. “It’s perfectly
natural, Valeria.”

“Did you hear that, Gabriella? The teacher
thinks I’m a good girl,” purred Valeria.

“Well, you know . . he put some things in our
mouths, maybe we should put something nice in his mouth?” asked
Gabriella, gently pinching Valeria’s nipples between her thumb and
forefingers.

“Oh, I’d like that,” said Valeria. “How about
you sir?”

“Yes,” I said, gasping.

“Like an apple for the teacher,” said
Gabriella.

“Except it’s a nipple for the teacher,” said
Valeria. She moved forward and pulled up her skirt and sat down on
my left leg, straddling it. I could feel the exhilarating feverish
warmth in her crotch as her legs wrapped around mine, the heat
behind her panties on top of my thigh.

She pulled her shirt open and arched her
back, then put her hands under her breasts and presented them to
me.

“What do you think sir? Do you want to suck
her tits?” asked Gabriella, pulling up her skirt and straddling my
other leg.

“Yes,” I whispered, and Valeria pressed her
breasts forward, the left one tantalizingly close to my mouth and
then pulled back.

“Yes what?” asked Valeria sweetly.

“Yes, I want to suck your tits, Valeria,” I
said, and then she pulled my head and mouth against her breast and
gasped in pleasure as my tongue and lips met with her hard pink
nipple.

“Does that feel good, Val?” asked Gabriella.
“It looks like it feels good …”

Valeria pulled my head against her other
breast, and I eagerly tongued and sucked her other nipple.

“Oh yeah,” murmured Valeria, throwing her
head back. “It feels really good. He’s got a talented tongue.”

“Awww,” said Gabriella. “Look, he’s hard
again … “and I felt her small cool hand wrap gently around my
rapidly-swelling cock.

I gasped into Valeria’s breasts, opening my
mouth wide and seeing how much of her tit I could force in there.
Valeria was grinding her crotch against my leg now, and I felt the
heat and the moisture through the fabric of my khakis, as I could
feel the edge of her bra cup digging into my chin.

“Hey!” said Gabriella. “What about me?” she
pouted.

I looked at her; she had her blouse pulled
open also, and she smiled at me as she released the clasp between
the lacy cups of her bra and her breasts sprang free, the nipples
small and brown but just as hard as Valeria’s. “Now I hope I’m not
breaking the rules, sir,” she said, covering her own breasts with
her hands. “I didn’t remove my uniform or my bra! I just opened
it.”

Valeria pouted. “I don’t have any bras that
open in the front. Should I buy one, sir?”

“I kind of like the way your bra looks pulled
down around your tits like that, actually,” I said.

Now it was Gabriella’s turn to pout. “Don’t
you like my bra, sir? Don’t you like my body?” She arched her back
and cupped her bare breasts, rubbing her own nipples with her
thumbs.

“Yes, you’re a good student,” I said as I
moved my head towards her tits. She moved her hands and I attacked
her breasts with my mouth, my tongue flickering over her nipples.
My arms were straining against the bonds now, desperate to touch
them, both of them, either of them.

“Suck them, sir, don’t be afraid to bite a
little,” she lectured me. “I’m not as sensitive as Valeria; I like
to be bitten a little.”

I gently sank my teeth into her nipple until
she cried out, “Yes!”

Valeria took my cock away from Gabriella.
“You have to share, Gabriella! You’re getting all the fun today,”
Valeria pouted.

Valeria’s head bobbed down and I felt the
exquisite wetness of her tongue encircling my penis. I moaned
loudly, helplessly, into Gabriella’s tits.

Valeria sucked my cock only briefly, and then
her head came up. “Why didn’t you tell me he had such a sweet cock,
Gaby?” she asked.

“I thought you could taste it on my lips,”
said Gabriella, and the two of them tongue-kissed again, their
breasts pressing together around my face.

Then Gabriella pushed me back in the chair,
pulling my tie open and unbuttoning the blue shirt I was
wearing.

“He sucked our nipples so well, don’t you
think we should suck his?” asked Gabriella.

“I don’t know. Some guys don’t like that. Do
you like that, teacher?” asked Valeria.

“Yes,” I said, almost whimpering. “Yes, I
like it.”

“And do you want it?” asked Gabriella,
teasingly. She’d unbuttoned my shirt now and opened it up.

“Yeah,” I said, panting. “Please, I want
it.”

Gabriella moved her head down and kissed the
center of my chest, and then began using her tongue gently on my
left nipple, like a cat lapping milk. I shivered and moaned. At the
same time, Valeria got back down on her knees and was sliding my
cock in and out of her mouth with exquisite careful slowness.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

“Hear that Gabriella?” asked Valeria,
standing up. “He’s praying. Isn’t it illegal to pray in school?”
she asked.

“I think so, Valeria,” said Gabriella,
pulling away from me and standing up. “He’s a bad boy.”

“I get to be first, Gaby,” said Valeria. “You
got to swallow his cum, I get to fuck him first.”

She pulled her plaid skirt up around her
waist, and pulled her little black string panties out of the way.
Her pussy was completely shaved. She rubbed her finger against her
own moist slit, and moaned as she straddled me, her plaid skirt
pooling around us.

“No, girls, this isn’t right …” I complained.
I made a brief show of struggling with the bonds that still tied my
arms to the chair.

“I think he needs something in his mouth
again, Gaby,” said Valeria as she straddled my lap and took my
swollen cock in her hand and rubbed it against the wet lips of her
pussy; this elicited simultaneous groans from the two of us.

Gaby put two fingers into my mouth as Valeria
mounted me; my cock sank into Valeria’s sublimely tight and wet
pussy with cry of pleasure from Valeria and a stifled moan from me.
Gabriella’s long fingernails were hard and cold in my mouth, an
alien yet erotic sensation.

Gabriella removed her fingers and briefly
touched her nipples with them, and then dipped them into her white
panties, where they worked busily.

I was bucking my hips, thrusting as Valeria
rode me.

“Sir,” she said, “I told you my nipples are
so sensitive, can you please suck them again and make me cum?” she
begged in a liquid voice.

I buried my face in her breasts again,
licking, sucking and finally biting, and she threw her head back
and began moaning hungrily and bucking harder on my cock.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she finally cried, biting her
lips, trembling as she had an orgasm.

“My turn! My turn!” said Gabriella, eagerly,
pulling her panties to the side of her pussy – she had a little
dark landing strip, I saw -- as Valeria carefully stepped off me
and stood up; Gabriella was in my lap and again I cried out in
pleasure as Gabriella’s hot wet pussy engulfed my cock.

I was starting to shake uncontrollably now as
Gabriella clutched my head to her tits, bouncing up and down
energetically in my lap, pumping my cock inside of her. Valeria was
standing behind Gabriella and she reached around and began
squeezing Gabriella’s breasts, pushing them into my face as I
sucked them. Then she reached down and touched Gabriella’s clit,
causing Gabriella to mewl with pleasure.

Gabriella, too, seemed to orgasm in a matter
of minutes, trembling and throwing her head back. Clearly the two
girls had enjoyed their little games a great deal.

“AHHHHHHHH,” I started to feel like I was
going to explode. Gabriella hurriedly climbed out of my lap, and
both girls got on their knees and kissed and sucked my cock
together, like two puppies fighting over a chew toy, and then my
ears were ringing and I could hardly breathe and hot waves passed
through me and when I finally ejaculated it felt like my heart had
stopped.

I think I might even have passed out for a
moment; they were kissing the semen off each other’s lips when I
finally caught my breath and looked up at them.

They just smiled at me as they untied my arms
and began buttoning their blouses back up and straightening their
skirts.

“So, have we served enough detention for one
day, sir?” asked Gabriella.

I said that I thought they had, but we made
arrangements for another detention session the next week.

“Following the rules is important, you’ve
certainly taught us that, sir,” said Valeria and winked at me as
the two of them walked out of the classroom, arm in arm.






The story of Gabriella and Valeria continues
in:

After School Detention 2: The Nurses
Office












THE GARDENER AND THE TEASE

“You’re not supposed to be in here,” said
Karen as she sauntered into the billiard room.

Mark took his shot, sinking the 6 ball in the
corner pocket, and then straightened and looked at her. “Oh really.
Why not?”

“Daddy wouldn’t like it. You’re just a
gardener, you’re not supposed to be in the house.”

He regarded her coolly. She was dressed in a
white spaghetti-strap top and a short black skirt. She wore no bra,
and her firm high breasts were prominent and her nipples were
visible through the thin fabric. It was the middle of the day, but
she was wearing high heels.

“Well, it’s a good thing he’s not here then.
Daddy wouldn’t like the way you’re dressed, either,” said Mark,
smiling at her disdainfully.

“Listen to you talk,” she said, moving closer
to him. “You’re dressed for the garden and you’re in your boss’s
house playing pool.” He was wearing khaki cargo shorts and a blue
sleeveless t-shirt.

“I left my boots outside. And he’s not my
boss. I’m self-employed, you know? I’m my own boss. ”

“You act like you’re a big shot,” she
said.

“I just got out of the army and I like
working outside,” he said. He bent down and lined up another shot
and sank it.

“Well why don’t you go outside then?” she
said saucily.

“I’m taking a break,” he said.

“That doesn’t mean you can come in the house
when Daddy’s not here,” she said. She was standing about five feet
from him now, her arms held behind her back, breasts pointing
towards him.

“Why, were you looking for me outside? Going
to do some more sunbathing? You want to show off your body to me
some more?”

“Hmmmf,” she said. “You shouldn’t look at me
when I’m sunbathing like that. It’s my house, I can sunbathe where
I want to.” The previous week, she had been sunbathing topless by
the pool when Mark arrived. She’d languidly covered her breasts
with her hands as he trimmed the flower beds next to the pool.

“It’s not your house, is it? It’s your
daddy’s house. Funny how you always come out to sunbathe when I’m
here,” Mark pointed out.

She toyed with a lock of hair with one
finger. “I like to work on my tan, that’s all. Don’t talk to me
like that.”

“Talk to you like what?”

“Talk to me like I’m … “ she let the sentence
trail off.

“Like you’re a little tease?”

“I am not!” she said, moving a little closer
to him. “Now, I mean it, you have to get out of here.”

“It’s okay, little tease, if you want to show
off your body to me, you can do it here in the air-conditioning.
It’s pretty hot out there today.” He straightened up and turned
towards her, smiling, and moved a little closer to her. They were
less than three feet apart now.

She turned slightly away from him, crossing
her arms under her breasts, looking down. “I’m not a little tease,
don’t talk to me like that. I mean it.”

“Or what? Or you’ll tell daddy?”

“Yes!” she pouted, still looking down. She
turned sideways to him, rocking her body back and forth a
little.

“You’ll tell daddy that you were in here
teasing me and showing off your body, and I was mean to you?”

“Yes! I mean … no! I’m not teasing you, why
are you saying that?” she said, still pouting and looking down.

“Are you kidding me? Look at that top you’re
wearing. You might as well just take it off, because I can see your
tits clearly. Look at how hard your nipples are.”

“Don’t talk to me like that!” she said again,
turning towards him. “I just thought I looked nice in this top, I’m
not trying to tease you.”

“Oh, you look nice all right. Why are your
nipples so hard?”

“Maybe you’re just a pervert who likes to
look at young girls, did you ever think of that, hmm?” she said,
looking at him. “How old are you, anyway?”

“Twenty-nine.”

“I’m only eighteen.”

“That’s legal anywhere in the United States.
Some places, you’re already legal for several years. Anyway
exhibitionism is illegal, too, did you ever think of that? Little
rich teases who show themselves off for everybody to see.”

“Shut up!” she whined. She looked into his
dark eyes, then looked away again. “I’m not trying to tease
you.”

“You didn’t answer me, why are your nipples
so hard?”

“You’re very crude!”

“It’s not an answer. I guess it’s the
air-conditioning, hmmm?” he reached over and put his arm around her
waist. “Want me to put my arm around you and warm you up,
hmmm?”

She didn’t move, and raised her eyes to look
at him again. “Stop talking to me like that, about nipples and
stuff. It’s not polite. You’re just a gardener.”

“Yeah? And you’re just a rich little brat and
a tease.”

“I am not!” she said, her lips still pursed,
pouting, looking up at him from under a lock of stray hair. “I’m
not a little tease. All the girls wear tops like this. It’s not
teasing.” She turned towards him and laid her hand on the arm that
was encircling her waist. Their breathing quickened.

“And what about showing me your tits last
week, hmm?”

“I didn’t,” she said firmly. “I just wanted
to have an even tan. See?” she pulled one of the straps of her top
down to show him that there was no tan line, and then she pulled it
back into place.

“I’ve seen you. You really like to oil
yourself up when I’m around, too.” He moved closer, tightening the
grip around her waist, and she didn’t resist.

“I have to protect my skin,” she said, moving
a little closer. One of her breasts brushed against his chest, and
then she moved back a little. “My skin is very sensitive, that
doesn’t make me a tease.”

“And last week, you started feeling your own
tits when I was there.”

“I didn’t!” she said, putting a hand on his
chest and pushing backwards, as he tightened his grip around her
waist and then added the other arm. “I was just covering them, I
didn’t want you to see my …”

“Your tits?”

“My breasts!”

“Then why did you come in here dressed like
this today? With your nipples showing through? Don’t you want me to
see them?” he asked sweetly, pulling her closer at the waist. She
put her hands on his chest and pushed backwards, feeling his big
hard pectoral muscles.

“No,” she whined. “I’ll go put on a bra now,”
she said. “I’m not a tease.”

He pulled the strap off her shoulder, and
then tried to pull it down over her breast; she grabbed it and
slipped it back into place. He grabbed the other strap and gently
tugged it down, and she pulled it back into place also, shifting
closer to him.

“Okay, what color bra do you want to wear for
me? Black and lacy? Or your blue one is nice. Although I also like
that purple one.”

“You’re been watching me undress?” she asked.
“I should tell daddy.”

“You left your window open so I could watch
you undress, didn’t you?”

“I just forget to close the blinds!” she
said. He was pulling her closer so that their pelvises were
touching now, and she put her hands on his trim hard waist. “I
closed the window when I remembered,” she said, looking in his
eyes.

“Yeah, you stripped down to your little bra
and panties and then you closed the window,” he said. “Just teasing
the gardener, that’s all. Little rich slut.”

“I’m not!” she said, squirming in his grip
and grinding her pelvis against his.

“No? Just a tease?”

“Nooooo,” she whined.

“Look at how hard your nipples are. You want
to show them to me, hmmm? Show me that you don’t have any tan
lines.”

“Noooo,” she said again, pushing harder. “Let
me go! I’ll tell daddy.”

“Tell daddy what? Tell daddy that you were
showing off your body for the gardener, and he grabbed you?”

“Yes!” she said.

“I’d like to hear that. ‘Daddy, I’m such a
little tease that the gardener finally grabbed me!’ You know he
doesn’t like you wearing those slutty clothes. I’ve heard him
scolding you.”

She made a pouty noise, and she looked away.
“I’m not a slut,” she said. “I’ve never even been with a boy!”

“No? Have you had anybody suck your nipples
before?”

“Stop talking like that!” she said again,
pushing harder against his chest as he raised her and sat her ass
on the pool table. “Stop talking like that and let me go! I’m not a
tease or a slut!”

“If you’re not a tease, you need to show me
your tits then.”

“Why?” she whined. “I’m not a slut, I told
you. Only sluts do things like that.”

“You showed me your tits last week. Does that
mean you’re a slut? Or are you just a tease, who shows a guy her
tits once but not again? And won’t let him kiss her nipples?”

He was trying to move between her legs, but
she kept squeezing them closed and squirming; he still held her
around the waist as she sat on the edge of the pool table, and his
face was close to hers now.

She licked her lips and said, “Listen, let me
go. This isn’t right. My Daddy will be very angry with both of
us.”

“You think so?” he said. “Show me your nipple
and I’ll let you go.”

“No!”

“Show me your nipples or I’ll tell daddy that
you were sunbathing naked.”

He tried to pull the strap off her shoulders
again and she pulled his hands away.

“Nooooo,” she whined. “You can’t do this,”
she said, and kissed him briefly on the lips, an electric hot
moment that made him gasp, and then pushed him away. “And you said
you can see them already, can’t you?” She leaned back on her arms
so that her breasts were better displayed.

“I want to suck your nipples,” he said and
began kissing her throat and cleavage.

She tried to push him backwards again. “You
can’t! Daddy could home any minute.”

“But you want me to suck them, right?”

She made a whining noise in her throat. “I
just wanted you to look at me,” she said as he kissed her neck. “Do
you really think I’m a little tease?” she asked in an innocent
voice. “I just want to look pretty. Don’t you think I’m
pretty?”

“Yeah, you’re pretty,” he said, straightening
up to look into her big green eyes, and she kissed him again, and
this time their tongues slid together. “And I’d fuck you, if that’s
what you’re asking.”

She made a pouty whimpering noise. “Stop
being crude!” she said, and he tried to put his hand on her breast
and she pulled it away quickly. “You like my body, don’t you?” She
leaned back on her arms again and looked down at herself.

“Yeah, I like it.”

“Don’t you think I have nice breasts?”

“Nice tits?”

“Nice breasts,” she corrected. “Don’t be
crude.” She finally relented and stopped pushing his hands away and
he felt her sigh and her back arch against his hand as his rough
hand engulfed her soft breast.

“Yes. Very nice.” He was feeling them through
her shirt with both hands now and she arched her back and
moaned.

“So it’s not a bad thing to show my body to
you, is it? It doesn’t mean I’m a tease? Or a slut?” She let her
legs be parted and he moved his body between them.

“I’m not sure yet,” he said. He was grinding
his crotch against hers now as she sat on the table, legs wrapped
around him, rubbing his ass with the back of one thigh, her short
skirt hiked up to reveal lacy white panties.

She made another pouty noise. “I don’t want
you to think that I’m a tease or a slut,” she said, and reached up
and hooked her thumbs into the straps of her top. “I’ll show you my
nipples.”

He leaned back and smiled cockily at her.
“Okay, you can show me your nipples,” he said.

She pulled the left strap down, and then the
right, both of her breasts bared but cupped at the base by the thin
fabric of her top. “See? There they are. Little pink nipples.” She
touched them with her thumbs. “They’re hard, you’re right. Do you
think it’s the air-conditioning?”

“I don’t know, probably not. It’s pretty hot
in here,” he said.

“It’s starting to warm up, it’s true,” she
said. She lay completely on her back on the pool table, her crotch
still against his as he stood over her, dry humping her, her legs
still wrapped around him.

“Do you want to suck them?” she asked. She
pinched them between her thumbs and forefingers.

“Do you want me to suck them?” he smiled down
at her. “It’s not right. Daddy wouldn’t like it. I’m just a
gardener.”

“I’ve never had anybody suck them before,”
she said, a little breathless. “A boy at school touched them once,
but I’ve never had anybody suck them.”

He bent down so that his warm breath was on
her chest as he spoke.“Did you have on a bra, when he touched
them?”

“Yes, and I kept it on.”

“That’s good,” he said. “You’re no little
slut, are you?”

“I don’t think so,” she said, and ran her
fingers through his hair as he kissed her between the breasts. She
moaned and shivered. “Ohhh, that feels nice.”

“You didn’t answer me. Do you want me to suck
your nipples, even though your daddy wouldn’t like it?”

“Mmm, yes, I do. I want to feel your hot
mouth on my nipples, I think that would feel awesome … but then you
have to leave, okay? Just suck my nipples and then you have to stop
and go out of here.”

“A lowly gardener sucking your nipples,
that’s kind of slutty isn’t it?”

“Ohh, just a little,” she murmured.

“So you’re only a little bit of a slut?”

“Yes,” she pouted.

Her took one of her nipples in his mouth and
she cried out, moaning at the sudden warm electric sensation
darting through her as his tongue danced over it. “Oh, I love it,”
she moaned.

He pulled her top down over her breasts, the
straps pulled down her arms, as if they were holding her arms in
place.

He moved to the other breast, sucking more
roughly now, using his teeth, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from
her.

“Don’t bite it!” she whined. “Just suck it …
use your tongue…”

He was grinding his tongue into her nipple
while squeezing her breasts with both head; she had her back arched
and both hands were rubbing through his short hair, clutching his
head to her.

“Stop,” she finally moaned. “You have to
stop. Daddy will be back soon.”

He responded only by lifting her momentarily
to completely remove the small white top she wore, and then
attacked her breasts with his mouth again.

“Ooohhhhh,” she moaned. “Please, stop, you
have to stop, Daddy will kill us if he see us!”

He bit the other nipple and she cried out.
She tried to push him away, and he grabbed her wrists and held her
down on the pool table, and then bit her other nipple, eliciting
another cry.

“Don’t bite me!” she whined again. “Please,
you have to stop.”

“Shut up,” he said, his mouth muffled by her
warm firm breast.

“Please, please” she said. “Please, we
can’t!”

“I can feel how wet your pussy is,” he said.
Their crotches were still grinding together, separated only by the
thin fabric of her panties and the thick khaki of his shorts.

“I can feel your big hard cock,” she moaned.
“I love it when you suck my nipples, but please, please stop!” She
tried to push him away again but he grabbed both her wrists easily
with one hand.

He moved his head down and began kissing her
stomach, and forced her legs apart and thrust his face against her
crotch and panties, eliciting another cry of pleasure. He rubbed
his face and mouth against the moist lace and she moaned again.

“Stopppppppp,” she whined. She continued
struggling and trying to close her legs, but he used his shoulders
to keep her legs spread wide.

Still holding her wrists with one hand, he
moved the other hand down between her legs, and pushed her panties
to the side and wriggled one finger into her extremely wet and
receptive pussy.

“Ohhh, it’s so wet. So smooth and tight, it’s
like wet silk in there,” he said.

“OHHHHH!” she screamed, “oh god, oh please,
oh please, oh please, your finger is in my pussy, you can’t do
this, I told you you could just such my nipples,” she whined.

“Does it feel good? You’re so wet,” he
said.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, licking her lips and
thrusting her hips as he forced his finger deep into her.
“Ohhhhhhh, please, please.”

“Please what?” he asked.

“Pleeeeeease stoooop, Daddy won’t like it,”
she moaned.

“Yeah, you’re right, Daddy won’t like it at
all.” He bent his head down and dug his tongue between her labia
and began sucking her clit, as he thrust a second finger into her
tight pussy.

“OOOHHHH!” she cried out again. “Ohhh god it
feels so good!” She began thrusting her hips against his finger and
face more forcefully.

He released her wrists and used his other
hand to reach up and squeeze her breasts as he kissed her clit and
fingered her; he encountered her hands there also, pulling on her
own nipples.

“Ohhh, god, I’m going to have an orgasm,” she
said. “We can’t do this. Not here! Please, please, please, don’t do
this .. oh god, it feels so good. Oh please you have to stop!”

He dug in harder with the two fingers,
sucking her clit hungrily between his lips, and she bucked and
arched her back and cried out as she came.

“Ohh, god, please,” she said, when she
stopped gasping. “Please stop, please you have to go now!”

“I thought I told you to shut up,” he said,
straightening up and grabbing her by the hair. He kissed her long
and hard, his lips still slick with her pussy juices. “You like the
way your pussy tastes, you little rich tease?”

She whimpered again. “I’m not a tease!” she
said.

“I know you’re not. You’re not going to tease
me anymore. You’re going to do everything I want you to do.”

“Ohhhh, god,” she said, as he pulled her
panties off. “No, we can’t do this!”

He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his
cock, long and thick. “Play with my cock now. Come on, play with
it.”

She made another whining noise as he took her
hand and wrapped it around his thick pulsing penis. She began
pulling it slowly up and down, looking at it with wide eyes and wet
lips, seemingly mesmerized by the sight of it.

“Ohhh, you’ve done this before,” he said.
“You like that nice cock, don’t you? You like to play with a nice
big cock, hmmm?”

“Ohhh, please,” she said softly. “Please . .
.”

“Please what?” he asked sweetly. “Please
what, hmmm?” He reached down and pinched one of her nipples hard,
making her again cry out.

“Please give it to me,” she said softly.

“You want me to fuck you, hmmm?”

“Yes,” she said, a plaintive whine, looking
up at him.

“You don’t care about your father now?” he
asked, squeezing her breasts with his rough hand as she stroked his
big cock with her small soft hands.

“Noo, please, fuck me, quickly, before he
comes back.”

“All right, I’ll fuck you,” he said.

She still lay on the pool table and he moved
between her legs again and began rubbing the purple head of his
cock against her slick pussy lips.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she said. “It’s so big, it’s too
big …” she said.

“You can take it, little tease,” he said, and
slid the head of his cock inside of her.

She gasped and made a low growling sound like
a hungry animal. Her hands “More,” she said.

“Oh, the little rich bitch wants more?”

“Yes, please,” she gasped. “I want it inside
of me.”

“What do you want inside of you?”

“Your cock!”

“Are you sure? Don’t you think that makes you
a little slut? Won’t daddy think you’re a little slut?”

“No, no,” she said, “I don’t care, I don’t
care, give it to me,” she panted.

He thrust his cock all the way into her, all
the way to the root, and she cried out in pleasure.

“You’re not a little tease anymore, are you?”
he asked. “Now you’re a little slut.”

“YES!” she cried out, breathless with
pleasure, pushing herself against him.

“Say it,” he said.

“I’m a little slut!” she screamed. “Please,
fuck me!”

He pulled his cock out and then thrust it
into her again, and she screamed her pleasure and rocked her hips
against him. “Oh, god, give it to me, I love it, please give me
your cock, please fuck me!”

He thrust violently into her, holding her
hips and pulling her against his hard piercing cock. She raised her
head to watch him fucking her, pulling on her own nipples as he
slammed his cock into her, hard and rhythmically.

As she felt the heat and pressure of another
orgasm approaching, he pulled out of her, and as all the beautiful
pressure faded away, she screamed, “Oh god no! Please don’t stop!
Don’t stop fucking me!”

He bent down and kissed her again, and
grabbed her by the hair. “Come on, little slut, I want you to suck
my cock now. I want to come in that little mouth of yours,” he
said.

“Ohh, yes, I want to suck your cock,” she
said. He pulled her sideways on the pool table so that he had
access to her mouth; she opened her mouth obediently and extended
her tongue, like a baby bird waiting to be fed.

He reached down between her legs and inserted
two fingers into her; she was so wet that they slipped in easily,
but she moaned in pleasure and reached for his pulsing cock, trying
to pull it into her mouth.

“Don’t do it till I tell you,” he said, and
slapped her cheek with his cock.

She moaned hungrily, and reached down to rub
her own clit as he fingered her.

“Are you a good little slut? Are you ready to
suck it?” he asked, and slapped her cheek lightly again with
it.

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Are you gonna suck it good? Hmm?”

“Yes, I promise,” she said.

“Not going to be a little tease?” He
punctuated this sentence by slapping one of her eyes with his cock,
and she shuddered.

“No I’m not,” she moaned. “I promise,I’ll
suck it good, please let me suck it.”

“Okay, go ahead and suck it,” he said.

She hungrily took his cock into her mouth,
moaning her pleasure around it, caressing the head with her tongue
before she took it between her swollen full red lips.

He threw his head back and moaned in pleasure
as she eased his cock into her throat.

“Ohh, you like to suck that cock, don’t
you?”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned her affirmation around
it.

“You don’t care if your daddy sees you now,
do you?”

“Hmm-mmm” she moaned again, her mouth
full.

“Such a bad girl, what would daddy think?
Little slut sucking the gardener’s cock,” he teased her, reaching
down to pinch a nipple as she sucked.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned in protest.

He withdrew his cock from her mouth, a string
of saliva and pre-cum trailing from the head to her mouth.

“No, please!” she said. “Let me suck you
cock, cum in my mouth.”

“In your mouth? Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said, reaching for it with her
tongue as he held it just out of reach, tantalizingly close. “I
want it in my mouth, I want your cock in my mouth, I want your cum
in my mouth.”

“Not on your tits?”

She made a pouty noise of protest. “I want it
everywhere but right now I want it in my mouth.”

“Good girl. Suck it good or I won’t fuck you
anymore.”

“I’m sorry I’m such a bad little tease.
Please let me suck it.” He rubbed the tip gently across her
forehead and nose and briefly towards her lips.

Panting, she lifted her head to try to suck
it and he slapped her across the bridge of the nose with it.

She whimpered and writhed on the table, still
rubbing her own clit and playing with one of her nipples as he
teased her with his cock. Her mouth was open wide and a stream of
saliva was falling from it.

“Okay, suck it good and make me cum,” he
commanded.

She again swallowed his cock, ravenously. He
thrust between her hungry swollen lips, growing more frenzied,
moaning and grunting in pleasure as she toyed with her clit, as her
body began to approach orgasm again, the waves of pleasure rolling
off her clit and the pressure and taste of his cock as he fucked
her face.

Finally the wet hot pressure was too much and
his whole body began to shudder; the vibrations caused Karen to
moan more fervently in anticipation and finally he exploded in her
mouth, a hot salty mouthful and she came for a second time, moaning
in pleasure around the mouthful of cum as he pulled his cock out,
streams of cum escaping and running down her chin.

When they two of them caught their breath, he
pulled a blue bandanna from his back pocket and helped her clean
the semen off her chin.

She sat up and put her arms around him,
sighing in pleasure. “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?” she
asked meekly.

“Not yet,” he said.

“What do you mean?” she murmured into his
chest.

“You’re not a slut because I haven’t fucked
your ass yet,” he whispered in her ear.

She whimpered. “Oh, no, my ass?” she said
weakly.

But he was moving her hand down to his cock,
which was still semi-hard and slick with her saliva and pussy
juice. “Come on, play with my cock. It’s nice and wet now, so it’ll
go into your ass more easily.”

“Nooo,” she pleaded, stroking his cock
smoothly, looking down at it and licking her lips. “Ohhhh, are you
sure? What if Daddy comes in?”

“Well, he’ll just have to wait for me ,” he
said. He was feeling her breasts as she stroked his cock and they
kissed deeply, sucking on each other’s tongues as his cock sprang
back to its fully hard state.

“Ohhhh,” she whimpered as he turned her
around and bent her over the table, face down, her bare breasts on
the smooth green baize of the pool table.

She felt his finger dip into her pussy,
briefly and she let out a moan.

“Just to make it wet ,” he said, and she felt
the finger tickle her asshole. Her sphincter clenched and a shiver
of pleasure went through her.

“Ohhh, god,” she moaned. “Oh god are you sure
it’s okay?”

“Of course, little tease,” he said. “You want
it don’t you?”

She moaned. “Yes, I want it.”

“You don’t care if Daddy sees? Hmmmmm?” As he
spoke he thrust his finger slowly and incrementally into her
asshole.

She began to pant and bit into her own
forearm and moaned a negative response. “Nooo,” she said.

“No what? You want me to stop? Hmmm?” The
finger pushed farther in, making her shudder, and then
withdrew.

“No! Don’t stop!” she gasped.

“Good girl,” he said, and forced his finger
rhythmically back inside of her, and she moaned and gasped in
pleasure.

Then she felt something larger – his cock –
begin to push at her asshole.

“Ohhhh god,” she moaned. “Oh, please, it’s
too big, don’t hurt me …”

“Oh, you want me to stop? Hmm?” He withdrew
his cock, still rubbing it tantalizingly against her anus.

“No! Don’t stop!” she begged.

”Oh you want me to fuck you? Huh?”

“Oh yes, please, please.”

“Please what?” The cock was pushing against
the tight ring of her asshole again. She felt it spread and relax
in anticipation.

“Please, fuck me,” she whimpered.

“Fuck you where?”

She whined, “Ohhhhh, you know where!”

“Say it.”

“In the ass! Fuck my ass, please fuck
it.”

He began to push his cock hard into her
asshole, and she cried out in pleasure, thrusting back against
it.

“You like that, hmmm?” he said, bending down
to whisper in her ear, reaching under her to pinch one of her
nipple and entwining the other hand in her hair. “Little slut likes
it in the ass, hmmmm?”

Her response was simply to moan, helpless
with lust.

He began to thrust harder, and she cried out
again, answering, “Yes, oh god, yes, I love it, I love it when you
fuck me in the ass!”

He thrust harder, finding his stride now,
pumping hard smooth strokes into her ass while pulling her hair and
pinching her nipple hard, and she started to moan helplessly,
incoherently, deep animal grunts, pure sensation and heat and
pressure, building and building and building …

Finally she came, clawing at the pool table,
her entire body trembling, sphincter spasming as he pushed in and
out of her, and he threw his head back and yelled, “Oh fuck,” as he
pulled his cock out and sprayed hot white ropes of cum all over her
back.

She collapsed on the pool table, breathless,
a few tears spilling from her eyes.

He bent down and spoke into her ear. “Do you
feel like a slut?”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“Yessssss,” she said softly, smiling, turning
her head to kiss him.


If you enjoyed these stories, you might also
like:
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Jana’s
Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica

18-year-old Jana has always been a good girl.
Despite being blonde and beautiful, she has always been shy and
devoted to her studies, and always resisted temptation, so she's
still a virgin.

But one day after school in the Principal's
office, everything changes. Jana finds herself forced into a world
of domination and submission, of lust and blackmail, of discipline
and bondage, a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal,
but his beautiful daughter, his wife, and a mysterious wealthy
former soldier with his own agenda.

As Jana struggles to find her way in a new
world which alternately thrills and horrifies her, she is forced to
confront the worst and strongest urges of herself and others, in a
high-stakes game of sex, blackmail and retribution.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to
control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes ...

This is a complete dark erotica novel (44,000
words) based on the Jana's Journey series published on Amazon, and
includes all the material from these stories:

Get it HERE on
Smashwords


Or something a bit lighter … but no less
taboo …

[image: tmp_d25ee13c5f59ba862411f8384d1b6b15_v6f0S__html_m5f9192c7.jpg]

Stepdad, Teach
Me About Sex

18-year-old Victoria has a
problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many
times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs
up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of
other ideas ...

This comedic erotica
collection of the first three stories in the "Stepdad, Teach Me"
series follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship
between Victoria and her stepfather. Victoria may not be very
bright, but she’s definitely sexy …

STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW
TO MASTURBATE -- Seeing her frustration, her stepfather suggests
she masturbate. But she wants him to show her how to do it right,
and he fully agrees!

STEPFATHER, CAN I WATCH
YOU HAVE SEX WITH THE BABYSITTER -- When Victoria sees her
stepfather having sex with the hot Russian babysitter, she's not
surprised -- but she is very aroused! And fortunately Stepfather
allows her to watch and to learn ...

STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW
TO HAVE SEX WITH A GIRL -- Victoria wants to learn how to make love
with a girl, and the hot Russian babysitter agrees, and father will
watch to make sure they are doing everything exactly
right.

Get it HERE on Smashwords


Mind Control Panties
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After months of keeping
Devon in the "friend zone" Celia finally agreed to go on a date
with him -- but went home with another man.

But Devon has a plan to
get even, involving a gift of lingerie impregnated with a very
special secret chemical developed at a government laboratory
...

WARNING! BANNED ON AMAZON!
TOO HOT FOR KOBO! This story contains graphic descriptions of sex
under conditions of mind control. It is only a fantasy and intended
to be read only by adults.

Get it HERE on Smashwords!







ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising
voice in dark erotica fiction. Her Catholic school upbringing
regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she
now tries to channel those energies into her writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that
people skip, and establish character and backstory through action
and dialogue.






Find more works by the
author 
here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author
page

Visit the author’s website
at www.natashastevenserotica.wordpress.com
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