
        
            
                
            
        

    
Renewing Their Vows

by

Betty Black


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with.

Copyright © 2018 Betty Black. All rights reserved. Including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof, in any form. No part of this text may be reproduced in any form without the express written permission of the author.

Version 2012.04.22

*ALL CHARACTERS IN THESE STORIES ARE OVER 18 AND CONSENTING ADULTS*


Table of Contents

Renewing Their Vows

Bonus Story: Maid to Obey

Bonus Story: The Girlfriend Effect


Renewing Their Vows
 

“Are you sure you want to do it this way?” I ask, again. She turns to me, wrinkling her nose in that adorable way she has.

“Yes,” she says, emphatic. “How many times have I told you this fantasy?”

“I’m just giving you an out,” I say with a smile. “And you know that all you need to do…”

“Is say ‘color’, and we stop,” she says, mimicking me almost perfectly. I chuckle. After ten years of marriage, she has me pegged. And she is right; she has told me about this fantasy, many times. We’ve role-played it together more than I can count. I think I’m more apprehensive about it than she is. I take my hand from the wheel and grab her thigh.

“Anything for my pet,” I say with a squeeze. She places her hand over mine and smiles sweetly. Her bare neck is almost distracting, the flesh where her collar usually lies paler than the rest. A white band above her clavicle. When she leaves the house, she removes the tag from her collar that reads Property of Master. The leather band is fashionable enough to get away with as a necklace. And her closest friends know its true purpose.

But now, she wears nothing. I wonder how it feels for her; if she feels naked. By the way she keeps reaching up to fiddle with the tag that isn’t there, I can guess that she finds it as strange as I do.

Soon enough, we pull up in front of the large estate where we’ve spent so many exotic nights. The club was where we met, so many years ago. It was where we forged our bond, where we fell in love. It’s where I proposed, and it’s where I said yes. And, after our conventional marriage ceremony, it’s where we said our other vows. It’s where I collared her for the first time.

We’ve found less and less occasion to come to the club events over the years. Life gets in the way, and we have found satisfaction in our own home that the club can simply never meet. But we keep in touch, and try to make it out for at least one party or event every other month.

Tonight, however, is a different story.

Tonight, the party is in our honor.

For our ten year anniversary, we have come to renew our vows – and fulfill my wife’s ultimate fantasy. We will remind each other of the promises we’ve made, the promises we’ve kept, and the love that keeps us strong through every storm. I will return her collar to where it belongs, around her neck.

And then, in front of an audience, I will take her as sweetly or savagely as I please. We will give them a show to remember. My gift to my wife is to finally indulge her exhibitionist side. We’ve never done anything like this before, and I am both nervous and excited. I am sure she feels the same.

When the valets come to take my keys and open her door, we give each other one last look before entering the estate. She smiles, and it’s all the encouragement I’ll ever need. Taking her hand, I lead her inside.
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Immediately upon entering the estate, we are directed to the coat room. I disrobe first, trading my suit for a short black velvet robe. The sensuous material is butter on my skin. Then I help Jenna with her coat, my fingers tickling her shoulders as she shrugs it off. She is wearing nothing underneath it. Her generous breasts stand firm, nipples hard. Her toned body looks better to me than ever. Every day, it seems, my wife finds a way to become more beautiful to me. She looks at me, and takes a deep breath.

“Shall we?” I ask, offering her my arm. She snakes her hand around it, pulls herself close to me. Even with her heels, she is almost half a foot shorter than me. I have to lean down considerably to kiss her forehead.

“Yes, Sir,” she sighs. I step forward, escorting her out of the coatroom and into the hallway. Each step brings us close to the doorway, the sounds of people chattering and drinking getting louder and louder. My own heart is beating harder, and I know my wife’s is, too. Finally, we reach the wide doors that serve as an entrance to the ballroom.

Two men in suits – security – stand at either side of the door. They are well-trained, and very used to our crowd, so they don’t bat an eye at my wife’s nudity. Recognizing us as the guests of honor, one of the guards speaks into a walkie-talkie. We wait until the sounds of the party diminish to a murmur. They are waiting for us. I pull my arm free from Jenna’s grip, and wrap it around her waist. The doors open, and we step into the room.

The crowd applauds our entrance, our friends excited for us. Old friends beam as I lead my wife through the room. The ballroom is large, but the crowd is smaller than usual for this special occasion. The crowd is in varied stages of undress – some fully nude, some wearing robes, others in leather or lace. Doms and subs, Mistresses and puppy-dogs, pets and babydolls and toys, all shake my hand or bow respectfully. My wife and her sub friends share girlish smiles, while the Doms in the room nod their heads in her direction. No one touches her – no one is allowed to, without my permission. Even without her collar, she is Mine.

The ballroom is lavishly decorated in gold and silver. Couches line the walls, pillows piled in the corners, devices of pain and pleasure available everywhere you look. Some subs remain chained to the wall, watching from a distance. Whips and cat o’ nine tails hang like artwork. The room is brightly lit now, but it is usually darkened just enough to inspire bravery.

The stage on our left has been fitted with a glass wall dividing it from the rest of the room. This is where my wife and I will perform our devotions after the ceremony. The glass hides nothing, and only enhances the feeling of being on display. I’ve only ever watched from one side of the glass, as other couples or groups put on shows. I’ve watched gangbangs, whippings, puppy shows and all sorts of wicked pleasures take place on that stage. A chill rolls up my spine when I think of finally stepping onto that platform and being the observed, instead of the observer.

My wife puts her hand on my chest, gazing up at me, trying to read my expression. I grab her hand, bringing it to my lips.

“Don’t worry, my pet,” I assure her. “You’ll have your fun soon enough.”

She bites her lip, smiling at the same time. We continue to walk through the crowd and greet our friends. When we reach the opposite side of the room, a single man waits for us. Our oldest and dearest friend, Michael, who performed a very similar ceremony for us ten years before. He holds a pillow, on which my pet’s collar rests. He smiles as we approach. The crowd quiets, a hush falling over the room. I let go of Jenna’s waist and turn to face her. She immediately drops to her knees, resting back on her haunches, lowering her head in her most submissive pose. Her hands wait softly on her thighs.

“We have come together tonight for a very special reason,” Michael begins. “We all know Jenna and Dylan. They have been staples of our organization for many years. They are good friends to everyone in this room. Our community is richer for them, and I, personally, cannot imagine my life without them.

Ten years ago, Jenna and Dylan stood before me – er, Jenna kneeled, Dylan stood – in much the same way as they do now. I had the honor, the privilege, of overseeing their collaring ceremony. Jenna’s devotion to Dylan was beautiful to witness, and His love for her was unmatched. Ten years later, nothing has changed. No – that’s not true. Much has changed, all of it for the better. Jenna is even more devoted, and Dylan loves her more. I don’t know how they do it, but these two are more like wine than humans – they get better with age.”

The crowd chuckles. I can feel my heartbeat in my throat. I can’t take my eyes off the beautiful woman kneeling before me. I’m not nervous, have no reason to be nervous. I’m excited. I can’t wait to promise myself to her all over again.

“So for those of you still seeking your bliss, listen well to the vows exchanged here tonight; you won’t find a better example of happiness and love anywhere, I promise you that.”

With that, Michael nods to me, signaling me to begin. I reach forward, and nudge my wife’s chin until she lifts her head. Her eyes meet mine; they are sparkling and wide and so beautiful. I choke up for a split second before I can begin to speak.

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own mind,” I say. “Do you vow to share that mind with me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own heart,” I say. “Do you vow to share that heart with me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own body. Do you vow to share that body with me?”

“Yes, Sir,” she nods. Even though I knew she would say the same thing she’d said a decade prior, my heart leaps with happiness at her words.

“My love, you are the most precious part of my heart. I treasure you infinitely. To be your Master is an honor, and I vow to never disgrace our love by abusing the privileges you have generously granted me. I swear that I will always put you above all others. I will hold and guide you through all of life’s trials. I will be at your side no matter how time changes us, no matter what mistakes we make, no matter what. I will keep you safe, my pet. Do you trust me to always keep you safe?”

“I do, Sir,” she nods, her cheeks glowing.

“Do you agree to give me your body, to use as I see fit?”

“I do, Sir,” she says.

“Do you accept me, once more, as your Master?” I ask, my heart beating hard again.

“Always,” she said, voice nearly a whisper. “Always, Master.”

Her eyes glitter as they stare up at mine. I caress her cheek, and she leans into my palm, nuzzling me.

“Master, may I speak?”

“Yes, pet,” I nod.

“I vow to submit to you and you alone,” she says. “I give you possession of my body. I give you entrance to my heart. I give you everything I have to give, Master. I vow to always devote myself to you, to always strive to please you, to be your comfort and your companion. I vow to make your pleasure my please, and I vow to obey you…”

She smirks, that smirk I love so much.

“…unless disobeying you might bring us more pleasure,” she finishes, eliciting another chuckle from the crowd. Her face turns serious once more. “To be your pet and property is the greatest honor of my life. I trust you better than I trust myself. No matter what passes between us, you will always be my Master, and I will always yearn to serve you.”

Grabbing the hand that still holds her cheek, my wife presses it to her lips and kisses it. Then she lets go, and I turn to Michael and the pillow in his hands. I take the collar, the weight so familiar, the leather worn but sturdy.

“Do you take this collar as a symbol of our devotion to one another, and a symbol of your obedience to me?”

“Please, Sir,” she says, straightening her spine to offer herself to me. “Please return your collar to my neck. I am yours.”

“You are mine,” I agree, leaning down to fasten the leash around her neck. It fits right back into place, and I can almost feel the relief in her body when it is back where it belongs. Since I’m already there, I take the chance to kiss her, lifting her chin and covering her lips with mine. She leans in, and the crowd applauds us. The ceremony has come to its end. We are bound together again, both renewed and reminded of all that we give each other.

When I pull away, I pull her with me. She rises to her feet, her small hand in mine.

“Now, were this a vanilla vow renewal ceremony, we might be going to eat cake and do the Cotton-Eyed Joe,” Michael announces to the crowd. “But we’re a little bit better at partying, aren’t we?”

The crowd laughs and claps, and I begin to pull my wife away, towards the door that will lead us onto the stage.

“Jenna and Dylan will be consummating the ceremony for us shortly, performing their acts of devotion with all of you as witnesses…”

Michael’s voice fades away as I lead my pet through the door. We are in a small vestibule, where some toys wait to be used on the stage. I only pick one. A black velvet blindfold.

“It’s time,” I say, holding her close in the darkness. The sweetness of the ceremony and the love in my veins has me ready to take her right there and then, but I hold back.

“Yes, Sir,” she sighs. “Show me off. I want to be your good little slut.”

“You always are,” I chuckle against her ear, pulling the blindfold across her eyes and plunging her into darkness. She has always enjoyed sensory deprivation, and she specifically asked for this. For her, it’s sexier to know she is being seen – and being unable to see back.

The vestibule’s other door opens onto the stage. Guiding my blind pet out onto the stage, I take in the crowd watching us. I’m not ashamed to be naked – they’ve all seen me naked before, and I them. I’m not ashamed of anything, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t a little strange to be the center of attention.

I can understand the thrill my wife gets from this.

“Remember,” I whisper into her ear. “They can all see you.”

She shudders, her body responding to her own imagination. She has dreamed of this so many times that I am sure she can picture it perfectly. Just on the other side of the glass, human forms writhe and undulate in pairs, or stand still focusing on us. I lead her to the center of the stage and turn her so that she is facing the crowd.

I begin by grabbing hold of her ponytail. With a gentle tug, I pull her head up and back, exposing the length of her neck. My other hand explores her tight stomach, while I kiss the flesh behind her ear. Closing my eyes, I focus on the steadily increasing speed of her heart. Her stomach pulses along with her heartbeat. But besides the occasional tremble, she doesn’t move at all. She obeys me perfectly.

“Such a good girl,” I praise, whispering in her ear. “Such a sweet, obedient pet.”

Slowly, I lift my hand to her breast. A gasp escapes her lips as I cup her left breast and pinch her nipple. Tweaking and pulling at the same time, my lips feel the vibration when she groans. Opening my eyes, I can see the crowd we are drawing. I nibble at her earlobe and move my hand to her right breast, giving it the same treatment.

When I release my grip on her ponytail, she doesn’t lower her head. Her neck strains to preserve the angle while my hand traces down her waist until I am at her shaved mound. Slipping further down, I part her lips and feel how soaked she already is. My cock is stiff enough to pierce her in one thrust, but I hold back. My fingers roll across her clit and she lurches slightly in response.

“Tell me what you want,” I demand. “Say it loud, so everyone can hear.”

“I want to be fucked, Sir,” my wife says. “Please, fuck your submissive pet. I need your cock, want your cum, want it all over me…”

As she speaks, I rub her clit harder. Her voice catches, changes pitch as friction fires her up. In one movement, I slide my fingers down and thrust up into her slit. My palm grinds against her clit while I pump her soaked cunt. She cries out, nearly falling forward with the sudden pleasure.

“Are you going to be patient?” I demand. “We want to give our audience a good show, don’t we?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers. “Your slut will do whatever you say.”

“Good,” I say, my cock now pushing against her ass. Her cheeks clench in desire. No matter how hard she tries, my wife cannot stop her body’s natural expression of need. And I wouldn’t want her to. It is so much hotter, feeling all the subtle ways she begs me.

“Lean forward, palms out,” I instruct, stepping back. I pull my fingers from her cunt, trailing juices. “Support yourself against the wall.”

My wife obeys with only the slightest hesitation. She knows, roughly, how far the glass wall is, but she has to rely entirely on me to not let her fall forward onto her face. I place one hand on her lower back, giving her the courage to lean forward. Her hands meet the wall, her breasts now dangling at an attractive angle. The crowd gathered around us has grown. I can see, faintly, the Submissives sucking and stroking their Doms, the single attendees touching themselves or each other, the more stoic witnesses sipping their drinks.

“Do you like being on display?” I ask. “Do you like demonstrating your skills as a fucktoy?”

“Yes, Sir,” my wife says clearly. “I want to show how well I serve my Master.”

”Good,” I praise her again. “Then beg me to abuse you.”

“Please, Master,” she moans. “Use my body as you wish. Hurt me, own me, abuse me, rape me, spank me!”

“Like this?” I ask, slapping her ass hard. She yelps, jumping in surprise at the sharp pain.

“Yes!” She cries out. “More, please! Let my body serve your every need!”

“Are you proud to be my cumslut?” I ask, spanking her again, admiring the steady reddening of her flesh. I slap her ass again before she can respond, making her breasts jiggle in the air.

“Yes! I am your fuckslave and I want to be nothing more! My life is yours, my body is yours, abuse it, Sir!”

I spank her again, and again, until her flesh burns under my palm. She takes each slap as though she deserves it, her body swaying from the force of the impact, her lips parted. Her face is as red as her ass by the time I’ve finished spanking her body. Taking a moment to collect my own breath, I rake my nails gently down her back, eliciting a long, low moan.

Her pussy is dripping wet. My cock is too hard to ignore anymore. Taking myself in hand, I position myself behind my wife and drag the tip of my cock down her reddened ass. Slipping between her legs, I groan as her wetness coats my shaft. Grabbing her hip with one hand and her shoulder with the other, I hold her still as I thrust up into her warmth. She cries out, her whole body shifting forward, the crowd responding to us as I begin to fuck my wife in front of them.

I hold her tighter in place, not wanting her to move while I stroke my cock inside you. Her cries echo with each thrust, as I drive my cock deeper and deeper inside her wet cunt.

“Speak,” I demand, hearing the delicious slap of our bodies meeting each time I drill into her.

“Sir, thank you,” she begins to chant. “Yes, fuck me, fuck me like that, fuck your desperate slut, my body is yours, fuck me like an animal…hard…deep…”

Each word makes me want to go deeper, faster. I feel resistance inside her as I slam against her cervix, fucking her all the way to the womb. Her ragged voice affects the crowd, making them move faster along with us. Her tits bounce wildly as I ravish her in plain sight.

“Please, Sir, please, Sir, let me cum, let your pet cum,” she begins to beg. Her body is so tight and warm against mine, I know how close she is – how desperate.

“With me,” I hiss, knowing that as soon as I feel her climax I won’t be able to hold back my own. My wife throws her head back, her mouth open, her eyes blind to the crowd on the other side of the glass, letting go with a violent shudder. My balls churn and release at the same time, thick cum spewing into her pussy while she milks me dry.

“Th-thank you,” she moans. “So good…Master’s cum…want more…need more…”

Thankfully, I have prepared for this evening. I slide out, breathing hard, my cock half-limp. Cum drips from her slit. She leans forward again, braced on the glass, her thighs visibly trembling.

“On your knees,” I bark. She immediately drops to her knees. Grabbing her ponytail, I yank her in my direction. “Beg to clean my cock.”

“Can your whore clean your cock, Sir?” my wife immediately begins to plead. “Please, let me taste myself on your cock, let me lick you clean. Your cum feels so good in my pussy, will you let your slut have some in her belly?”

It wouldn’t have been too hard to get erect again even without my medical aide – having my wife on her knees, begging that way, while a whole party watches? My sprits were lifting quickly.

“Please, please, let your pet lick your cock, worship it, suck your balls clean of my juices…”

“Yes,” I interrupt her, taking myself in hand again. I still have hold of her ponytail. Since she can’t see, I guide her onto my half-hard cock. Immediately, her lips surround me. She sighs around my mushroom tip, leaning forward. I realize too late that I forgot to handcuff her. But now she is licking my cock in long, slow, adoring strokes, and I can’t bring myself to put a stop to it.  Instead, I look out the window at the crowd admiring my pet’s oral skills. My wife is loud, moaning and slurping as she worships my cock.

“Good girl,” I murmur, too low for anyone but her to hear. I slide my hips forward, forcing my way deeper into her eager little mouth. Her lips take me in, her cheeks sucking deep, her throat opening for me as I reach the back of her mouth. I increase my grip on her ponytail, knowing how she loves the tingling pain when I pull her hair. Sure enough, she grabs my thighs in response, squeezing me – wanting more. I grab the back of her head, forcing her to stop moving altogether.

Slowly, I begin to fuck her mouth. I let our audience see every inch as it disappears between her cheeks, her throat relaxing to allow me deeper. I only stop when her nose is pressed against my pubes, her throat stuffed with my cock, spit flowing down over my balls. Her hands in my thighs turn to claws as her body tenses with the need to breathe. But it feels so good to be inside her, I rock my hips a few times before pulling out and letting her gasp for breath. When she’s ready, I slide back in, this time thrusting and retreating quickly, holding her head in place as I fuck her with a steady rhythm.

I know she loves serving me this way, on her knees, showing her devotion by letting me use her mouth as I please.  Knowing this makes it all the hotter for me as I fuck her steadily, another orgasm building from the friction of her tongue and lips and throat.

“You want me to cum in your throat, don’t you?” I ask, knowing full well she can’t answer. “You want to swallow every drop, gobble it up like the greedy little whore you are…”

Her moan is too muffled for anyone but me to. Groaning, I shove my hips forward, ramming deep into her throat, releasing in her mouth. Thick and wet, my cum fills her mouth. She swallows as best she can with my cock still jamming her throat, but the cum fills her cheeks and leaks from her lips.

I hold her still and steady, her chin against my balls, until every last drop of seed is squeezed from my shaft into her willing, needy belly. When I pull out, she blindly follows, licking her lips to collect whatever she can, still trying to suck, tongue lapping at the head of my cock. She is insatiable now, her body shaking. I step back until she falls to her hands and knees, breathing heavily, covered eyes lifted up towards me.

“One last hole, my pet,” I mutter, trying to muster up my will for one last fuck. I want to take her in every way, to really show how deep our devotion runs. I want everyone to watch me slide into her ass and claim it forever, all over again. “And this time, I want to make sure you know who’s in charge.”

I hate to leave her, but I step offstage into the vestibule just long enough to grab the handcuffs I saw hanging beside the door. They’re police grade, with a key and no secret latch. They’re heavy. Just holding them has piqued my interest again, and I know I’ll have no problem with our grand finale.

Slipping back into view, I see how our show has affected the audience. Very few of them are still just standing watching; plenty of eyes remain on my wife’s prostrate body, but everywhere I look there are subs on their knees, sucking and fucking their Doms, being used by two at a time. On stage, in the glass case, it’s just me and my wife. My pet. My love.

I step to her, and kneel. Nudging at her chin with my thumb and forefinger, I bring her head close enough for me to kiss her cheek tenderly. It will be the last tender moment for a while. I don’t give her any warning when I rise up again and step astride her, grab her arms out from under her and yank them back.

She gives a cry of surprise as her body tips forward, her breasts and cheek on the floor, her ass in the air. I yank her wrists together and secure them with the handcuffs. She smiles, testing their sturdiness by pretending to struggle. A quick slap on her ass tells her to be still.

I back up to admire her. Her rosy ass is perched high up in the air, her dripping slit on display. Her cute little rosebud seems to beckon me as she sways slightly with the awkward position. I get on my knees and move towards her. My cock is half-erect. Sliding my fingers inside her, I feel how wet she is, how hot. She groans, pushing back against my hand. I use her pussy juices to lube her rosebud, pumping her slit each time I dip my fingers inside.

“Where do you want Master’s cock?” I ask loudly. “If you give me the right answer, you might get to cum.”

“My ass,” she wails. “I want you to fuck my ass, please! Sir, please cum in my ass and fill me up!”

“Who’s my good little ass slut?” I ask, my cock pumping back to full hardness as she squirms desperately while I stroke her slit.

“I am,” she pleads. “I’m your good little ass slut. Please, Sir, use my ass, please…”

When I settle the tip of my cock against her rosebud, I feel her relax. I put my hand on her lower back, holding her steady as I push myself inside. We both groan at the same time. My other hand is still inside her, stroking and coaxing her quivering pussy.

“How shall I take you, pet?” I ask through gritted teeth. There’s a moments pause. Then I feel her hips push against me.

“Hard.”

It’s all she says, all she needs to say. I thrust forward and in one stroke, I’m buried inside her. She screams, my fingers finally curling against her g-spot as my cock fills her ass.

“Cum for me,” I demand. “Now. Show Master how much you love him.”

“Yes!” My wife screams, lifting her head to cry out. “I love you, Sir! Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Her body spasms, her pussy gushing, her ass clenching tight. Even for my third orgasm, I know it won’t take long to fill her ass. I begin to fuck her as fast and hard as I can, knowing it will drive her climax deeper, make it last longer. Sure enough, she is still drooling and moaning thirty seconds later, when I slide my fingers out of her and slap her ass.

“Take it,” I demand. “Take Master’s cock. Beg for cum.”

“Please,” she pleads again. “Please, fill me up, I want your cum all over me…inside of me…I want it all day, I want to drink it, I want to cover myself with it, I love your cum, worship it, please, please, give your desperate little pet some cum…”

How can I resist? With a satisfied moan, I collapse against her, forcing her body to curl tightly into itself. Balls-deep, I shoot my last load into her ass. Rope after rope of it empties inside her, until it’s leaking out and dripping down her thighs. Finally, panting, I pull out. She waits in absolute stillness, her breathing returning to normal, her body now soaked in my cum. I glance out the glass wall at the party, still in full swing.

But on stage, we’ve finished.

Tenderly, I undo the handcuffs. I grip her elbows, help her to her feet. She limps, the night’s efforts straining her body, as I lead her from the stage into the vestibule.

“It was amazing,” I whisper into her ear, my hands busy undoing the blindfold. “You were amazing.”

The blindfold drops to her feet, and Jenna spins in my arms, gripping me around the neck. Her eyes are more beautiful than I’ve ever seen them. I missed them. They sparkle, adoring.

“Thank you,” she whispers, folding herself into my embrace. “Now, Sir, can we…”

“What is it?” I ask, quite sure that I will do anything she says. It is my duty, after all. Her submission is not something to be taken lightly, and I know that.

She pulls back, eyes seeking mine, and I worry that it’s something she’s too afraid to say. I stroke her lower back, encouraging her, coaxing her. “Just tell me.”

“Can we…” her voice halts, then her lips quirk upwards. “Get some ice cream?”

I laugh, and pick her up, delighted by her squeal. I throw her over my shoulder, both of us laughing.

“Any flavor you want,” I say, carrying my wife through the party towards the exit, excited to be alone together again, cuddled together in our bed, with nothing between us – no secrets, no inhibitions…nothing but a sweet little strip of leather, and a metal tag that reads Property of Master.


Bonus Story: 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.
 


Bonus Story: The Girlfriend Effect

You know the cliché of the girl next door?

Hot, perky, sweet, blonde, and totally available…but not to you?

Yeah. Meet Jenny. She lived next door to me my whole life, we practically grew up together. And she was all of the above, and more. Totally kind and funny, and a really good friend. Oh, and hot. Really, really, hot. Sometimes when she came over in her bikini to swim in my pool, I’d have to take a five-minute bathroom break just so I didn’t embarrass myself in front of her. She’d parade around with her C-cup tits out and her perfect ass on display, giving me so much to fantasize about, but nothing to touch.

I knew nothing would ever happen between us, even though she never explicitly said that. But she was popular and hot, and I was…not. I was more of a nerd, complete with thick glasses and a Lord of the Rings poster on my bedroom wall. I was shy and quiet, without many friends. All through high school, Jenny was the only girl I ever talked to, and everyone teased her about being friends with me. But she was always nice, even to my loser group of friends.

It’s safe to say that I wanted something more out of our relationship. I’d dream about her, think about her in the shower, watch her from my window if she was tanning. I couldn’t tell if she knew the effect she had on me, because she was always so damn nice about everything. Sometimes she’d hug me for a few seconds too long, as though giving me a consolation prize – I couldn’t touch her, but at least I could feel her boobs pressed against my chest for a little while.

I never really felt bad about my feelings. I was a teenage boy, how else was I supposed to feel? She never had to know that I spent my nights jacking off to the fantasy of her on her knees, sucking my cock while looking up at me with those big blue eyes of hers.

And it’s not like she didn’t take advantage of our friendship herself. I spent more than my share of nights listening to her whine about her jerk boyfriends treating her like shit. I’d probably be invited to her wedding, watch her marry some jock asshole. I couldn’t believe her terrible taste in men, but she just kept going back to the same assholes over and over again. And then I was there for her to cry on my shoulder. If only she knew what a great guy she had right next door!

Anyway, after high school, the summer leading up to college was packed full of parties as everyone tried to make that last summer count. Of course, I wasn’t invited to those parties, unless Jenny brought me along. I was happier in my basement playing Dungeons and Dragons with my friends.

But during the day, Jenny and I hung out a lot. We’d be going to schools on opposite ends of the country, and our days of hopping the fence to hang out were nearing an end. It was bittersweet. Of course, I was looking forward to the freedom of college and the intellectual rigor of university learning. But I’d miss Jenny, and I was especially disappointed that I’d never managed to even get a kiss out of her.

But since we had this limited amount of time together, we spend a lot of time in my backyard, at the pool. We’d always played there in the summer, ever since we were kids. I was expecting Jenny to be around at noon, waving to me from the other side of the screen door in my kitchen. She would have let herself through the gate without knocking or anything. We had pretty much free rein of each others’ houses, since our parents knew each other and us so well.

That morning, I’d long finished the bowl of cereal I always had for breakfast, and was getting tired of waiting. It was 12:15. Jenny was always very punctual. I wasn’t concerned, just a little annoyed. With my head on my fist, I flipped through the channels on the kitchen television. I never usually watched the news – what 18-year-old boy does – but this time, something made me pause.

“…an immediate recall of the product, due to extremely limited but very bizarre side-effects,” the pretty reporter was saying. An image of a popular diet pill flashed on the screen. “Women, who are the majority consumers of the pill, have reported extreme – even dangerous – increases in their libido, heightened fertility, and unusual inclinations.”

The reporter seemed kind of embarrassed to be reporting what she was, and I could understand. The subtext of her words was clear: the pill was making women super horny! Me, I couldn’t understand what was so bad about that. If I had a girlfriend and she started acting all desperate for sex, I wouldn’t be complaining. I’d probably encourage her to take more!

Man, wouldn’t that be hot? I knew Jenny could arrive at any moment, but I let myself close my eyes and enjoy a brief fantasy. In it, Jenny was my girlfriend, and she was begging me to fuck her. She was on all fours, her ass in the air. She really wanted me to cum inside her – she was really “fertile”, as the reporter said.

I wouldn’t mind seeing sweet little Jenny knocked up, as long as it was mine. She could stay home and raise the baby while I went to school, the way it really ought to be. And that way, I’d never have to hear her complain about another dude treating her bad. She’d be mine, totally mine.

I sighed, opening my eyes. It was just a fantasy. There was no way Jenny was taking diet pills, not with her perfect body. And even if she was, I still wasn’t her boyfriend.

But where was Jenny?

It was half past noon already, and she wasn’t here. Now, I was getting kind of concerned. I waited long enough for my boner to go away, then put my cereal bowl in the sink. I’d go over and check on her, make sure she hadn’t slipped and hit her head in the shower.

Mmm…Jenny in the shower….

I shook my head and started to jog over to Jenny’s house before my dick had a chance to respond to that visual. I knocked to alert her that I would be coming in, but I didn’t wait for a response. Like I said, we were used to just entering each others’ houses.

“Hey, Jenny…” I shouted. “You here?”

“Oh, god!” Jenny’s voice came loud and clear, from the direction of her bedroom. It kind of sounded like she was in distress! Immediately, I hopped up the stairs to help her. I didn’t knock on the door, but pushed it open. Her room, all pink and girly as it ever was, was awash in sunlight. It took my eyes a second to adjust, and then another few seconds to make sense of what I was seeing.

“Harry…” Jenny moaned, lying on her back on her bed, totally naked, her hands buried between her legs. She was breathing hard, her ample chest rising and falling with each gasping inhale and exhale. A bead of sweat at her hairline trickled down the side of her face, even though the air conditioner was on.

“What are you doing?!” I blurted out, even though it was obvious. Jenny, my lovely 18-year-old girl next door, was masturbating. Which was, you know, fine. Girls did that kind of thing. But she had ample warning that I was coming, and she didn’t stop. And she didn’t stop even as I stood there, unable to stop my stiffening cock. My eyes scanned the room and my gaze fell on a bottle that stood on her desk.

The diet pills from the news!

“You’ve been taking those?” I asked, pointing. “Jenny! Don’t you know what they do to you?”

She bit her lip, a muffled grunt escaping her throat as she shuddered.

“I don’t…no, Harry…please, I need…”

She clearly was experiencing those side effects.

“Do you want me to call the doctor?” I asked, feasting on the sight since I knew I’d probably never come this close to fucking her, ever again. “Jenny, they recalled those pills. I think I should…”

“No!” Jenny gasped, and she brought one hand from her pussy up to her chest, pinching her nipple as her eyes sought mine. “No! Harry, you need to help me!”

“Wha…what? Help you with what?”

“So long….liked you…” Jenny panted, eyes closed. “Now I need you! Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Jenny, what are you talking about?” I said, licking my lips, staring at her beautiful teenage body on display before me. She writhed in agonized pleasure, then suddenly rolled off her bed. In shock, I took a step back, but she was fast. She crawled to me on her hands and knees.

“Just…want…cock…” Jenny mumbled, eyes fixed on my dick, which was super hard and super visible in my flimsy swim trunks. I gulped, cheeks reddening as my fantasy came to life. Jenny was on her knees in front of me, begging to suck my dick. Her blue eyes blinked desperately as her trembling fingers reached for my shorts and pulled them down. I couldn’t stop her. It was everything I ever wanted, how was I supposed to stop her?

“Please,” Jenny murmured, gripping my shaft and bringing her face close to it, nuzzling it gently with her lips. I groaned, my balls already churning. I almost came from that touch alone! “Let me suck? Need it…”

She didn’t wait for permission, but dipped her tongue out and licked the head of my cock. My knees nearly buckled. I threw my head back and groaned. I’d never gotten a blowjob before, never even close. But I’d watched plenty of porn, and I knew what to do next. I reached down and grabbed her hair, which was in a messy bun. Holding her in place, I slid my cock forward into her warm, wet mouth.

Her tongue darted and danced around the shaft while I pulsed the head against her throat, feeling it resist me sliding any further into her. Everything was soaked velvet, sliding across my cock, making me shudder. I felt Jenny shudder and gag, but I couldn’t stop. My hips jerked against her lips, taking over. My dick was all the way in her mouth, sliding down her throat! I had no idea Jenny was such a slut. She had to have done this before, with her asshole boyfriends. That thought suddenly made me mad. Why, if she had always liked me, did I have to wait so long?

I fisted her hair tighter, frowning down at her while her eyes watered and her nostrils flared.

“God, Jenny,” I said. “I never knew you gave such good head. I wish you’d have let me do this a long time ago. Fuck.”

Jenny clung to my thighs for balance, patient and still as I fucked her throat. Her eyes rolled backwards, watering and tearing, as I thrust against her throat again and again. Short, hard, jagged thrusts that left her drooling, spit falling down onto her tits. Her nostrils flared to get enough breath, her gag reflex triggering. I grunted, panting, as my balls churned. I wasn’t going to last. I wished I’d actually taken the time to jack off to that fantasy earlier, because it would have made the blowjob last longer.

But who was I kidding? I had Jenny, illusive and too-good-for-me Jenny, at my command. I could get hard again, fast. And I wanted to pump myself into her stomach, thought that would be hot as fuck. The idea of sweet little Jenny swallowing my cum drove me over the edge.

I thrust into her with a groan and released, filling her throat and belly with burst after burst of hot cum. She gagged harder, struggling to swallow each messy drop. It still filled her cheeks and dribbled from her lips. I kept my cock lodged in her throat until my balls were empty and my dick was wilting, then ripped her head away, letting her get her breath.

She fell backwards, catching herself with her hands so that she wound up arching her back and thrusting her tits up to the ceiling. I could see her glistening thighs, her arousal dripping down her legs. Her C-cup tits bounced as she panted.

“Touch me, please,” she begged. “Harry, I want you so bad! Inside me! I want you to put a baby in me! I swear, I’ll take care of it, do everything, you don’t have to do anything, just please! I need it!”

“Hmmm,” I said, pretending to consider it. “I guess I could try to help you out. Stay right where you are while I think it over.”

Truth was, the position she was in was just perfect for me to grab her tits and play with them. My cock was already twitching back to life as I finally got my hands on her breasts. And she wasn’t complaining, either. She threw her head back in pleasure, gasping as I squeezed her boobs and  pinched her nipples.

“So hot,” I muttered. “I’m so tired of being your friend. I want you to be mine, Jenny. All mine. I promise, I’ll fuck you until you’re knocked up, but only if you promise to only be mine. Forever. Be my good little girl, and do whatever I say for the rest of your life.”

“Yes! Anything! Please, Harry! I need it, I’ll do anything! I’ll be your slave! Anything you say!”

Each word had my cock twitching back to hardness. Her nipples were hard and rosy, her hips jerking as I abused her chest, humping the air desperately.

“Good,” I said. “Then we’re agreed. Now, I have to get hard again, if I’m going to hold up my end of the bargain.”

“What can I do?” Jenny panted, looking up at me, her back still arched as she grabbed her ankles. I already knew what I wanted. Angling myself against her, I squeezed her tits together and spit on her chest. Slowly, I slid my cock between her breasts, fucking her cleavage.

The two warm, soft globes wrapped around my shaft. She twitched and shuddered in pleasure as I continued to pinch her nipples while fucking her tits. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, but it was. I was titty-fucking my best friend, the girl next door, while she begged me to put a baby in her!

It didn’t take long at all before I was ready. I released my grip on  her and sat down on the bed. She crawled forward again, pleading eyes blinking up at me.

“Ride me,” I said, excited to see her tight little body bouncing up and down on my rod. Jenny squealed. Suddenly, I realized I had no idea if she was a virgin or not. I was. “Wait. Is this your first…”

Jenny was almost on top of me, and now for the first time a hint of shame bled into her reddening cheeks. She bit her lip and nodded.

“You are?!” I asked, surprised.

“I was waiting….” she said, climbing up onto my lap, impatient. “For you.”

“What?!” I said. “But…but…”

She was so wet. Impossibly wet. She was hovering over my cock, straddling me, her hands on my shoulders, tits in my face. She was dripping down onto my shaft, coating me in her juices.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked, suddenly feeling concerned for her. I grabbed her hips to hold her still and stop her from just impaling herself on my cock.

“I used to horseback ride,” she said, seemingly out of nowhere. But when I thought about it, I realized what she probably meant. And she clearly wasn’t too worried at the pain, because she was wiggling in my grip. “Please, Harry. If I have to wait another second…I need you to take my virginity, please! Fill me up, so I can cum!!!”

Well, who was I to deny her, after all?

I released her hips, reaching for her tits instead. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. It was the best feeling in the world, a million times better than the blowjob. Her pussy was so hot and wet and tight, I nearly fainted from how good it felt. She moaned the whole way down, her eyes widening as the pleasure took hold of her. Her generous tits were still level with my face, so I pulled her close and sucked on her pert little nipples while she swayed back and forth on my cock.

“So good, Harry, thank you,” she gasped. “Oh, god, thank you so much…”

“Fuck,” I groaned, slapping her ass. “Ride me so I can cum in you.”

Jenny squealed again and started to hop up and down on my cock. I lay back, watching her, amazed at her strength and the sweet feeling of her cunt wrapped around my dick. Her tits bounced freely, her face contorted in pleasure as she reached one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while she fucked me.

“Thought about this…so much…” Jenny moaned. “Want…you to fuck me…every way! Cum in me!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words. Jenny screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit.

“Give it to me, please!” She cried out. She needed it so bad, I just couldn’t hold back. I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum. She squealed, squeezing herself around my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the bed, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my neighbor! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving. My cum dripped down her thighs. She got onto all fours, head down on the mattress, ass wiggling.

“Again,” she begged, looking back at me. “More. I don’t want there to be a single chance of not getting pregnant.”

“Jenny, I can’t believe this,” I said, grabbing my cock and stroking it, sure I still had plenty of life left in me. But the ramifications of what we were doing were starting to return to me as I watched my sexy neighbor beg for more. “You do know about the recall for those pills? Are you sure you wouldn’t rather…”

She reached between her legs, rubbing my cum into her pussy while she moaned.

“Please, Harry! You’ve always been so good to me, so sweet. I don’t care about the pills or whatever. I just need your cock in me again. Feels so good…”

She groaned in ecstasy and need, tongue out as she buried her head into the pillows.

“Okay,” I said, knowing  that she must really need it for her to act this way. I was doing her a favor, really. I certainly hadn’t planned on this day ending up with me knocking up the girl next door. And she was begging for it. I was half-hard but I needed a little more inspiration to go all the way. I reached for her ass, squeezing the two perfect circles of flesh that wiggled in front of me. She moaned, thrusting back into my palms.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Spread me open and fuck me!”

“Fuck,” I grunted, seeing how her wetness and my cum dripped from her still-tight pussy. It was sexy as hell, knowing that soon enough she’d be pregnant with my child. I’d have her, all of her, for as long as I wanted her. Groaning, I put my hard cock right where it belonged.

Jenny was still furiously rubbing her clit, and now she bucked and spasmed as I filled her. She arched her back, head lifting as feral noises escaped her throat. It was like fucking a cat in heat. She immediately started thrusting her hips back against me, and I barely even had to move as she proceeded to fuck herself on my rod.

“So good,” she panted. “I’m gonna cum again, please, don’t stop!”

I grabbed her hips and moved them faster, until her body was slapping hard against mine. Her big tits swayed underneath her as she took every inch of my cock. I could see her pretty little rosebud between her spread cheeks, and knew that I was the first person t0 ever see it this way. I spat down and wiggled a finger inside her, thinking about how good it was going to feel once she let me fuck her there.

“Harry!” Jenny screamed my name as she came. I was still thinking about how tight her ass would be, and how good it would feel to fill it with my cum; her climax triggered mine, and I shoved her down on the bed, pumping myself deep inside her, spilling yet another load into her fertile little body. She came underneath me, squeezing my cock dry with each spasm.

“Fuck, Jenny,” I panted when it was over. Rolling to my side, she didn’t move even with my weight no longer pinning her down. Suddenly, I was worried. Had the effects worn off, and now she was regretting it? Had I just ruined everything by taking advantage of my childhood friend?

“Thank you,” she mumbled, finally turning her head towards me and opening her big blue eyes. They sparkled. “Thank you so much. I promise, I’ll be so good to you. You can have me whenever you want, for the rest of your life. Anything you want…”

Poor thing was exhausted. Even as she spoke, her eyes were closing. Her breathing slowed. She was falling asleep in my arms! It was all a big dream come true. Half of me was afraid that if I fell asleep, I’d wake up alone in my bed, with crusty sheets. The other half was afraid of being found by Jenny’s parents.

“I’ve got to go,” I whispered. She mewled a protest.

“Stay,” she begged, reaching for me. “Want you again…”

“No, you need to sleep,” I said with a smile, thinking about how I was going to sneak back into her room as soon as I could. “Your body has work to do, remember?”

She smiled, reaching down to her belly.

“I’ll be back,” I promised, meaning in. I’d be back, and I’d be hard again, and next time I’d go straight for that tight little ass of hers. In the span of a single afternoon, my girl-next-door had become my girlfriend, and my slut, and probably my baby momma.

And it was all thanks to a little bottle of pills on Jenny’s dresser.
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