
        
            
                
            
        

    
Surrender to the Janitor

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 © 2017 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

Surrendering to the Janitor

Bonus Story: Bimbo Hotel

Bonus Story: Put It In, Coach!


Surrendering to the Janitor

The most embarrassing moment of my life was when Principal Dennis came to my economics class and pulled me out. In front of everyone, he called my name and told me he wanted to speak to me in the hall. The whole class went “ooooh”, like they knew I was in trouble. But I didn’t know I was in trouble. What could I have been in trouble for?

See, I’d never been in trouble before. At 18, I was the senior class president and head of the cheerleading team, a decent student and really popular. Everyone liked me. I was pretty, blonde, blue-eyed, with an athletic body and bouncy tits that drove guys like Principal Dennis crazy. I had every male employee at Reynolds High under my thumb.

So what could I be in trouble for?

I left the classroom, blushing hard and racking my brain for an answer. Principal Dennis let the door shut behind me and started walking down the hallway, beckoning for me to follow him.

“Samantha, you’ve been a pleasure to have in my school for the past four years,” he said, frowning despite the nice words. “So I was really quite shocked when it came to my attention that you’ve been so rude to my staff.”

What? I was nice to everyone – every teacher I ever had loved me! I pouted, ready to defend myself, but Principal Dennis kept talking. I wasn’t sure where we going, we just seemed to be meandering down the hall aimlessly.

“I’m not sure if this was some kind of senior prank, but I have hard evidence that you have been teasing the janitorial staff!”

I was so shocked that I stopped walking. Principal Dennis turned to me, his frown deepening. That is what this was all about?  That dumb prank? I huffed, hands on my hips.

“You can’t be serious!” I said. “Teasing? But…but…”

“No buts,” Principal Dennis said. “I don’t want to hear it!”

“It was just a dumb prank!” I whined.

And it was. Actually, it was more of a revenge thing than a prank, but still.

It all started on that Wednesday when I accidentally threw my gum wrapper on the floor in the hallway. I didn’t have time to find a trash bin, since I was late for class. So I just let it fall to the ground. And I guess our janitor, Darryl or whatever his name was, saw it, because I heard him grumble something about it. That really made me mad. After all, my parents paid his salary – he should have just done his job without complaining!

So I told him. Right to his dumb face, I told him exactly where he could put his grumbles. He should consider himself lucky to get to clean up my trash. I guess he didn’t like hearing that, because as I was walking away he called me “rich white trash”. The nerve!

Of course, I couldn’t let someone like him get away with saying something like that to someone like me. So one day after cheerleading practice, when I noticed him waxing the floors in the hallway, I made a point to pull my shirt down as I skipped past him. And sure enough, he looked at my tits! Catching him in the act of being a perv felt good, so I turned to him and told him that he’d only ever dream of touching a body like mine. Then I flipped my skirt up to show him a glimpse of my toned, round ass  and left him standing there stunned. The whole thing was stupid, but it made me feel good knowing that the gross old janitor was going to be tortured knowing he’d never get his hands on me.

But I guess he’d gone and blabbed to Principal Dennis about it!

“Dumb prank or not, I can’t believe someone of your age, someone about to graduate, has so little regard for other people. In fact, I’m considering holding you back from graduating at all! High school isn’t just about learning algebra, it’s also about learning to be a good person. A lesson you clearly haven’t learned yet.”

“What?!” I gasped. He would actually hold me back a year just for flashing the janitor? I was so shocked I barely noticed that we were standing outside the janitor’s office, which was little more than a closet with a desk and some buckets and brooms. My stomach rolled over. Was he going to make me apologize to what’s-his-name? How embarrassing!

“Now, I haven’t made my decision yet,” Principal Dennis said, knocking on the door. “It will depend entirely on how you treat Devin from here on out. I’ve arranged for the two of you to have some privacy. While you’re in there, you’re to do anything he says to make it up to him. If you’re a good girl and apologize nicely and make up for what you’ve done, you might just graduate after all.”

I was shocked beyond speech. I was going to have to be alone with the creep? To apologize? And what did Principal Dennis mean, making it up to him? He didn’t mean…

The door swung open, revealing Devin in his janitor’s uniform. It was all stained and smudged, and he even had a mark on his cheek from oil or something. He leered at me, a scowl on his face.

“Devin, as we discussed, I’m leaving Samantha here in your hands,” Principal Dennis said. “You’re to instruct her on how she can make it up to you. Whatever you deem necessary. Truly, the sky is the limit.”

Before I could argue further, Principal Dennis had pushed me into the room and the door shut behind me. The room was dim, but I could still see the janitor clearly, his lewd gaze making me blush.

“Look, I’m sorry, or whatever,” I said. “I guess it was, like, mean. Okay? Can I go?”

I turned, figuring that had to be enough. Not quite. I felt him grab my wrist, stopping me before I could leave.

“No, I don’t think that’s enough,” he said. “I think I want more. A lot more.”

His hand was firm on my wrist, his heat pulsing on my flesh. I kind of liked it, in a weird sick way. But I was a virgin! I wasn’t going to do the school janitor in the closet! That was crazy…right?

“Like…like what?” I whimpered. He grinned, teeth gleaming.

“You a virgin?” He asked, starting to unbutton his shirt. I gaped as his chest came into view. It was like…totally chiseled! He had abs and everything! I found myself nodding, even though the question was totally inappropriate.

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

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

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

“That’s funny, because according to Principal Dennis, I can treat you however I want,” he chuckled. “Or you don’t get to graduate.”

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

I groaned. It felt so dirty and gross to be in here with him, knowing that I had to do whatever he said. But it also felt really good and exciting.

“I bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? Little rich bitches like you love being fucked hard and rough. You love getting a big black cock between those thighs. I bet those nipples are begging for me to touch them, hard and aching…”

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

He kept pushing me against the table, and now I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

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

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I knew I couldn’t stop him, but I also didn’t want to. The thought of having my sweet young body ravished by the school janitor in his dirty little office was really exciting!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours?”

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

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuckin’ nice,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and nipping and licking me into a frenzy. My eyes fell on the door, and I knew that on the other side my friends were walking the halls, going to class. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my eyes trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. I was going to lose my virginity right there in the janitor’s closet, with my classmates just on the other side of the door! My tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “Mm-hmm.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Better get to it, if you want to graduate,” he growled. “Let me see your tongue.”

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

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

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

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

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

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his dark shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, the enormous size of his cock making his big hand look small, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

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

With one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “And you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to have the school janitor’s fingers inside me!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You gonna come for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls.”

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

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

I was afraid of what that dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. He groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp.

I didn’t think I could move, but I knew I had to. I couldn’t just lay on that table in the janitor’s closet forever.

“Sir…do you think you’re gonna tell Principal Dennis I did good?” I asked. “I really want to graduate….”

“Maybe,” Devin said, smiling as he tossed my clothes at me. “But I bet that you can convince him yourself. In fact, I think he’ll probably want a taste after he sees what a good slut you are. We both thought it, but…”

“What…what do you mean?” I asked.

The janitor pointed to a corner of the ceiling, where I noticed a blinking red light. My eyes widened.

“You were recording?!”

“Don’t worry,” he chuckled. “No one but me and Principal Dennis will see that video. Maybe we can all watch it together. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Two big cocks stuffing you while you watch yourself beg for more…”

The thought of it…had me panting. I slowly got dressed, feeling his cum slide down my thighs.

“I’ll see you after school,” he said. “In the principal’s office.”

I giggled, lightheaded at the thought. Waving goodbye, I slipped back into the hallway, into the sea of students, wondering if I smelled like sex. If anyone could tell what I’d just been doing with the janitor in the closet…and what I was going to do after school, in the principal’s office.

I definitely learned something important at school that day. A lesson I’d never forget! And if I ever did happen to forget it, I’d have video evidence to remind me!


Bonus Story: Bimbo Hotel

If you had told me that the corporate retreat I was invited to as a reward for outselling any other salesman in the company would be the highlight of my life, I would have laughed right in your face. After all, a bunch of stooges I didn’t really like when I had to work with them couldn’t turn out to be that much better when I had to vacation with them, right? And hanging out with Jeremy, my manager, for a whole week kind of took the fun out of a free trip to Cabo.

But of course, the minute I stepped on that plane, I realized how wrong I was.

Bimbo Airlines wasn’t just named after some weirdo who ran the company. It was a full on, all expenses paid, brothel in the sky. For the entire flight, I’d been balls-deep in hot, nympho, teenage pussy.

So you can imagine that I was pretty excited to see what the hotel had in store. By the time we landed, it was already pretty late, and the drive to the hotel took an hour. It was too dark to really take in the sights and sounds, and I was wiped. When we pulled up to the resort, with its banal fountains and shrubbery, I was too loopy-headed to make any judgments about it. Jeremy and I were ushered through the front door by two attractive but fully-clothed women, into a lobby that was…normal. Really nice, but totally normal.

I knew that Jeremy had said the flight was just the beginning, but as I looked around the room, I was a little disappointed. There were plenty of men who were there for the retreat - they all had nametags, and waved genially to Jeremy and I as we approached the front desk.

The staff was composed entirely of pretty young girls, but they wore full uniforms. The happy chatter from the hotel bar and the low mumbling of men in the lobby over the muzak was all I could hear - no moans of unearthly pleasure or cries of passion. Dejected but ready to accept that I couldn’t expect the company to pay for a sex resort, I followed Jeremy to the front desk.

The young blond waiting for us wore a bright smile and sharp black suit, tailored pencil skirt showing off her hips but not much else. She walked Jeremy and I throuhg the hotels’ amenities, giving us brochures and stickers where we could write our names so everyone would know who we were. Jeremy acted like some Dad, making bad jokes and acting way too interested in the boring information Jenny was giving us. Finally, though, I had my room key and my room number. Jeremy handed it over, smiling.

“Shall we meet at the bar for drinks?” He asked.

“Actually, I’m kind of exhausted,” I admitted, feeling just how true that was as soon as the words left my mouth. I’d lost count of how many times I came on the plane, and even with the help of Viagra I was spent. The idea of laying in a nice clean hotel bed, ordering room service, turning on the TV and drifting off to dreamland suddenly seemed better than sex!

“I guess you are,” Jeremy chuckled, winking. “My first time, I missed the whole first day of the conference! Well, you rest up, Josh. You’re gonna need the energy.”

He winked again before turning around and shouting some guys’ name, approaching a small group of men with his arms out. I didn’t want to waste the brainpower wondering if I should expect more of the treatment I’d received on the flight. Maybe Jeremy just meant that the retreat would be chock-full of team building exercises and boozing with middle managers. Either way, I sighed in relief when I got to my room and collapsed on the bed.

Not even two hours later, after a sumptuous meal delivered by another fully-dressed young bombshell, I was drifting off to sleep. But before I was dead to the world, I thought to call up the front desk and ask for a wake-up in the morning. Eight seemed like a responsible time to wake up and get ready for the day’s roster of meetings and lectures and workshops. The front desk girl chirped that she’d be happy to schedule my wake-up and hung up - and I barely had the phone down on its cradle before I was deep asleep.

***

I slowly began to understand that I wasn’t sleeping anymore. I was dreaming, surely - I hadn’t brought a girl back to my room the night before, so there couldn’t possibly be a set of lips wrapping themselves around my thick, throbbing cock. I groaned, wanting to plunge back into the sweet dream I was having. The one where I could reach down and find a tangled mess of warm, silken hair to wrap around my fingers. The one where a soft tongue lapped and licked at my balls while a strong fist pumped my shaft.

Of course, it didn’t take long before I realized - this wasn’t a dream.

“What the…?” I wondered aloud, opening my eyes to a dark room. I grabbed the covers, pulling them up to see what was underneath. Two big, green eyes looked back at me, soft flesh pressed between my thighs.

“Good morning, sir,” the girl said. “This is your wake-up call.”

Oh, right. I grinned, watching her work her hands around my balls, alternately stroking and squeezing while her fist pumped up and down my cock, lubricated by her spit. Pre-cum gleamed at the tip of my cock and dribbled down, and she eagerly leaned forward to collect it on her tongue, moaning as she swallowed it down. She had long brown hair and what little I could see of her breasts was lovely. Even better was her round, tight ass wiggling in the air as she wrapped her lips around my tip again, moaning in ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head, inching her way down my cock. I pushed the covers down so I could see better.

“That’s not bad,” I said. “Are you the hotel’s resident slut?”
“One of them,” the girl giggled. “You didn’t know? We have a whole team of eager little nymphos. Just ring the front desk and ask for a fucktoy.”

“I’ll remember that,” I sighed, letting her get back to work.

“How would you like me to proceed, sir?” the girl asked in between slurping my cock down her throat. “We’re always open to feedback.”

She was so professional! I chuckled and reached down to get a grip on her head.

“Just open wide,” I growled. “I want to fuck your throat.”

“MMmmm!”

The girl nearly jumped off the bed as I slammed her head down and my hips up at the same time. I felt my cock slide deep into her throat, her gag reflex kicking in. But she fought it back, and I admired how well she handled herself as I began to mercilessly thrust into her throat. Her eyes watered, dripping tears down her cheeks as I choked her with my dick, raping her sweet little mouth like I owned it.

“Good girl,” I grunted, feeling my balls churn as her spit flowed down, making them all warm and wet. “You ready to swallow?”

Her muffled agreement was music to my ears. She looked like she was excited about it! It drove me over the edge, and I forced her head all the way down, until I felt her nose hit my pubic bone, before spilling into her. I held her close, thrusting with each spurt of cum that I fed her. She clawed at the sheets, clearly struggling to get enough air, and eventually I was finished and let her up. She gasped, looking like a whore with her make-up running and my cum on her lips.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned, licking her lips and swallowing. “That was delicious!”

“You ‘re welcome,” I said, leaning back, satisfied and very awake. The nameless girl bounced off the bed. Everything on her body bounced, too.

“Now, unless there’s any other way I can help you, sir, I have a whole list of men who require waking up,” she said. I looked down and noted that she was dripping wet. Poor thing needed some relief.

“Do you fuck? Or just blowjobs?” I asked.

“Oh,” she giggled. “They won’t let me fuck yet. I only just turned 18. I’m not experienced enough!”

“But you must be really horny,” I said.

“Yes,” she agreed, reaching down between her legs. “I’m like this all the time, but the mornings are the worst! I just love sucking cock so much, and getting all full on cum…but yeah, I don’t really get to cum myself.”

“Well, how about a tip?” I laughed. “Lay down. Spread ‘em.”

“Sir? Really?!” She squealed in delight, kneeling on the bed again.

“Just do it,” I growled. “Before I change my mind.”

Soon, she was laying down before me, legs spread, perfect little body on display. I knew I was going to get hard again, but I could deal with it. I started with her tits, squeezing and kissing her nipples, making them hard for me before biting them gently. She squirmed underneath me, panting already. Slowly, I made my way down her stomach. I was already getting hard again! That gave me an idea.

“Wait,” I said, pulling back. She groaned in disappointment, looking at me frantically as I denied her. “How about I ride your face while I do this favor for you?”

“Oh, yes, please!” She squealed. I still didn’t know her name! But I turned myself around, positioning my cock over her eager mouth. Slowly, I began to thrust into her willing throat, making her gag all over again before I leaned down and buried my own face in her sweet little pussy. I wouldn’t have been interested if she was fucking other dudes, but I always liked eating pussy and hers was clean. I eagerly lapped at her clit, suckling it between my lips while she let me rape her throat again. I reached my hand around until I could shove two fingers into her pussy, thrusting up to find her g-spot. I heard her muffled cries as she came for me, bucking on my hand. I laughed at how easy she was to please, how wet she was. I rose, giving her a last few good thrusts before cumming in her mouth again, adding to her bellyful of jizz. She groaned, drooling, as  I finished and pulled away.

“Now, if you don’t mind, I do have to get up now,” I said, pulling her off the bed and giving her ass a friendly slap as I pushed her towards the door.

“Thank you, sir! Thank…”

I slammed the door shut in her face, knowing that if I let her stay any longer I’d be adamant about being the first man to fuck her. And it really was getting late, and I needed to get down to the lobby to start my first full day at the corporate retreat. After all, I wasn’t just there to empty my balls, right? Though I wondered what I would really find once I got downstairs…

***

Internet Sales Strategies. Effective Communication. How To Gain Trust In Clients. The morning was full of workshops and talks, networking and stale platters of cheese and crackers. There was some neat swag, but other than that it was pretty boring. But considering the morning and the day before, I wasn’t about to complain.

Still, when it came time for us to break for a few hours in the middle of the day, I declined Jeremy’s offer to join him and a few other regional managers at the pool. I knew it was clothes optional - it had said as much in the brochure I got at check-in - and I’d seen enough of Jeremy on the flight. I needed a break. Besides, there were a lot of men at the conference, and I hardly wanted to see them all without their clothes.

I figured I could just call the front desk and arrange something private, in the comfort of my room. I was pretty chipper as I made my way up there, until I was just outside my door.

I guess I should have known from the sounds I heard and the general way the weekend had been going, but when I heard the TV on in my room I immediately went on high alert. I hadn’t even turned the TV on. Someone was in my room! I had my computer in there, and enough cash that I didn’t want anyone taking it! Angry and ready to fight, I burst through the door.

To my surprise - and relief - I didn’t catch a burglar red-handed. I realized that I’d heard the television, but hadn’t really listened to what was playing. Now, I saw the huge flat screen flickering with flesh. It was porn! Of course it was porn! On the screen, a woman was bent over a pool table, taking it in the ass while another man jacked off in her face. Stunned and instantly aroused, I looked at the bed, which was right in front of the television. What I saw there was even better than the porn.

“Oh, god!” The woman was dressed in the skimpiest maid’s outfit you can imagine. She lay on her back, spread-eagled, fucking herself with the end of a feather duster. Her cheeks were pink, her black hair tousled and spread out on the comforter. “Oh, sir, I’m so sorry! I was cleaning your room, and I just couldn’t help myself!”

“Well, well, well,” I said, shrugging off my suit jacket and admiring her plush ass as she thrust up against the feather duster. Her free hand was clutching her breast, kneading it through her dress. “Will you look at this. The hotel maid, slacking off on the job. I walk into my room expecting it to be clean, and what do I get? A dirty slut fucking herself on my bed, watching porn on my television!”

“I’m so sorry,” she panted. Her nametag said Cindy. “I get so horny sometimes, I can’t stop myself. Are you going to tell on me, sir?”

I grinned, already working on my belt.

“That depends,” I said. “What will you do to keep me quiet?”

“Anything,” she groaned, thrusting again before pulling out the feather duster and spreading her legs wide. “Please, sir. Use me. Choke me. Spit on me. Do anything you want, just please don’t tell on me. I could lose my job!”

“You’re telling me that I can do anything I want to you?” I said, my pants at my ankles, cock hard and throbbing in my hand. I watched her eyes travel down to take in my member, thick and long. She got a glazed look of lust, and licked her lips. She nodded her head vacantly.

“Please, sir,” she said. “Let me make it up to you. I’ll be a perfect little fuck toy. You can have me any way you want.”

“Good,” I said. “Stay right where you are, but pull your dress down. Let me see those tits of yours.”

She was all too eager to comply, squirming as she pulled down the straps of her dress until her rosy, D-cup breasts spilled forward. I groaned, thinking of ramming myself into her while grabbing those tits. Her nipples were hard and pointy, begging for attention. She was still spread wide, her pink cunt dripping wet. I was struck by sudden inspiration. Smirking, I approached the bed, then knelt beside her face. She pouted up at me, eyes begging.

On the screen, the woman was being held between the two men, one fucking her slit while the other worked her ass. I watched the screen as I grabbed Cindy’s head and guided her mouth to my cock. She immediately got to work, guiding her tongue expertly around the head of my cock, then swallowing it inch by inch. It felt great, especially in conjunction with the porn, but I didn’t want another blowjob. Once Cindy had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled back.

“I’m gonna fuck your tits,” I said. “And you’re gonna worship my balls while I do it.”

Before Cindy could say anything, I positioned myself over her head. My balls hung right over her mouth, and I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together. Thrusting my rod between them was amazing, but her mouth on my balls was even better. From my vantage point, I could watch the porno as I fucked her tits, using them like another hole, tweaking her nipples as I kneaded her breasts together to form a tight little slit for me. Beneath me, I heard her moan in appreciation as my balls moved over her face, her tongue lapping at them, sucking them between her lips.

“Touch your dirty little cunt for me,” I said. “I know you want to. You’re a desperate little slut, aren’t you?”

Her response was muffled as I ground down on her face, but she reached down between her legs, spreading her pussy and working her clit. I grabbed the duster from the bed, guiding it into her hand, and soon she was fucking herself hard as I pumped between her tits. On screen, the woman was servicing both men with her mouth, sucking her juices from their cocks and begging for their cum. I could feel Cindy’s body shifting beneath me, tensing up as she neared orgasm.

“Don’t you dare fucking cum,” I warned. “Not yet.”

Her muffled protest nearly drove me to the edge. But I knew what I wanted, and I held her down as I moved, getting off her face and flipping her over in one deft move. She weighed nearly nothing. I pulled her into position so that we were both facing the television, and she was on her hands and knees. Reaching between her legs, I shoved two fingers into her cunt and then dragged them up to her ass, lubricating it.

“You’re gonna take my whole load in this ass,” I promised, positioning myself. “And you’re going to enjoy it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir!” Cindy moaned, still rubbing her clit, her eyes on the screen as the woman coated herself in semen, rubbing it into her breasts and asking for more. “Yes, please! Please fuck my ass! Hard!”

I was happy to oblige. She spread easily as I thrust forward, burying myself in her ass in a single pump. She was tight and warm, and she went stiff as I slammed my balls against her. On the screen, the chick was rubbing cum into her slit, fucking herself with two fingers.

“Oh, yes! Sir, please! Fuck my ass! Punish me!”

“Fucking slut,” I said, spanking her as I rode her ass. “You’re a worthless little cunt. Not even worth cumming anywhere but your ass.”

“Oh, fuck,” Cindy screamed, the filthy words pushing her over the edge. Her body spasmed, stiffening and relaxing around my cock. It triggered my own release, and I groaned, burying myself to the hilt in her ass and pumping my load into her. She rammed against me, squeezing me dry with her climax. Panting, I watched her collapse, her face against the mattress. I pulled out of her, breathing hard and feeling a bit like collapsing myself.

“You aren’t done cleaning, are you?” I said, looking around the room at the things that still needed to be tidied. She would need to make the bed again, too.

“No, sir,” she moaned, dragging herself to her feet. I saw with satisfaction that she was having a hard time walking, and I could even see the glimmer of my cum dripping down the backs of her thighs. She went about her work dutifully, first fixing the bed as I stood beside it than cleaning the rest of the room while I relaxed and watched the porno on TV.

“Alright, sir,” she sighed. “I’m all done. Thank you for not telling on me.”

“Sure,” I said.

“And…thank you for fucking me,” she added with a smile. “That was really fun!”

Well, it wasn’t like watching the porno had gotten me less hard, and that little smile of hers helped me the rest of the way. I grinned back.

“I changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t think you’ve really made it up to me yet. I think I still need to punish you.”

She squealed with delight, jumping onto the bed and onto my cock again.

***

After another long couple of workshops after lunch, I was more than ready to get back to the “retreat” part of the corporate retreat. I was at the point where nothing was impossible - if a parade of naked women riding dildo-shaped unicycles came through the lobby, I wouldn’t be surprised.

So you can imagine my excitement when I got back to my room and saw the complementary tickets to the spa on my nightstand. Cindy might have left them when I left her in the room to make the bed for a third time, or maybe the concierge slipped in and left them. It didn’t matter - what mattered was taking full advantage of all the perks available to me.

I went down to the spa.

It was the usual New Age-y place, all dark wood and tiny waterfalls and mini zen gardens and harp music playing in the waiting area. I signed my name where the cute, chubby receptionist asked me to sign it and was directed to the shower room to change into my complimentary fuzzy robe and slippers. Then, I was directed to one of the massage rooms and told to disrobe, lay on the table, and wait for my masseuse.

I was pretty relaxed already, given the day I’d had. So when the door opened and closed, I almost wondered if I should give my manhood a rest. There was still a whole week to go, right? I wouldn’t want to overexert myself! The next day, in fact, we were to take a pleasure cruise, and I had a whole new idea of what corporate considered “pleasure.”

“Hello, sir,” a timid, sweet voice said. I resisted the urge to look up, and it was a very hard urge to resist. “I’m so honored to be able to help you relax today. Let me just get my oils and…”

I wondered what she looked like, trying to put a face to the voice. Was she black or white, or maybe Asian? I thought of all the women I’d encountered since stepping on the plane, and wondered how she would stack up compared to them. I should have listened harder, instead of imagining what she looked like. That voice was very familiar.

“Oooh,” she said, and I felt her hands on me for the first time. “You keep a lot of stress in your shoulders, huh?”

“I guess,” I said, shrugging, which made her laugh. She started to work my muscles, kneading my skin in delicate but deep circles. I groaned, unable to hold back as she worked her magic. Never mind that familiar voice, and never mind the warmth of the oil on her hands. It was all about that pressure. Not just her massage skills, either.

I could feel her breasts pressing against my skin, could even feel her nipples. Clearly, my masseuse was naked. And from the feel of her, she wasn’t lacking in the chest department. I groaned again as she moved lower, spreading that warm oil all over my body, kneading away all my tension and stress and tiredness. I felt myself slipping into a deep, relaxing space in  my mind.

“Does that feel good, baby?”

Mmmm, something about the way she said that - in that uncanny voice of hers, all innocent and shy - got me hard. It surprised me, but not too much. I smiled, eyes still closed.

“Yeah,” I said. “But I think you could make me feel better.”

She giggled, and I got just a little bit harder. Something about that giggle…so familiar, and sexy…

“Okay, sir, well, why don’t you turn around and we see what we can do to get you fully relaxed?”

Didn’t have to tell me twice! I rolled over, eager to finally get my eyes on…

“Suzie!” I said, taking her in. She gasped. I should have known that voice! It was none other than little Suzie Bates. She was the daughter of my father’s good friend. She was fifteen years younger than me, which put her almost at 19. She’d always been a cute kid growing up, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say that she’d gone from cute kid to bombshell once she reached her late teens.

She had a flat stomach with a disproportionate ass, and perky c-cup tits that defied gravity. Her red hair was always done in a braid, like it was now. She was short, and looked so damn cute with her hands over her mouth, blue eyes wide with shock, freckles bright as she blushed. I grinned. “Well, I never expected to see you here!”

“Oh, Josh,” she said, quickly moving to hide herself. But it was way too late - I’d seen every inch of her perfect, teenage body. “I can’t believe it’s you, I had no idea! I’m so sorry, oh, gosh, you…you’re not gonna tell Daddy, are you?”

Her eyes were worried. I was annoyed that she was covering up, grabbing a towel from the rack.

“What are you doing?” I barked. “Get back here.”

Slowly, she dropped the towel and turned, biting her lip. Her nipples were rosy, perfect for sucking. God, it was so hot, seeing this girl I’d always known as an innocent little thing, a professional slut! She was a dirty little whore after all, and I was hard as a rock thinking about how I was going to fuck her hard, then probably shake hands with her father next time we played golf together.

“Josh…you don’t…?”

“Don’t what?” I asked, feigning anger. “You told me you were going to give me some ultimate relaxation. Are you backing out? Because that’s a naughty thing to do.”

She blushed, and I noted that her nipples got a little bit hard.

“But…but…you’re like…I’ve known you my whole life! Daddy…”

“Daddy doesn’t know you have this job,” I said. “He thinks you’re teaching English, doesn’t he?”

She nodded, her lip going pink as she bit it. Her eyes were downcast, her red braid falling over one shoulder. She half-covered her breasts with one arm, and I reached out, snatching it away.

“And if you want him to keep believing that, you’ll show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into since I last saw you,” I said.

“Josh!” She gasped again, but now her nipples were pointing at me. I grinned, grabbing my erect cock in hand and stroking it. Her eyes glanced towards it, widened as she saw how big I was, and then returned to my face, shame reading in her features.

“Come on,” I said. “Hop up here, spread your legs, and ride my dick like the whore you are. I know they must have trained you pretty well. All the other girls at this hotel are aces. You like working here, don’t you?”

Slowly, she nodded. And while she didn’t show any signs of getting on top of me, she did reach out and wrap her small hand around my cock, slowly stroking it.

“That’s right,” I groaned. “Daddy’s little princess is gonna get wet for me. I’m going to do you two favors, princess. I won’t tell Daddy, and I’ll let you cum on my cock. You want that, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”

She whimpered, staring at my cock now, watching as it dripped pre-cum into her palm. She spread it down the shaft, body trembling.

“Yes, Josh,” she whispered. “I want it so bad.”

“Good girl,” I said. “Show me how bad you want it. Get up here.”

Slowly but surely, Suzie crawled onto the modified massage table, never once letting go of my cock. She stared at it like it was hypnotizing her. I groaned as she positioned herself above me - I reached for her, grabbing her hips first and then trailing my hands up to her tits. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. She couldn’t have been working at the resort very long, judging by the condition of her pussy. It was like fucking a virgin!

And her breasts were perfect. More than a handful, soft and pliable. I waited until she had sunk all the way down on my cock, moaning the whole way, and then pulled her down so I could suck on her pert little nipples while she rode me. Her hips worked against mine, her cries of pleasure music to my ears.

“Oh, fuck, Josh,” she cried. “I’ve thought about this so much…”

“Really?” I asked, kneading her tits, watching her face contort in pleasure as she ground against me.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “I always th-thought about you when I touched myself! I always wanted to show you what a good little fucktoy I could be!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words.

“You’re not bad,” I panted. “I might just have to tell Daddy anyway. To brag about fucking his sweet little baby girl.”

“N-n-nooo!” She cried out, but her fingers clawed at my chest, her pussy flooding my lap. “Please!”

“They got you on the pill out here? Shit, I like the idea of getting you knocked up, making you run home to Daddy, tell him who got you pregnant while you were working as a whore in Mexico…”

“Josh!” Suzie screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit. “I’m c-coming!!!”

“Fuck right you are,” I grit out, hands on her hips now, forcing her body to jerk back and forth as I watched her shake in ecstasy on my cock. The idea of fucking Suzie Bates just got the better of me, and I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum

“Oh, fuck, yes, give it to me,” she squealed, squeezing herself about my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the table, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my little, innocent family friend! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving.

“So, you’re not gonna tell Daddy, right?”

“Depends,” I said, chuckling. “On how you treat me next time we have you guys over for dinner. I expect you’ll find some way to please me again. Maybe crawl under the table and blow me while I talk to Daddy about how business is going.”

She looked horrified and aroused at the same time, and I decided I really liked that look on her.  She gave me back my robe and kissed me on the cheek before running from the room, giving me a good look at her sweet ass as she went. I took my time getting my stuff together and returning to the showers, where I indulged in a sauna before leaving to go back to my room.

I happened to pass Jeremy and a few other guys on my way back, and they looked like they were having just as good a night as me.

“Looking forward to tomorrow?” One of them asked, clapping me on the back.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, wondering what I might find on that cruise. Hopefully something as good as I could get at the hotel - or maybe even better! I’d never had sex at sea before, and this seemed to be a week of firsts. I got back to my room and laid in bed for a bit before picking up the phone to order room service, with a side of pussy.


Bonus Story: Put It In, Coach!

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

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

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

And then he went and ruined it with Sandy Samuels!

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

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

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

Even closer than I thought.

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

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

My hopes proved fruitless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coach…?”

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

“It is?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

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

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

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

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

Oh my god! Those words were so dirty!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C-Coach…” I moaned.

“Yes, Sally?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I waved goodbye and let the door slam behind me.

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

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

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

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

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

“But…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do,” I said. “Thank you, Coach.”

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

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

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

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

He smiled, very wide.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I grabbed his shoulders and bit my lip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because I could get pregnant!”

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

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

Coach Jefferson smiled and patted my stomach.

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

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

Now, I loved him as Coach.

And that was even better.
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