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Teaching Teresa

 


 


Paul unpacked boxes in his room,
taking out large handfuls of DVDs, books, and various trinkets
accumulated over his twenty-two years and peppering them out onto
his bed, which had quickly turned into a junk pile. He sighed—this
was going to take a while. It was Thursday afternoon, the third day
after moving in, and he was still unpacking things. When had he
gotten so much stuff?

There was a knock on his door. His
best friend and roommate, Alex, stood there, dressed down in sweat
pants and a small tee. Alex was blond and stockily built, with a
square jaw that reminded Paul of a superhero. Unlike a superhero,
though, Alex was usually shy—clearly, the more shy of the pair.
Paul, lean and tall, was always the first one to talk to ladies at
a party or a club.

“Hey uh, what are we going to do with that third bedroom?”
asked Alex?

The third bedroom was downstairs,
right next to the entry. The upstairs, not too large in Paul's
estimation, just a thousand square feet or so, was just Paul's room
and Alex's room and a bathroom.

“I
dunno. Study?”

“Sure. I didn’t know if we wanted to use it for like a weight
room or something.”

Alex was heavy into lifting weights.
His frame was heavily muscled after years of training. The
stoutness of his frame meant he could lift much more than Paul,
even though Paul was taller, with longer limbs.

“I
thought we were putting all that out near the living room? In that
little nook, or whatever?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess so. But people
can see that right when they come in. We’re gonna have parties, you
know? Why make that the first thing people see?”

Paul was going to respond, but the
doorbell rang.

“Are you expected anybody?” Paul asked.

Alex shook his head.
“Nope.”

It was late in the afternoon—way later
than the mail would come. They walked downstairs together. The
stairway was a metal spiral, looking very industrial with the wood
floors and concrete bricks in the wall. Downstairs was the living
room, the kitchen, the laundry, a dining room, and of course, the
third bedroom.

It was a nice apartment. Probably, it
was the nicest apartment in all of Grover Heights, which boasted a
whole lot of upscale apartments for all the rich kids living off
their parent’s money and going to the one of the nicest private
universities in the world.

Alex and Paul were both
sons of billionaires. Or—Paul was the son of a billionaire, and
Alex was the son of a guy who sometimes was a billionaire and
sometimes was simply a many, many, many hundreds-of-millions-aire,
depending on the price of stock and real estate at any given time
of the year. Paul took a sort of mean pride in pointing this out
pretty regularly to Alex.

In any case, they were both filthy
stinking rich, and their fathers wanted them to follow in the
family business—which meant going to business school and then law
school. Now seniors at Mapleton University, they wanted to spend
their last year flaunting their wealth a bit more than usual—and so
had picked up the nicest living space they could find on their
allowance.

Alex opened the door downstairs.
Behind it was a gorgeous young blond, smiling prettily.

Paul and Alex both were speechless,
not entirely sure what to say. There was just no other way to look
at her—she was a knockout. Dressed in tight, tight, short, short,
denim shorts that were more like underwear than proper clothing,
her ass and legs were on full display. She turned toward them, ever
so slightly, letting them see the way her gorgeous tanned skin was
unable to be contained by her flimsy clothing. Brown leather boots
slid up her beautiful legs, showing off their length, and she
tugged at the skimpy pink tank top she had on, already quite
strained by her enormous, buoyant bust. The breasts, Paul measured
quickly, were easily 36Ds, and probably much larger than
that.

“Hello, big strong men,” she said, still smiling, clearly
enjoying their eyes on her. She twirled one yard-length strand of
blond hair. “Alex and Paul, yes?”

Her accent was soft, electric.
Something Eastern-European that Paul couldn’t trace. It coated
every word she said in sweet allure.

She stepped past both of them—through
them, actually. Her hot ass slid across Paul’s hips, and her thick
breasts skated along Alex’s chest.

“This place,
I love it!” She clapped her hands together and
turned back to them. “When do I start?”

Paul and Alex exchanged
glances.

“I’m sorry,” said Alex. “But who are you?”

“I’m your third roommate, of course.” She batted his chest.
“Or, yes, I hope that is what to become. I am Teresa.”

She held out a hand—Paul took it, and
then Alex. Heavenly soft. He could not fight the image of it
wrapping around his cock, jerking him off as she cooed to him in
that luscious accented voice.

“Roommate?” asked Paul. “What roommate?”

As far as he knew, he and Paul were
completely by themselves in the place. That was sort of the appeal.
A fun guy’s place to have, no worries about upkeep or any of that.
They certainly didn’t need any help with the rent.

She seemed slightly confused. It was a
look that suited her, as Paul imagined most looks did. “The
roommate from your posting online. Am I mistaken?”

“Oh,” said Alex, slapping his head. “I totally forgot about
that. I posted it…I don’t know, last night? Two nights
ago?”

“Two nights ago,” confirmed Teresa. “Three fifty-four in the
morning. Very late.”

“Right,” said Alex. He looked at Paul. “I was
drunk.”

“You were drunk,” said Paul. It had been their first night in the
place. They cracked open a bottle of expensive whiskey and tore
into a cheap pizza. “I remember that. You really posted all that?
Everything we talked about?”

Alex shrugged. “I
guess so.”

Teresa, pulled out the print-out of
the ad from her purse and gently handed it to them. Her hands were
expertly manicured.

“You certainly did.”

Paul’s eyebrows rose as he examined
the ad:






ATTENTION LADIES: MAID
NEEDED






LOOKING FOR A BEAUTIFUL
GIRL

TO CLEAN, COOK, AND
GENERALLY

LOOK HOT WHILE WE TAKE CARE
OF

SCHOOLWORK AND OTHER MANLY

TYPE ACTIVITIES

ONLY HOT WOMEN NEED APPLY.

 


PAYMENT:

ONE THOUSAND A WEEK.

FREE ROOM AND BOARD.






Paul was impressed. This was much more
candid than Alex usually was.

“So?” said Teresa. “You big, strong men need maid, yes? Very
beautiful maid to do girly work for you?”

Alex stumbled over his words. “Listen,
miss…”

“Miss?” She laughed. “So formal.
Please, I am younger than both of you. Just barely eighteen,
truthfully.” Her fingers slid up and down her ample bosom. “Call me
Teresa. Please.”

Paul loved the way she continually
said that—“please.” It was incredibly hot to think about her saying
it again and again while he drove his cock into her. He was getting
stiff.

Alex nodded. “All right, Teresa. It’s
just that, I mean, I was really hammered when I wrote that, and I’m
not really sure that it’s anything that we really—”

Paul, taking in the eyeful of what
were Teresa’s seemingly endless physical benefits, elbowed Alex in
the arm.

“What my friend is trying
to say,” Paul explained, “is that we sort of need to, you know,
check your references before we can actually hire you.”

She sighed, pouting a bit. Her lips
formed a small heart. “Yes? I thought perhaps it would please
strong, big men like you both. Having a girl around who does
anything, no questions asked. This is not what you want? You must
ask questions, first?”

Alex gulped, Paul grinned, and Teresa
continued. “I come to this country for my education. Is very nice
so far. But, I have no place to stay so far. But, many skills I
have. Cooking. Cleaning. Dressing. I know how to dress in ways the
men like. I can dress however big, strong men ask me to.” She
giggled. “My body? Is very nice, yes? I do not like to hide it. And
so, it is money I need, yes? So, yes? You pay, and I
stay?”

Paul had something of a light bulb go
off over his head.

“Why don’t you show us that you can clean?” asked
Paul.

She smiled warmly. “You want
demonstration? Of course.”

Holding her hand out dramatically, she
emptied out her tiny purse onto the floor. Spare change, a small
wallet, and a few make-up products rolled around. Effortlessly, she
bent over at the waist and went to work grabbing each item. Only
the barest threads of denim prevented them from seeing her ass
completely.

“Oh,” she said, voice soft. “This is very hard, actually.
Difficult. I must become closer.”

With an elaborate dip, she slipped
down her knees, shaking out her gorgeous golden locks. She crawled
around on the floor in her heels, picking up the spare pennies and
nickels, dropping them and giggling, and then stretching out her
beautiful lithe body to grab them again.

As she stood up, she backed her ass in
between Alex and Paul, one cheek of the dynamically-muscled rear
touching both of them. She slid upward, pressing against their
bodies, their barely-restrained cocks, and shook her hair around,
flitting them both in the face. She smelled like spices, old and
somehow fresh. Primal.

She took Alex’s hand and then Paul’s,
clasping them together into her bosom, where she gave the tips a
little kiss.

“Please, Sirs? I very badly need this job. I want to make you
both very happy.”

Alex’s mouth hung open, staring at
Paul—please make a decision, this look said. Paul
nodded.

“You,” said Paul, “are completely hired.”






* * * * *






Four o’clock Saturday morning, Alex
came downstairs, hungry and thirsty, and saw Teresa in the kitchen,
peeking in the fridge. The kitchen was large and open, with a small
island and lots of marble-topped surfaces. The fridge was the kind
that was flush with the cabinets, the doors appearing to be made of
the same wooden material.

It had been two nights since she moved
in. Mostly it had been uneventful so far, outside of absolutely
everything Teresa doing being the clearest definition of a sexual
event that Alex had ever seen.

The girl was like liquid sex, leaving
hot trails of her hotness everywhere—more than enough to stay
permanently turned-on by. Alex found himself trailing after her
while she cleaned, watching the shiny locks of her hair or the
tight curves of her incredible ass, the bounces of her continuously
braless breasts.

She had cleared that with them on her
first day—not wearing a bra.

“It is okay, yes? I don’t like them much, and they are not
needed, besides. If you want, sometimes, I wear for bed, or maybe
for making pretty. Lingerie, and all of that. Is okay? You have no
complaints?”

Neither of them did, of course.
Watching the foreign beauty’s breasts bounce was like coming in
first in some contest they had no idea they had been a part of. She
watched them watching her, and seemed to enjoy it.

Certainly, the case could be made for
her showing off. Probably it wasn’t necessary for her to do the
vacuuming in six-inch heels and a metallic string bikini—but that
was how she had done it so far. She had been working for over a
half an hour before “suddenly realizing” that the vacuum wasn’t
even on. The boys hadn’t noticed either, sipping at beers in their
chairs and watching her work.

It was like that with most of her
chores so far. Everything had a different outfit. Bikinis for
vacuuming. Minidresses for kitchen work. Shorts and tiny tank-top
for dusting and general clutter. They didn't request any outfits
yet. It was brilliant just watching what she would put
on.

Now, in the early morning, presumably
up from bed, she wore incredibly small boy shorts and a skimpy
white tee that seemed clearly overwhelmed by the volume of
tit-flesh that Teresa put out.

Before the dim light of the fridge,
her body looked as perfect as it Alex continually thought it was.
Her shorts—tiny and clingy—hugged her ass, showing off the perky
globes that she had clearly worked hard on. Yesterday, Alex had
watched her as she woke up early in the morning to work out.
Pilates, mostly. She also explained that frequently she would
incorporate lots of yoga and, if it was all right, she would
occasionally indulge with Paul and Alex's elliptical machine “if
she didn’t feel up to much work.”

Teresa turned and saw him as he
entered the kitchen, her plush lips wrapped around the edge of a
milk carton. Surprised, her grip faltered, and she spilled the milk
all down the front of her tight tank top. In the dim light, he
could clearly make out her nipples—hard and erect—the t-shirt
plastered against her incredibly supple breasts.

“Oh, nooo,” she moaned, rubbing the milk on her shirt. “You
surprise me, big man. So strong. I do not see.”

Alex couldn’t tell if she was
legitimately upset or if she just wanted to rub her wet tits
together. Either way, the effect on him was to give him a perfectly
hard cock, right away.

“Shirt is no good, now.” She shook her head. “I must
remove.”

With seemingly no inner-debate
whatsoever, she slipped the shirt off—revealing her wet, perfect
tits underneath.

God, thought Alex. They were truly
amazing. He wanted to call some kind of records book and let them
know to stop looking for anything better.

The two of them—him and her—were both
practically naked. Both of them without shirts, both of them only
in underwear. Alex, without any conscious thinking, let his hand
drift to his crotch.

She couldn’t see him do it, he
realized. He was angled behind the island in the middle of the
kitchen, and she couldn’t really see if he positioned his hand just
so and just…watched her. Gasping just slightly, he let the stiff
surface of his cock slide against the hardness of the island. His
fingers gently massaged his cockhead as he watched her sliding more
and more puddles of milk up into her hands from where they had
settled in her tight, hot cleavage. Trying to hide his activity, he
bent over onto the island with his free hand out.

“Perhaps you could help, yes?” she asked. “The paper
towels?”

They were across the way on the
counter. He tried to reach with his free hand, and couldn’t make
the distance. Trying not to blush, he stood up straighter—rubbing
his cock more into the hard island—and shook his head. If he walked
over to grab them, she’d certainly see his boner in his boxers.
Alex didn’t think he was huge, but he definitely was big enough for
someone to notice that.

“You’re…” he shook his head, stroking the head of his cock.
Pleasure coursed through his body. “You’re the maid. Clean it
up.”

At first, she looked annoyed, which
for whatever reason made Alex stroke a little harder. She must have
seen him, though—because then she smiled wide.

“I
see, yes,” she said with a hot giggle. “Big, strong man wants his
little hot maid doing his bidding? This is all part of plan, yes?
Scare helpless girl, make her spill milk? You like wet, hot body,
yes?”

He couldn’t answer. Her words were
turning him on too much. His cock felt so thick, throbbing so
hotly...

“Mmm, oh yes. I see very well. I suppose if no help is to be
had, then I must clean myself some way…”

Slowly, she reached into the fridge
and pulled open a bottle of water. Smiling, she cracked it open,
and then poured it over her hair and body. Her tits, already damp
from the milk, were cleaned at once, but still sparkling wet. And
now the rest of her body was glistening wet as well, her tiny
shorts soaked all the way through, perfectly molding to her tight
and clearly hairless pussy. Alex stroked harder, unable to help
himself. She was so fucking hot! His boxers dropped down, and he
gripped his cock with his whole hand.

“You like, yes? Sir enjoys?” she asked, strutting over toward
him. “Does Sir enjoy watching his maid working away for
him?”

She crossed the plane of the island,
and took a long, lustful look down. Her bright blue eyes locked on
his cock, now out and free, and she bit her lower lip in open
longing, watching him stroke it.

“That’s right.” She slid next to him, nodding encouragingly.
Her cheek pressed against his, both of them looking at his cock.
“Go on. Stroke it, Sir. Such big, strong, rich man. Please, do not
stop? You won’t, will you, Sir?”

He shook his head. He
couldn’t even begin to, really. God, her cheek was so very warm
against his. Her body so tight and small and hot and
busty.

“Please then, Sir. Keep going.” She slipped away, her hands
trailing down his torso. “Continue to watch, yes? Watch me clean.
For you. Watch me…do your bidding, yes?”

She knelt down then, grabbing all the
paper towels, and slowly began cleaning up the mess. She stretched
and receded, stretched and receded, wiping up the spilled milk and
water, on her knees the whole time. God, her back, her breasts, her
hair! All of her so beautiful, so hot. Her muscles so perfectly
toned. She cast looks back up at him often and easy, her face
filled with lust.

She loved this, he realized. She loved
showing off like this. She loved doing what he said.

More than anything, he wanted to
command her suck him off, to let him fuck her wild, but he was
already so, so, so very close. He didn’t want to just enter her and
be done immediately. That would be embarrassing—and god, it felt so
good just to stroke with her watching.

“I’m gonna…” he moaned “I’m gonna cum…”

With a long, precious moan, she turned
over and got on her knees, nodding and cooing, holding her wet tits
together with her soft, soft hands.

“Yes, Sir. My Sir. Big, strong man. Please cum, yes? Please,
unleash all of it? I want to see it, Sir. It’s so, so
important…”

Grunting, breath shaking his body, he
came all over the floor. As bottled up as he had been, there was a
lot of it. It spilled into the tiles, hot and gooey. Teresa's eyes
lit up anew with each new spurt.

“Oh my, Sir” purred Teresa. “Another mess for me to clean,
yes? So much trouble you are. Such a big, big mess you
make.”

“I-I can take of it,” he offered, feeling
embarrassed.

“Oh, must you?” She leaned down, her mouth right over it, face
full of hunger. “I had been looking forward to performing duties
for you. I am…rather good at cleaning, yes? The apartment, it is
spotless, hmm? Won’t you allow me, please? Please, Sir? Let me lick
your mess off the floor, like good maids do?”

“Yes,” he said, still shuddering. He had cum so
hard.

And then, as he watched, she licked up
his cum off the tile floor in long, hot motions with her tongue. A
contented, happy smile arrived on her face as she worked, eyes
shining.

Then, she slipped up and kissed him on
the cheek.

“Good night, handsome. Let me know if you need me to do any
more…cleaning.”

With that, she strutted off, back over
to her room.

“Holy cow,” said Alex. “Who am I living with?”






* * * * *

 






It was early in the morning on
Saturday, and Paul was going to be late for class. This was fine,
he was always late to classes (and especially the once-a-week
Saturday classes that lasted for two-and-a-half hours), but he
preferred to keep it under twenty minutes after the start of class.
There was a certain level of decorum to be respected after
all.

But, he still needed a shower, and the
water in the bathroom upstairs had been running for nearly
half-an-hour now.

Paul banged hard on the
door.

“Come on, Alex! Hurry it up.”

Metal and pipes squeaked as the
faucets were shut off. He could hear some light steps and a towel
being pulled off the rack. Then, the door opened, steam blocking
his view. Coughing a bit, he waved his arm, trying to clear
it.

“Jeez,” he said. “Thanks for taking all the hot
water.”

And then he saw that it wasn’t Alex at
all—oh no. It was Teresa, fresh and wet and perfect.

Teresa stepped away, only wearing a
towel—and barely that. You could not say it wrapped around the
firm, hot cheeks of her ass, because it was held too loosely and
stopped entirely too high. The only thing the tiny towel did cover,
in fact, were the ends of her nipples, the luscious valley between
her legs, and the tiny, toned, tanned torso in between.

“Come now, studly, big man,” she giggled. “Close your jaw,
yes? There could be bugs.”

He realized suddenly that he wasn't
really dressed to be in front of a woman like her. He wasn't
dressed at all, actually—just wearing the boxers he slept in, and
that was all.

“Uh…right.” He shook his head. “Why aren’t you using your
shower?”

“That shower?” She rolled her eyes. “That shower no has many
things I require. Not enough space for me to stretch. No
interesting attachments for…interesting needs, yes?”

She was referring, he thought, to the
shower-head with its many options. He and Alex, when they first
arrived in the apartment, had joked that it was the sort of thing
that women used to masturbate with. And now…Teresa had just had all
but confirmed their theory.

He took a moment to consider
that—Teresa pleasuring herself. Giving herself an orgasm. That
perfect face driven on fire with bliss, her mouth opening and
closing, her hot, tiny body wet and writhing, begging for
more…

And now he was getting a hard-on. He
shifted, trying to hide it in the door.

With no ceremony, she dropped her
towel down, grabbing a vial off the bathroom counter. Her
beautiful, young, perfect body was perfectly exposed to him. Her
tits were exquisite, her torso sublime. Her snatch—completely
shaved.

“I would
ask favor of you,” she said, giving the bottle in her hands a
shake. “Could you oil my body?”

“O-oil you?”

He had no idea why someone with such
perfect, hot skin would need any oil at all.

“Yes, Sir. Rub oil all up and down my body. It is intimate,
yes? As you and I are intimate. Living so close, after all. But
perhaps not sexual. I am not able to oil my own back, you
see?”

She showed him how she tried—and
clearly, she could reach, and was just holding back. She wanted his
hands on her. Paul could tell.

“Well?” she said. “You help, yes? Or simply stare at my naked
body all day? I admit, both have their advantages, though perhaps
you have a preference?”

No doubt about it, Paul would be happy
to oblige her.

He squirted the oil onto his hands—it
smelled like some kind of flower. Lavender, maybe. It warmed as he
rubbed it in his hands. Gingerly, he reached out and gripped her
hip, steadying her while he rubbed the oil into her back. He wasn't
sure how much pressure she would allow him to apply.

“You’re so strong, yes?” she said. They were in front of the
mirror, and he could see the front of her amazing nakedness as he
worked. “I’ve seen your muscles. I see them now. So big. Certainly
you can touch me harder than that?”

Feeling a bit more confident, he ran
his hand up her torso—tight and so amazingly toned. Her body, as
luscious as it was, was as hard as a rock in all the right places.
She moaned as he touched her—and so, feeling braver than ever, he
slipped his oiled hand around her breasts.

That elicited a long, pleasured moan
from Teresa's mouth. Her eyes, in the mirror, encouraged him to
keep going.

His hands dug into her tits hard now,
tweaking the nipples. She moaned even more, pressing her body hard
back against his. Steadily, his cock grew and grew—and he knew she
could feel it.

“There’s one really
hard place to oil in proper way,” she said,
reaching back and slipping off his boxers.

Her hand, quickly covered in the hot,
beautifully-scented oil, wrapped around his cock, slathering it in
the warming substance. Then, she turned and pressed her rear
against him. Her ass cheeks had firmly planted on either side of
his completely stiff cock. Her naked oily body moved up and down,
stroking him with the pressure of her hot, toned muscles. His cock
head slid up, continuously pushing against the small of her
back.

“Oh god, you do such
good job,” she moaned. “That place is
so, so hard to do
myself...”

He squeezed her big tits harder, using
them like handles while he fucked the cheeks of her ass. “I’m doing
you right, huh?”

“Yes, Sir. So right.”

He thrust harder and harder, using her
entire body to masturbate his cock. It was somehow more demeaning
than just fucking her—as he knew he wasn't going to make her cum.
Still, though, she seemed to love it—the vicious, hot glint in her
eyes letting him know that his every action was pure pleasure for
her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum, Teresa. I’m gonna cum
all over you…”

“Oh yes, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, yes? Please, give me what
I need…I want to spread it all over my body, please…”

The thought of that was just too much.
With a yell, he came, erupting all over her back. Breathing heavy,
he pushed her against the sink, collapsing and kissing her shoulder
softly. His cum had sprayed all up the surface of her tiny, toned
back.

As he watched, she used her nimble
arms and slipped up all the excess cum into her palm. He expected
her to clean it off with a towel or something, but instead, just as
she had moaned and promised, she took all the hot, gooey mess and
rubbed it on her tits and neck.

“So good,” she exhaled.

Slipping around, she gave him a soft
kiss on the cheek.

“So helpful,” she giggled, and then her face lowered, becoming
very sultry. “I feel bad having you pay me when you help me out
like that.”

And then she slipped out the door,
leaving Paul alone in the bathroom. If not for the drained
sensation of his balls and the oily residue in his hands, he might
have thought it was a dream.

“Wow,” said Paul, the door shutting. “Who am I living
with?”






* * * * *






Later that same day, in the early
afternoon, Teresa dropped a vase in the living room as she was
dusting.

For whatever reason—their excitement,
they both had guessed—she was wearing a French maid's outfit with
the tiny black and white dress, white stockings, and high-heeled
black pumps. Of course, she looked gorgeous in it.

She dropped the vase right in front of
the boys—sitting in the couch in front of the television, craft
beers in their hand, they both could see how she simply lost her
grip. The vase shattered instantly, spreading out all over the
living room floor. Alex got up to help her, but she waved him off,
beckoning for her to sit.

Carefully, she stepped around the mess
and knelt down before them, crawling close. In her maid's outfit,
it was quite the sight. Alex hadn't yet told Paul about his
incident earlier that morning—and he had the feeling (though no
proof, yet) that Paul had experienced something similar in the
bathroom later on.

“My
clumsiness does this household great insult.”
Teresa, her eyes low, sniffed dramatically.
“I must receive punishment.”

Neither of them really knew what she
was talking about.

Alex shook his head. “Really, it’s all
right. That thing was junk, anyway. I think we barely paid a
thousand for it. And you can’t get a good vase for anything less
than five figures.”

“So much money,” she put a hand to her mouth. “I must
receive all punishment.”

Without saying anything else, she
crawled forward and then slid up into into Alex’s lap, her perfect
ass facing upward. Her arms and face landed in Paul’s lap, right
next to Alex.

“Please, Sirs,” she gulped, tears in her eyes. “Punish.
Please? I deserve. Please.”

“Punish you how?” asked Alex, disbelieving still.

“Spank. Hit. Slap. I need. I must be taught. Do not break
anything again.”

Both of them hesitated, shaking their
heads a bit. They mouthed the words to each other. Spank?
Slap?

“Please!” Her voice so urgent. “Is so necessary. Please, you
must!”

If it had been some other woman, or if
he hadn't experienced with her what he experienced the night
before, Alex might have ran away. But she had already, within the
last twenty-four hours, begged to lick his cum up off the floor.
She was a different sort of girl...one that he was learning had
very exclusive, very hot needs.

And god, her ass was so tight, so
hot...and she wasn't wearing any panties at all under that tiny
dress, he found.

Timidly, Alex spanked her.

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding her pelvis down. “Good. Harder,
yes? You must teach.”

With some shifting, her hands slipped
around both of their cocks, on top of Paul’s loose pants and Alex’s
shorts.

“Teach me,” she moaned again. “Punish me. Both of you. Is so
good to be punished.”

Paul, shrugging a bit, slapped her
across the face. Not hard—just enough to make a loud, hot sound
fill the room.

Alex was stunned—not expecting this at
all. But Teresa just squeezed their cocks harder, stroking them
hard under their shorts.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Punish me, please? I am so bad. I must
learn lesson.”

Paul slapped her again, and again,
Teresa moaned. Alex could feel her pussy dripping down onto his
calves.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, another? With spanking,
as well?”

Alex, still timid, spanked her again.
Paul, in time with that, slapped her again.

She moaned harder—her
pelvis thrashing wildly on Alex’s thigh. She was getting off on
this, he realized. She loved
to be treated like this.

With gusto, now, he spanked her lovely
ass hard. Paul, perhaps making the same realization, slapped her
face a bit harder as well—hard enough to turn her face red. Teresa
loved every second of it, every escalation. It was degrading,
humiliating, and perfect for her twisted, hot mind. She loved the
feel of their hands on her, using her, abusing her. She loved being
made into their servant who needed to be punished and used at every
opportunity.

Paul got the idea, apparently, to
choke her while he slapped her—and that sealed it. With his hand
wrapped around her throat, Alex spanking her with gusto, and Paul
slapping her gorgeous face with his free hand, Teresa came, bucking
hard and moaning in her native language, filling the air with
endless praises of both of them. Her tight, toned body pressed down
hard on Alex's thighs, and he could feel the vibration of her pussy
as bliss coursed through her.

Alex, watching all this, feeling her
gorgeous body thrash against him, feeling so very much in control
of this foreign beauty, could not help but come as well. He gripped
her ass hard, thrusting up in the air against her beautiful
body.

She slipped off both of them, kneeling
down completely. Alex saw that Paul had come, too, his pants
completely stained.

Teresa smiled and kissed
their feet in turn. “My Sirs are so very
good to me.” She turned to the mess for a moment. “I must clean
myself, first. Then this broken mess. I learn my lesson
well.”

Then she crawled off, presumably to
her room, covered in sweat and her own juices.

Paul and Alex took some time,
breathing hard.

“Who the hell are we living with?” they asked in
unison.






* * * * *






Late Saturday night, six hours after
the incident with the vase, Paul and Alex decided they had to make
their move. They had just decided this, talking it over in the
living room, when they heard the distinctive click of tall tall
heels behind them from the entryway.

“Hi boys,” said Teresa.

She looked amazing, of course, but she
always looked amazing. Even so, she had managed to outdo herself
somehow. A tight blue dress sparkled on her knock-out body, garish
and completely gorgeous. Bright jewelry shone in her ears, on her
wrists. Every part of her a decoration.

Her legs were the real eyepiece,
though. She had on tight black boots, leather, that wrapped all the
way up to her thighs. But even then, she had so much leg that there
was still a lot of her hot, tanned real estate showing there. And
just like real estate, it looked better and better the closer they
got.

Both of them just stared at her,
slack-jawed. She giggled, apparently rather used to this sort of
treatment at this point. Paul felt his cock growing, his thick meat
sliding forward happily in his pants.

“I go out for date. This
country, it has many friendly people, I find. My cousin, she finds
me good man to take me to dinner. Nice boy, she tell me. Of course,
my cousin, I believe her. She is pretty.
She is one to know a good boy, yes? Is good plan, yes?”

“No,” said Paul. He got up and stepped past her and locked the
door. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her face, for once, lost its giggling,
girlish charm as confusion set in. “I lose your meaning. Why not?
This is good night to go out, yes?”

“It’s a fine night to go out,” said Alex. “Saturday nights are
good for that. But you’re not going out.”

“That’s right,” said Paul. “You still have a lot of work left
to do here.”

Teresa shook her beautiful head,
gorgeous blond locks shimmering. “This is not true. I do all work
prescribed. I am very thorough. Now I go out. I am not property, to
be kept.”

That last part almost sounded like a
dare. She had raised an eyebrow, cocked out her hip with her leg
out.

“Maybe you
are,” said Paul, gripping her
shoulder.

From holding her shoulder—strong hands
planted so firmly on her—Paul felt his cock give a healthy jump. He
knew it was serious, from that point on, that they were really
going to go through with this. Teresa, looking at the hand, merely
raised an eyebrow. Some women might have been scared. She was just
curious.

“Oh yes? What then do I do instead?” Her hand slid up to
Paul’s, rubbing it softly.

“We want our money’s worth,” said Alex, stepping close to
her.

“Yeah,” Paul pulled her into the corner now. “You’re not
giving us what we deserve.”

Alex flanked her other side. His hand
landed on her thigh. She did nothing to stop it—in fact, her thighs
opened up, letting him search freely. Alex took advantage, sliding
first lower on the cool leather of her boots, and then higher—her
flesh so warm and supple.

“Oh yes? And what is it my two men, big and so strong,
deserve?”

Paul squeezed her tits, hard. A soft,
perfect moan exited from Teresa’s mouth.

“You boys…you men…so strong,” she purred. “So
decisive. I like very much. I am just girl, though. Very silly. No
good thoughts. I don’t know how to decide anything.”

Alex’s hand slid all the way up her
dress—Paul saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Probably Alex
could feel she was wet already. Her pussy folds probably pulsing
against his probing fingers.

She gasped, smiling at Paul. “From me,
you just have to take what you want. So much better when hot,
strong men take charge of a situation and…establish
control.”

Working Paul’s shorts down in record
time, she slipped his hand around his semi-hard cock, stroking it
hard. It felt incredible, like sexual lightning ran through her
body and attached itself to him. He didn't mind Alex being right
there, not at all. It was hot, she was hot. All of this was
amazing.

“Please…teach me how to give you money’s worth? I want to
be such good maid
for you both.”

Paul pushed her down, bending her over
at the waist. Alex, timid Alex, had to be encouraged—and so as Paul
pushed Teresa's dress up over her waist, he also pushed her
beautiful face into Alex's crotch.

“Wait...” said Paul
suddenly, almost pained. “Protection. I should...get...”

Teresa turned though, desperate for
him to continue. “Please, no!” She bit her beautiful lips. “No
protection. Come in me bare, yes? I need. You can make me
pregnant...own me completely. Put that cum in my unprotected womb,
please, sir?”

Oh god, it was such a risk. But Paul,
so turned on, his cock right in front of her needy, hot pussy,
didn't care anymore. Fuck it, he thought.

Like it had been made just for him,
Paul's cock slid easy into Teresa's open, hot, waiting pussy. She
moaned with bliss the second he entered her, her mouth sucking and
gasping, needing to be filled by Alex's cock.

Alex was only too happy to oblige her
now, slapping her gently—eliciting a moan—before stuffing her hot
face with his rich, studly cock. And so then she was bent over
between them, completely under their control, being drilled by both
young billionaire studs.

They wanted her to enjoy it, of
course. Paul slapped her ass hard as he drove into her totally
bareback, changing up which cheek he struck as he continued. Alex
moaned every time he spanked her—Paul's spankings increased
Teresa's moans and fellatio efforts, making it even better for
Alex. And every time Alex gave Teresa a little slap, she pushed
back harder against Paul's thrusts.

“God, you're such a fucking
hottie,” said Paul. “Such a fucking good maid.”

“Yeah,” grunted Alex.
“You're our fuckmaid.”

“I'm gonna fill you up,
Teresa. I'm gonna fill my girl up. You're gonna be fucking flooded
with it, oh god...oh shit...”

Bliss overcame him. His knees locked
up, his ass tightened together, and he finally released. He came
hard, filling her pussy up with his hot, white sperm. He could see
Alex cumming at about the same time, Teresa dutifully swallowing
every last drop that she could. Every bit of their white, hot jizz
was gleefully taken by this beautiful foreign babe. That was pretty
hot.

Even hotter, though, was how their
combination fucking had made her cum over and over again. Paul
could still feel her pussy pulsing and gripping for several seconds
after he came as the throes of orgasmic rapture still gripped her
gorgeous body.

After a few moments, they slipped
themselves out from her, and they all collapsed to the floor. After
a moment, she curled up between them both, holding them in her
arms.

“I’m so glad to be your happy fuckmaid,” she purred, kissing
one and then the other. “You teach me well. Perhaps I call my
cousin who lives on other side of town, and you teach her as well?
She is lovely, like me. Needs many lessons in behaving. You will
like.”

Paul smiled—and saw Alex smiling too.
That sounded like a lot of fun.
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