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Punished for Teasing the Gardener

I was in big trouble.

At least, that’s what all my friends told me.

“You can’t go to college a virgin!” They said. “They’ll eat you alive!”

And I believed them. I’d turned 18 at the end of my senior year, and I was the only one of my friends who was still a virgin. It wasn’t by choice, really. It was just that none of the guys I knew in high school seemed up to the task. They were always so nervous and kind of pathetic. I wanted the first man to take me to be…well…a man! Someone strong, who knew what to do with me. Someone like…
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“Hey!” I shouted, rising from my lounge chair beside the pool. The gardener turned, his face obscured by the wide-brimmed hat on his head. He was working shirtless, as usual. Was that why I always made sure to do my tanning when he was working? Maybe. Maybe it was also why I untied my bikini straps and barely covered my impressive chest when I tanned.

“Yes?” He called, irritable.

“Don’t cut those bushes,” I yelled. “Daddy doesn’t want them cut.”

“Who says?” He challenged me.

“Daddy says!” I hollered back. Who did he think he was, questioning me? My Daddy was his boss. He couldn’t talk back to me. No matter how much I teased him with my body, he ought to always remember his place, right?

He stared at me a few moments more. I held my bikini across my chest with one hand, showing off plenty of under- and over-boob. He shook his head slowly; I couldn’t see much of his face, but I could see the scowl. Then he turned away and moved off to another part of the yard. I could still watch him, but he was farther away. This frustrated me. I liked watching him. Tan skin glistening in the sun, muscles working, long black hair tied up in a bun…

When he disappeared around the side of the house, I harrumphed myself up and went inside through the patio doors. I hopped up the stairs to my room, discarding my bikini. Naked, I walked to my window, which overlooked the yard. I opened the curtains and saw him, working on the hedges. I knew that if he looked up, he could see me, too. Good. Let him take a nice, long look at my fresh, young, teenage body. He’d never have it. I liked having that power over him.

I waited until I knew he’d seen me plenty, then got dressed. Sometimes, I’ll admit, I didn’t get dressed right away. Sometimes, I touched myself, right where he could see it. But that day, I was more bored than horny. I threw on a tank top and short skirt. I was in the house and not planning to go out, so I didn’t wear a bra.

Daddy wouldn’t be home for another hour and a half. I was bored. Bored enough to do some mindless eating, so I hopped down to the kitchen, bouncing all the way. On the way down, I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror: long blonde hair in a high ponytail, big green eyes, perfectly luscious lips. I was 18 and every bit the princess. With my c-cup tits and perky ass, I figured I was doing the gardener a favor by showing off my body in front of him. Where else would he get this close to perfection?

I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped short.

He’d never come into the house before.

But there he was, in the kitchen, drinking from a glass of iced tea.

The nerve!

“What are you doing here?” I demanded, crossing my arms over my chest. The cold air in the house had my nipples hard. Or maybe it was his dark eyes and scrubby beard. He looked at me with something like boredom.

“I was thirsty,” he said.

“So?” I demanded, stalking across the room towards him. “You didn’t think to knock before barging into our house? Daddy wouldn’t like that!”

“Daddy wouldn’t like that,” he teased, mocking me. “Yeah, there’s a lot of things that Daddy wouldn’t like, aren’t there?”

My mouth opened, then snapped shut. He turned, and I found myself face-to-face with him, staring into his black eyes. He really was very handsome, and with his shirt off, abs hard as sculpted marble, inches away from me…

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

“Y-you can’t talk to me like that,” I said. “My Daddy is your boss. That means I’m your boss, too!”

“Like hell you are,” he growled, advancing even further. I could feel my pussy getting wet from being so close to him, trapped by his dark eyes and his demanding tone. I thought he was the kind of guy who’d just take my teasing. But I was wrong. He was the kind of guy who’d take my virginity. The realization drove a chill down my spine. “You’re nothing but a bratty little tease.”

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!”

“Why not? You like being treated this way, don’t you?”

Yeah, I did, but that was beside the point. So what if I liked knowing he watched me undress? So what if I liked the way he licked his lips when he saw my breasts, barely covered by my bikini, nipples hard? So what if I wondered what his rough, hard-working hands would feel like on my chest, tweaking my nipples…

“No,” I said, voice shaking. “I don’t.”

“Oh, please,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “You’re not fooling anyone, princess. I’ve seen you. Through the window that you always conveniently leave open. I know every bra and panty you own, and you know it, and you like it. The blue lacy one is my favorite. Especially when you stick those fingers into your panties and…”

I was blushing now and breathing hard. I never thought that all my teasing, all my fantasies, would lead to something actually happening. But I guess you can only push a man so far before he pushes back.

“And what?” I challenged, noting how his body kept moving towards mine, inch by invisible inch, closing the distance between us.

“You know,” he growled. “You know exactly what you’re doing when you watch me work and touch your pussy. Dreaming about what it would be like to let the dirty gardener fuck that rich little twat of yours. Get dirt all over your tits and your ass…”

He leaned in now, putting his hands on either side of the kitchen 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 bet you’re wet right now, aren’t you, princess? 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.

“Do you think Daddy would like it if he knew that his little brat was stripping for the help? Touching herself right where they could see? Do you think Daddy would like it if someone like me had pictures of you, naked, your fingers buried in your slit?”

Everything inside me went cold at once. Pictures? What was he talking about? He couldn’t…he wouldn’t…

“You think I can’t afford one of those fancy phones with a  high-res camera?” He was grinning now. My hips had stopped grinding against his, shock overwhelming my lust for the moment. But 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 didn’t want to stop him. But I needed to stop him. But I didn’t want to. But I was a good girl, not a slut, and I couldn’t let the man who mowed my father’s lawn grab my tits and…

“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.

“If only Daddy could hear you now,” he smirked. “Begging the hired help to suck your nipples. 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 kitchen table. The cold marble 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 microwave, where the clock told me that Daddy would be home within the hour. It made my heart beat even faster, and I squirmed.

“Daddy…he’ll be home…” I moaned. “We can’t…”

“Don’t you tell me what I can’t do,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging so that tendrils of pain mingled with my pleasure. “I hope your Daddy does come home, just in time to see his little brat impaled on the gardener’s cock.”

“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 on the kitchen table, to the gardener. I was dripping onto the marble countertop, 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. He 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 cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. 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 me to come before Daddy gets home and sees you sucking the gardener’s cock,” 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 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 our gardener 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 shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

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

I glanced at the clock. It was getting dangerously close to the time Daddy always got home, and I whimpered as I looked back up at him.

“But…Daddy…”

“I said I’m not done with you,” he growled, and pulled me up by my hair. 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.

“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 kitchen table, my tits pressed against the cold marble, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. He kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my 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 he 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.”

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. Come before your Daddy comes home and finds you fucking the gardener…”

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. And I was afraid of Daddy coming home and seeing the hired help rutting with his daughter. But the gardener didn’t seem to care about any of that.

“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 when I glanced at the clock I knew I didn’t have a choice. As though willed by some omniscient power, I heard the telltale sound of my father’s car approaching down the driveway.

“Better get your skanky, bratty ass upstairs,” the gardener said, slapping my ass as he spoke. I turned, watching him adjust himself and zip up his pants. “Wouldn’t want Daddy smelling all the sex on you.”

“B-but…what…what happens now?” I whimpered, scanning the floor for my clothes. I had precious few seconds to waste, but I needed to know if this was a one-time thing or…

“Now? Now, you’re mine,” he growled. “Every week, you’re gonna greet me on your knees, naked. Got it? You’re my bratty little slut now. I own you.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, really enjoying that idea. “But I don’t even know your name.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, just as Daddy slammed the car door, making me jump. I grabbed my clothes from the floor. “You’ll just call me sir.”

I had no time to respond, I was running up the stairs, taking them two at a time as I heard the door unlocking.

“Ah,” my father’s voice said. “The man himself. Have I thanked you recently for the great work you’ve been doing on the lawn? I always seem to miss you.”

“No thanks necessary,” Sir said. “I just came in to get a drink of water. Your lovely daughter told me how much you like my work. She said that you were very grateful for my services.”

“And she’s exactly right, my friend,” Daddy said. “You keep up the good work, there’s a bright future for you here in my home.”

“I’m sure of that,” Sir said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Quite sure, indeed.”


Punished for Teasing the Neighbor

The summer of my 18th year wasn’t the best summer for me.

Sure, I was at the prime of my youth and beauty. Sure, I’d just graduated high school at the top of my class. Sure, I had the whole world at my fingertips. People never ceased to remind me of those facts, as though they helped the simple fact that I just wasn’t happy.

I didn’t know what I was doing.

I didn’t know where I wanted to go to college, or if I wanted to go at all.

My boyfriend had just broken up with me. After three years, Sam left me for some tramp. Even my long, silky black hair and bright almond eyes and glowing tan skin and c-cup breasts couldn’t entice him to stay, when Andrea Layton was offering lesser goods at a much lower price. I’d let Sam touch my tits plenty, and given him a hand job or two, but I guess that wasn’t enough.

So, basically, I was heartbroken. And confused. And lost. And totally lacking any sort of guidance.

My parents were – and are – workaholics. Their careers are their whole life. Dad is a real estate agent, and Mom works in insurance. They put in long hours, which doesn’t leave much time for the needs of a teenage daughter. And since I’d always been really responsible and practically raised myself, they figured that once I hit 18, I could live without them 24/7.

Which was true, in a way. I could make my own dinner, and do my own laundry, and clean up after myself, and get my homework done and all that jazz. But in the summer after graduation, I didn’t have homework. I didn’t have cheerleading practice, or drama club, or yearbook. I didn’t have summer reading, because I hadn’t mustered the courage to actually pick any of the schools that accepted me. I didn’t have a dorm room to think about decorating, a sorority to think about pledging, a schedule to think about…scheduling.

I had nothing.

I barely even had any friends. I’d spent so much of high school with Sam, or working on my grades, or devoted to my clubs, that I never really cultivated actual friendships. Without cheerleading and drama and yearbook, the friends I had in those clubs drifted away. We didn’t have anything in common anymore. Especially since everyone was so excited about going away to college, and I was looking at a gap year that might just turn into a gap lifetime.

What did my parents think of my inability to decide on a school?

Well….they didn’t know.

They thought I was going to the state university on a full scholarship. I mean, I had gotten a full ride to the state school. I just hadn’t accepted it. I’d deferred every school. Eventually, I knew, I’d have to tell them. And for once, maybe, they’d pay attention to me. After all, skipping my first year of college definitely didn’t fit my parent’s idea for my future. I was supposed to major in business or something and make tons of money and spend all my time working at some job I didn’t like so I could afford things I didn’t even really want.

We had a huge house in a nice neighborhood, full of crap we didn’t need. We had a pool that my parents never used. We had an entertainment center they didn’t have time to enjoy. A kitchen they didn’t cook in, a hot tub they didn’t heat, a rec room they didn’t recreate in, and a jet-ski they didn’t ever take to the lake.

All of this crap was at my disposal, and what did I end up doing to kill time that summer?

Well, that’s where the story takes an interesting turn. Because while I was lamenting my lack of direction, and acting out in every way I could, the answer to all my problems was waiting right next door.
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Mr. Andrews moved in next to us when I was a freshman in high school. He wasn’t so creepy back then. At least, I didn’t think he was. He was just a regular, boring middle-aged guy. Bad taste in fashion. Weird mustache. Grilled on weekends, drove a nice car, waved hello when we saw each other. Normal neighbor.

But as I grew up…well, let’s just say I never lacked for male attention, and Mr. Andrews was no exception. Whether I had friends over at the pool or was tanning by myself, I often caught him glancing over the fence at least once or twice. I guess it’s hard to blame him. Hell, everyone looked at me. I was young and hot and had curves for days. Who wouldn’t look?

But that didn’t mean I wanted to just let him off the hook for it. I bad-mouthed him to all my friends, told them about my creepy old neighbor who probably belonged on the sex offender list. I even got Sam riled up once or twice, ready to go next door and punch him out.

Why? He wasn’t any worse than any of the other neighbors, like Mr. Templeton on the other side, or the mailman, or my teachers.

Well, I don’t really know.

Maybe, even then, I could see how he just looked at me…differently.

There was heat there.

There was something beyond just a creepy old dude perving on a lush young virgin.

There was something I wanted, without knowing I wanted it.

By the time I turned 18, I was beyond just complaining about him. I was sunning myself at the pool every single day, looking forward to the moment he’d appear and look down at me with those lusty eyes. And I started sunning topless – very obviously topless. My parents were never home, and Mr. Andrews had the only house that directly overlooked our pool, so the show was all for him. And when I saw him in the window or on his porch or in his yard, I’d rub oil on my breasts, making sure to linger over my nipples.

I loved teasing him.

I don’t know why, but I did.

The fact that this weird old guy wanted my body so bad but couldn’t have it was a rush. Sometimes, I’d get so excited that I’d run inside and rub myself off in the bathroom until I came. I broke my own hymen fingering myself one time, which is a story in itself.

As the summer went on and the days got hot, I spent more and more time at the pool. After all, I had nothing else to do. I almost never wore my bikini top. And when I saw Mr. Andrews, I would either rub my nipples with lotion, or I’d get up and run laps or do something else that would give him a good look at my perky, bouncy tits.

He spent a lot more time looking, too.

And those looks seemed to get…darker.

Sometimes, at night, I’d lie in bed, tingling all over, thinking about him next door, jacking off to the thought of my pretty, tight, virgin body bouncing on his lap. And then I’d get myself off, and drift off to sleep with nothing on my mind. Those were the best nights, when I didn’t have to think about my future or anything. I could just…be.

This went on until August. I was getting more anxious every day as the deadline for telling my parents the truth approached. Soon, everyone would be packing up for college and I’d be…

Teasing my neighbor in my backyard.

I guess I was so anxious that I was losing my mind a little, because on that fateful day, when I pulled the patio door closed, I didn’t realize that I’d triggered the lock. I lay out, as usual, taking off my bikini top and setting my suntan oil beside me. I lay back and waited for him to appear.

He passed by the window, pausing, looking down at me. I splurted some lotion on my chest and rubbed my tits, focusing on my nipples, getting them nice and hard. He watched for a minute, then disappeared. I felt empty inside. I waited for him to appear again.

The next time he did, I stood up, bounced a few times, and dove into the pool. I turned onto my back, arched my tits up, and did some backstrokes. He watched for a while, then disappeared.

I was wet, but I was bored. I didn’t even feel like masturbating. I decided to just put my top back on and watch TV for the rest of the day, in hopes that my constant anxiety would abate. Besides, it was quickly becoming apparent that a storm was on its way. The sky was already nearly as dark as night, and thunder rolled in the distance.

I tied up my bikini top and hopped towards the patio doors.

And found them locked.

My heart lurched.

Fuck.

I looked up at the sky. The wind picked up, and I caught a chill way down to my bones. I peered into the house hopelessly, knowing how screwed I was.

Which was to say, totally, royally, helplessly screwed. It was about to rain and I was stuck outside in just my bikini, with no way to get inside. I wished my parents left a spare key hidden somewhere outside, but they always said that was too risky. We had an alarm system and everything, but they were so uptight and paranoid about their precious stuff.

Above my head, thunder rumbled, and a cold gust of wind against my wet bikini had me shivering, my skin in goosebumps. I grabbed my towel and looked over the fence. All the lights were off and the car was gone from the Templeton’s driveway. But on the other side…at Mr. Andrews’ house…

I cringed, thinking about actually having to talk to him. I mean, he was a total creep! Always looking at me…I mean, sure, I kind of liked it, and certainly played it up for him, but still.

I hadn’t talked to him since before I started sunbathing topless. And I certainly didn’t want to start then.

Thunder cracked again, and I felt the first spray of raindrops. I had no choice. Hopping quickly across the pavement, which was quickly darkening as drops of water fell in fat pellets, I opened the gate and sprinted across the slick grass.

Just as I reached the awning of Mr. Andrews’ house, it started to pour. Thunder bowled over me, and lightning cracked the sky. It was almost like nighttime out, it was so dark. The storm came on so suddenly, and I was freezing cold even with my towel. I turned around and rang the doorbell, my stomach dropping as I thought about all the times I’d pranced around topless in the backyard, knowing he was watching.

Mr. Andrews opened the door with a scowl.

“Yes?” He growled, eying me up and down. His mustache looked freshly trimmed, his blue eyes cold, shadows crossing his features. I shivered.

“I’m…I got locked out…”

I bit my lip, waiting for him to say something or let me in. He just kept staring.

“And?” He finally said, stepping back and crossing his arms over his chest. He was wearing a tight white t-shirt, an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, and a pair of khaki shorts. He looked like somebody’s dad.

“Well…it’s raining and…” I gestured to the dark sky and the pelting rain. He didn’t budge. I sighed. “Can I just come in and call my parents?”

He scowled, but he stepped aside, letting me in. I entered, grateful to be out of the wind and rain. But he had the air conditioner on, and my bikini was still wet, so I was colder than ever.  I could feel my nipples puckering.

“This way,” he growled, walking down the hallway. His house looked a lot like mine. Very normal. No evidence of what a creep he was. He led me into the living room, which had shag carpeting and a big leather sofa. I was shivering, my wet hair clinging to my body. He must have noticed how cold I was, but he didn’t say anything about turning down the air conditioning or lending me clothes. Not that I’d want to wear his clothes, anyway.

“Sit down,” he said, and I found myself obeying him even though I didn’t really want to sit down. I just wanted to call Mom and Dad and be done with it. They probably wouldn’t leave work to let me in…I realized that I might be staying at Mr. Andrews’ until the storm let up, and my stomach flopped.

“Is your phone…” I started to ask, hoping against hope that my parents might be willing to swing by before leaving the office for the day.

“Here,” he said, throwing his cell phone at me. “Make it quick.”

My fingers shook as I dialed my Dad’s work number. As I expected, he scolded me for being irresponsible and said I’d have to wait until he got home in two hours. Mom said the same thing. The whole time, Mr. Andrews just looked at me like he hated me. I hung up and held the phone out to him, avoiding his eyes.

“Um,” I said. “They said they couldn’t make it home to let me in for a few hours…”

“And I guess you’ll want to wait here,” he said, rolling his eyes. I gulped and nodded.

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll let you stay.”

Great. Wonderful. I was soooo happy to be staying. I slumped back on the couch.

“Thanks,” I muttered.

“So,” he said. “You’re not just a bratty tease. You’re also ungrateful, and thoughtless.”

My head snapped as I looked up at him, jaw going slack. He was shaking his head, looking disgusted.

“What did you just say?” I asked.

“I said that you’re a tease, and you’re ungrateful, and you’re thoughtless,” he said. “You run around topless, showing off your perky little tits, knowing that I can see. And you’re ungrateful, acting like I’m not going out of my way to help you. And you’re thoughtless. Your hair is making my couch wet.”

“Oh, sorry,” I said, leaning forward before thinking about it. But then the rest of his words hit home, and I frowned, looking up at him, getting mad.

“I don’t run around topless for you,” I said. “I want an even tan. And I said thank you.”

“With one hell of a bitchy attitude ,” he said, rolling his eyes. “And do you think I buy that shit? Because I don’t. Not for a single second. Little bratty teases like you always want someone to see them. Let me guess. You take your top off, rub lotion all over yourself, and think about me watching you. You think about me jacking off, drooling over you. And then you go inside and stick your fingers up your slit and make yourself come.”

My jaw might as well have hit the floor. What nerve! How could he say such things? And worst of all….they were true! I tried to think of something – anything – to say. But I kept coming up blank. He smirked, and sat down on the coffee table in front of me.

“That’s what I thought,” he said. “I bet you rub your little clit until you’re shaking and dripping, thinking about how much old Mr. Andrews wants to fuck you.”

“No!” I protested, even though he was right. He just kept smirking.

“Has anyone ever touched those perfect little tits of yours, Amanda?” He asked, licking his lips. “Would you even know what to do if you had a man who wanted you? Because having a man want you doesn’t mean shit if you’re such a naughty, stuck-up, bratty tease. No one wants a girl like that. You know that, don’t you?”

“That’s not true,” I pouted. “Lots of men want me. And my boyfriend used to touch my tits all the time.”

“Used to?” He was all but laughing at me now. I hated him!

“Yeah, well…”

“And why did he break up with you, little girl? Because you were teasing him, too? You let him touch your tits, but that’s it? And he got tired of it, didn’t he? Now, he’s fucking some other girl, who lets him do whatever he wants. He loves her now, Amanda. That’s what men like. They like a girl who’ll do whatever they tell her to. Not bratty teases who promise you everything but give you nothing.”

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. He was right. He was so right. But it wasn’t fair! I shouldn’t have to fuck someone to get them to love me! And I wasn’t a tease! I was a good girl…

“You know what teases like you need to learn?” Mr. Andrews went on, leaning in now, getting a little closer than I was comfortable with. At the same time, having him so close, being able to smell him…the heat from his body against my cold skin…his hungry eyes…his demanding tone…

Oh, no. I was wet, and I don’t mean my hair.

“Wh…what?” I whimpered, leaning back, lip trembling. I didn’t want to know…and I did want to know. If it would get Sam back…I would do anything for that.

“You need to learn who’s in charge,” Mr. Andrews growled. “Between a man and a woman, a man is the one who’s in charge. When a man tells you what to do, you should do it. You shouldn’t argue. You shouldn’t laugh. You should say ‘yes, sir.’”

“That’s crazy,” I protested, getting some of my anger back.

“Is it? Because I’m pretty sure your boyfriend would come back if you learned how to submit to a man. And you want him back, don’t you, Amanda?”

I bit my lip. I did want him back. And Mr. Andrews eyes were…it was so strange but…I wanted to lean in towards him…

“Take the fucking towel off, Amanda,” he growled.

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Do it, now,” he said. “If you ever want a man to really love you, if you don’t want to be a naughty little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all summer. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “And if you don’t do it, I’ll kick you right back out into that storm. I’m doing you a favor here, Amanda. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little brat to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, and for all the men you’ll meet in the future. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, so no one else has to do it.”

I didn’t want to go back out into the storm. But I didn’t want to do what Mr. Andrews said, either. He rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of your life.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Let yourself out.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his Hawaiian shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Mr. Andrews touch my young, virgin body! But…I kind of did…

What was wrong with me?

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the towel away from my body.

“Okay,” I said. “Don’t make me go outside. Please.”

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Don’t waste my time, Amanda,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My pussy was tingly, too, the way it got when Sam and I made out for a long time and he touched my tits. The way it got right before I gave in to the urge to touch myself.

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. But maybe he was right. I wanted to please Sam. I wanted to have men love me. And my body wanted something…something I could barely understand.

“Stand up,” Mr. Andrews said. “You’re still dripping all over my couch.”

I got to my feet, feeling very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away.

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Mr. Andrews touch me was so wrong! He was old enough to be my dad.

“Don’t move,” Mr. Andrews said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my flesh. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, brat.”

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over. I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my bikini top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me.

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are beautiful, they’ll please many men. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to please men. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“My purpose is to please men!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.

“Did you ever let your boyfriend suck your nipples?” Mr. Andrews said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s weird.”

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it.

“You will always respond by calling me ‘sir’,” he said. “And it is not weird. Nothing a man wants to do to you is weird. You will do whatever a man asks you to do, no matter how ‘weird’ it seems. And you will enjoy it. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, sir,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the coffee table again. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples.

I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet. He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait so long. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Amanda? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long?”

I nodded, wondering why it never felt so good when Sam touched my tits. Mr. Andrews rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, sir,” I said meekly.

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. Whatever it was, I didn’t think I was going to like it. He said he wanted to punish me and…

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on the strings at my hips, and suddenly I was totally naked, my bikini bottom falling to the ground. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. And then his hands were there, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his crotch against my ass! I was dripping down my thighs, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe; it was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted…something…in my pussy. I wanted that hard thing inside me. But then it was gone, and instead I felt something totally different.

He slapped my ass.

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was a little girl. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices.

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. The first thing I saw was the lump in his pants. His cock was very clearly bigger than Sam’s. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock through his shorts. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Sluts always do. But you don’t get it, not yet. First, I’m going to make you cum. I’m going to make you cum so hard, you’ll be my slave for the rest of your sad, slutty life. And then I’m going to stuff that tight little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. Why did I like this so much? Why did I want him to do all those things?

“Now, get your ass back on that couch,” he growled, slapping me one last time, like a horse he wanted to get moving. I spun around, eager to please him. He dropped to his knees before me, ripping my thighs apart. I squirmed; surely, he could see how wet I was. His eyes twinkled as he looked up at me.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I knew I was right about you. All nice and wet for me. Like a true slut. You’ll make a fine sex toy for me…and so convenient, living right next door.”

I couldn’t be his sex toy! I was only 18, and he was so old. But my pussy was clenching and aching with each word, my nipples hard, my body tight and tense. He ran his hands up and down my inner thighs, the shocks vibrating up my spine and making me dizzy. He leaned in until I could feel his breath against my slit, rolling up to my tight, throbbing clit.

“Beg me for it,” he growled, eyeing me from between my legs. “Beg your master to lick your pussy.”

I gulped hard. If I did what he said….it’d be crossing another line…I could never go back. But I needed it so bad, I felt like I was going to explode if another second past. His fingers tightened on my thighs, to the point of pain, and I groaned.

“Please, sir,” I moaned. “Please, lick my pussy. Please, lick my clit and let me cum…”

“Good girl,” he said, and dove forward. The minute his lips latched around my clit, I screamed, my hips bucking upward. He suckled my clit between his lips and pulled away, dragging his tongue along my slit in one long, downward stroke.

“God, this virgin pussy tastes good,” he said. “It’s almost a shame I’ll be breaking you in so soon…maybe I’ll make you wait, just fuck your ass until I’m ready to destroy your perfect, young cunt…”

I squirmed and let his words settle in my chest, then they vanished as he leaned in again and lapped his tongue around my clit, whipping the tip of his tongue across it. My hips were bucking in time to his licking, the rhythm steady, my head spinning. I could feel pressure in my womb, my slit dripping, my muscles tensing. I was barely able to breathe, my blood rushing like crazy. I felt pressure against my slit again, and then my pussy walls clenched as he slid two fingers into my slit.

“Tight,” he growled. “But no hymen. I guess you’ve fucked yourself too much. That’s a shame, slut.”

I cringed, whimpering as the loss of friction on my clit. But then his tongue was on it again, and his fingers thrust in my pussy, the dual sensation driving me wild. I knew I was about to cum, and he seemed to know it too.

He licked my clit faster, suckling it between his lips. And his fingers curled inside me, finding my g-spot and pressing it, hard. He growled, and the vibrations sent me over the edge. I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy as I came, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never cum so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Mr. Andrews used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Amanda?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured.

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you cum. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. After you take his seed in whatever hole he chooses, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Amanda. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, and with his free hand he undid his shorts. They fell around his ankles and his cock sprang forth; it was huge and red and throbbing. Way bigger than Sam’s, and I’d barely ever touched Sam’s.

“I don’t expect you know what to do with this, do you?” Mr. Andrews growled, sounding disappointed again. My lip trembled as I shook my head.

“I feel bad for your boyfriend,” he said. “Ex-boyfriend, I mean. Anyway, he’ll be much happier with you once I fully break you in. Now, open your mouth.”

I did as he said.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat,” he said, and used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. He let me get used to it for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head, not really sure what to do.

Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat. My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft.

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock.

He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach.

But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Mr. Andrew’s seed.

“Alright,” he said, panting above me and finally releasing my hair. I went limp, realizing I was just as horny as I was before I came. The feel of him fucking my throat had gotten me all hot again, and my nipples stood out tight and hard while my clit and pussy throbbed. “That was fine, slut. You’ll improve over time, but it was just fine for a first attempt.”

I could still taste him in my throat, feel how raw he’d left me. He was looking down at me and rubbing his chin.

“Now, I’d really like to break in that pussy today,” he said. “But it will take something for me to get hard again. Why don’t you play with yourself while I watch? That will be a nice treat for both of us, I’m sure.”

I reddened. Somehow, that felt almost dirtier than anything we’d done before. But he rolled his eyes, impatient.

“Come on,” he said. “Spread your fucking legs and show me what you do to yourself when you picture me jacking off to you. Show me how you fuck yourself.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, leaning back and spreading my legs. I reached between them, closing my eyes as I touched my clit. Warm relief flooded me at once as my finger slid across my wet pussy, collecting my juices before returning to my clit.

“Look at me,” Mr. Andrews growled.

“Yes, sir,” I panted, opening my eyes. He was holding his cock, which was semi-hard again. His eyes were hungry as they roamed over my fresh, virgin, teenage body. I jerked in pleasure as I twirled my finger around my clit, strangely reveling in the dirtiness of fucking myself in front of my older neighbor. He was getting harder with each passing second, and I could feel my lust and anticipation rising. I was about to let my creepy old man neighbor take my virginity, and I couldn’t wait.

“You forgot to thank me for letting you swallow my cum,” he said, and his words caused me to jerk again in pleasure.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, rubbing myself harder. “Thank you for letting me swallow your cum.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and I could see he was fully hard now. My pussy was dripping onto his couch. “Stand up again and turn around. I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked like a beast. Turn around, now. I don’t want to look at your face when I fill you up.”

I groaned, barely recovered as I turned around, my knees on the couch, bending over. His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward.

“Slow, please, sir,” I moaned, knowing it would hurt.

“Fuck no,” he said, and slammed all eight inches into me.

I screamed, my hands clawing at the leather sofa, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the cushions, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me. I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat.

He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax. But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my seed.”

“Please! Please, sir, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, sir,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance.

“I’m afraid that’s all I’ll be able to teach you today, Amanda,” he said as I turned around, slumping onto the couch. He grimaced. “Don’t get cum all over my couch, please. Get on the floor. At my feet, please.”

I nodded, slipping down until I was crouched at his feet. He looked down at me, a smile on his face, and I felt pride blossoming in my chest at pleasing him so well. He reached down and patted my hair.

“Tomorrow, you’ll come over in the morning,” he said. “Quite early, I think. Six A.M. will do nicely. I’ll leave a key for you in the mailbox. Wake me up by sucking my cock, and eat my cum for breakfast. Then, I’d like to break in that last hole of yours. I’m going to love watching your tight little rosebud spread to fit my cock…”

“Yes, sir,” I crooned. “Thank you, sir.”

“Very good,” he said, patting my hair again. “I’ll have you broken in soon enough. And when I’m done with you, I’ll hand you right over to that boyfriend of yours. Although it would be a shame to waste such a promising fuck slave on a boy. I may be able to find a more suitable home for you with some friends of mine. They have quite an impressive stable of sluts…”

I batted my lashes up at him, eager to do whatever he wanted me to. This was my life now. I was a slave, and I was determined to be the best slave I could be. Pleasing men was my purpose, after all. It felt so good to have a purpose. I wouldn’t have to decide what college to go to, after all. I’d already learned so much from him, and I knew he could teach me anything a good slut would have to know. 


Punished for Teasing my Boss

You’d think that after working for someone for five years, you’d earn some damn trust.

But Mr. Stevens proved that wasn’t true.

My name is Cindy, and I’d been working for Mr. Stevens since I was 13. At first, I was his babysitter – being a widower, he had a lot on his plate, and I was always ready, willing, and able to step in and help out with his daughter, Denise. I practically became part of the family. Mr. Stevens was more of a father to me than my own dad, who split when I was all of four years old.

That all changed when I started developing, though. I first noticed it when I was 16. That’s when a lot of guys started acting really wonky and dumb around me. I mean, I could see why. I’m your stereotypical blonde: C-cup breasts, hips like a porn star, platinum blonde and blue-eyed. Yeah, I attract a lot of male attention.

But I never acted on it. Not once. I got all the way through high school without a boyfriend. No one touched me, and I didn’t touch anyone else. And I was proud of that fact. I was saving myself for the right time, with the right person.

Anyway, Mr. Stevens was no different than any other guy. And once I started showing signs of womanhood, he spent a lot more time looking at me than he used to. It wasn’t that creepy, because I was so used to it, but it was a little disappointing. I’d always looked up to him as a father figure, but now he was just another gawking old man.

By the time I was 18 and just graduated high school, Denise was living at a really prestigious boarding school across the state. So during the school year, I didn’t have much reason to spend time with Mr. Stevens. And to be honest, I wasn’t really too thrilled about spending time with Mr. Stevens anyway. My body hadn’t stopped developing, and I was in my prime. He definitely noticed.

Mr. Stevens was in his early sixties, which made it all the more uncomfortable when he leered at me. He had a full head of hair, which was to his credit, but it was all white! And he had all the requisite wrinkles and things that come with age. Even hair in his ears. Ew.

But, even though I didn’t need to babysit anymore, he sometimes called me up to house-sit when he went to visit Denise, or on some trip for his antique business. Those gigs were sweet. As a recent high school graduate with no college to go to and no job, I was stoked to eat free food and chill with his flat-screen TV. And get paid for it. And it’s not like he was lurking around with his pervy eyes.

Everything changed when he went up to see Denise in August of that year. Before he left, he asked when I’d be leaving for college, and I had to admit that I wasn’t going anywhere. I hadn’t been accepted anywhere. I was taking the summer off to figure it all out. Decide if I wanted to just go to community college, or find a full-time job.

He seemed a little surprised by what I told him, and before he left he seemed more thoughtful than usual. He didn’t even ogle me as much, which was nice. I waved him off and settled on the couch for my long weekend of potato chips and Lifetime movies.

It took me a full day to notice it.

The new teddy bear sitting on the bookshelf. It was definitely new. I knew that bookshelf almost as well as I knew my own bedroom. Five years in that house, and there had never been a teddy bear on that bookshelf.

Why would Mr. Stevens have a teddy bear? He was definitely too old for it, and so was Denise. I got up from my palace of junk food wrappers and inspected the bear. I noticed how weird one of its eyes looked, and took it off the shelf to get a better look.

And then it hit me.

This was one of those nanny cams!

Oh, my God!

After five years, Mr. Stevens didn’t even trust me to house-sit for him!

How rude! The nerve!

I almost started crying, I was so upset. How could he think that I needed watching! Hadn’t I proven, time and time again, that I was trustworthy?

I was angry and ashamed and upset. I shoved the teddy bear back on the shelf. Such an asshole! He wanted to monitor what I did? Well, fine. I’d give him something to monitor. I stalked into the kitchen and pulled out his fancy whiskey from the liquor cabinet. I never drank, but I was feeling pretty crazy with anger. He wanted to know if I was a bad girl? Fine. I’d be a bad girl.

Except whiskey is really gross.

I got three sips down and almost puked.

Even three sips had me feeling pretty weird, though. I put the whiskey away and huffed myself right back to the couch, where I sat and stewed about it for half the night. I hated him. He was a jerk. He was always ogling me, and now he even wanted to ogle me when he wasn’t around. He’d probably use the video to jerk off later…

That gave me an idea. I looked at the bear and smirked. So, he wanted to see what I did when I was alone in his house?

Well, I’d give him one hell of a show.

I’d show him exactly what he was missing, being so old and crusty. I’d show him a little hint of the body he’d never have. Never ever. No matter how hard he leered, he would never get to touch this perfect, nubile body.

I stood up and went right in front of the teddy bear and its stupid glass eyes. I slowly began to sway my hips, feeling a little silly but doing it anyway. I tugged my shirt over my head, showing off my curvy breasts. I was surprised to feel a weird, tingly tension in my tummy as I danced around. I was a little too excited.

I undid the clasp of my bra, and released my generous tits, cupping them in my hands. I licked my lips, rubbing my breasts against my body and shaking my hips. I even tweaked my nipples a little bit! I’d never really touched myself before, and I was a little shocked at how good it felt.

Shocked, and scared.

Something weird was happening inside me. I was breathing too hard. My cheeks felt hot. I stopped dancing, letting go of my breasts and grabbing my clothes really quick before darting out of the room. I got dressed as quick as I could, trying to forget about all the weird feelings and focus on my victory.

Let him jerk off to that. I hoped it kept him up at night, tortured, wishing it were his hands on my sweet young body…pinching my nipples….kissing me…kissing my nipples…touching my pussy…

Oh, no. That weird feeling was coming back. I didn’t like it…because I kind of really liked it, and liking it felt wrong. I turned on the TV and reached for a new bag of chips. I’d bury it all under carbs and cheesy movies.

When Mr. Stevens came back from his trip, I did my best to pretend like I was none the wiser. I went home $60 richer and full of satisfaction over getting back at him.

Of course, soon enough, I’d learn how wrong I was.
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A week after leaving Mr. Stevens my naughty video, he called and asked if I could come over to house-sit again.

I was a little disappointed. I guess that meant he didn’t see the video. If he did, he would have been embarrassed, and avoided me for a while.

I really wanted him to see the video.

Whenever I thought of Mr. Stevens tugging on his old cock, drooling over all the things he wanted to do to my perfect body, I got that good-but-not-good feeling in my tummy. It made me want to touch myself. I never did, but even wanting to was kind of…nice.

Sometimes, I even wondered what it would be like if Mr. Stevens did touch me. I’d never let him, of course. But what if he…you know…made me? What if he made me show him my tits and let him touch them…

Well, maybe I could leave him another video this time. Maybe even a little bit more…

I was in better spirits when I got to his house, my mind swimming with possibilities. But when he answered the door, I could sense something was wrong. He was scowling. He looked really pissed.

Oh no. Maybe he did watch it. And maybe I was in trouble! But it was his fault for not trusting me, wasn’t it? He barely said a word as he let me in and led me to the kitchen.

“Well, Cindy,” he said. “Here we are.”

“Yeah, Mr. Stevens,” I said, trying to be cheerful. “Where are you going this weekend?”

“Nowhere, Cindy,” he said, and turned to me with his arms crossed over his chest.

“Oh,” I said, confused. “Um…”

“I’m staying here. We’re staying here. Together, Cindy. Because we have a lot to discuss. But first, I have a question for you.”

“Um…sure, Mr. Stevens. Anything you say, Mr. Stevens.”

That made him smirk, at least, but it didn’t really make me feel better.

“Do you have a single working cell in that brain of yours?” he said, shaking his head back and forth. Oh, my God! Rude!

“Plenty,” I said, pouting. “What’s this all about, Mr. Stevens?”

“The little video you left for me on the nanny cam,” he sneered. I rolled my eyes and lifted my chin.

“Yeah,” I said. “I figured you’d find it eventually. Serves you right for not trusting me, after all the years I’ve worked for you.”

“And you thought showing me your tits was going to upset me?”

“I knew it would,” I said, licking my lips and smiling. “I mean, you’ll never get to touch them, and I know how bad you want to.”

He was shaking his head slowly, mouth tense and flat.

“You are, by a wide margin, the stupidest little bitch I’ve ever met,” he said, and suddenly took a step towards me. I felt my heart do a little skip, my breath hitching. The way he moved was…predatory. Like I should be afraid of him. But he was just Mr. Stevens. He was an old perv, but so what? He was nothing to be afraid of!

“I don’t think you should talk to me that way,” I said.

“And I don’t think you get a say in this anymore,” he growled. “What do you think was going to happen, Cindy? I was going to see those huge, bouncy tits of yours and delete the tape?”

“Um,” I said, wondering what he was getting at. “Well…”

“Did you think I’m too old and stupid to know how to upload the video to my computer?”

“Uh,” I stammered, feeling my skin rise in gooseflesh all over. “No, but…”

“And did you think that, once I had the video on my computer, I wouldn’t put it right on the internet? Sell it to the highest bidder? A fresh, young, 18-year-old, dancing with her top off? Squeezing her tits and playing with her nipples?”

My stomach sank as my mouth went dry. No…I hadn’t thought he’d do that…I mean…I thought he would get the picture, realize he was wrong, and we’d never talk about it again!

“Don’t worry, Cindy,” he said, taking another step forward. I willed myself to take a step back, but found I couldn’t really control my legs anymore. “I haven’t done it yet. But I will. Trust me, I will show the whole world your pretty face and your luscious teenage body. I’ll have your name plastered on every porn site from here to Katmandu. I’ll send links to everyone in your family. Your mom. Your brother. Your uncles. Your whole high school. Your college professors, if you ever manage to convince a school that you’re anything more than a bratty little airhead tease, just waiting to be used and abused…”

“No,” I whimpered, my stomach plummeting. I was sweating in cold beads, fear curling around me like a freezing fog. “Please, Mr. Stevens…”

His smirk widened, and he took another step forward. Now, I could almost feel the heat of his body, clashing with the cold of my fear, as he towered over me.

“Please, Mr. Stevens,” he mocked. “That’s more like it, Cindy. Now, the only way for you to keep yourself off the front page of Pornhub is to do exactly what I say.”

“I’ll work for free,” I said, trying to think of a way – any way – out of this. “For the rest of the summer, no charge. And…and I’ll cook for you!”

He sighed and shook his head, crossing his arms over his chest, his muscles bunching.

“Cindy, Cindy, Cindy,” he said. “You’ll do all those things, if and when I tell you to. But right now, I’m talking about something very different. Something I’ve had coming for years now. Something you’ve denied me, even as you flaunted it in my face.”

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

“What is it, Mr. Stevens?” I hoped it wasn’t anything too bad…

“You really are a stupid brat,” he said. “It never ceases to amaze me. Your body, Cindy. I’m going to fuck you. This afternoon, I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m going to fuck your mouth. And then I’m going to fuck your pussy. And then I’m going to fuck your ass. And for the rest of the weekend, you’re going to be my property. Chained to my bed, as it were. Do you get it now, Cindy?”

I didn’t. My jaw dropped open. He couldn’t be serious. He had to be kidding.

“Even more, you’re going to like it,” he said, and stepped forward again, closing the gap between us. I was too stunned to step back, and could only gaze up at him as he reached forward, sweeping a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. His touch had me cringing away, but I was also oddly drawn to it. His heat. His strength. The way he spoke, so dirty and demanding.

“You’re going to beg me to fill you with my cum. You’re going to like it so much, you’ll dedicate the rest of your sad, stupid life to serving me. You’re better off for it, anyway. You don’t belong in college. Not a ditzy little slut like you…”

“I’m not a slut,” I gasped, feeling tears prick my eyes. “I’ve never even…”

“Oh, Cindy,” he said. “I know. I know, you’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I choked and nodded, a tear dripping down my cheek. How did he know? Oh, I was so embarrassed, and scared and…something else. Something I couldn’t understand at all. I was tingling all over. My nipples felt tight. I wanted to clench my thighs together and rub…

“You don’t have to have sex to be a slut, Cindy,” Mr. Stevens said, slowly lowering his head closer to mine. “Girls like you are born sluts. You just need a man like me to teach you how to realize your full potential.”

I was mesmerized by his power, his eyes so dark and cold and deep. My lips were parted as I struggled to find words – any words – that might stop this crazy scene. Convince him he was wrong. I was a good girl, not a slut! I didn’t want to fuck anyone! I wanted…

Anything but that!

Before I could do anything at all, I felt his lips land on mine, his tongue spreading my lips wider and diving into my throat! I groaned my refusal, but his hands were buried in my hair, holding me right where I was. I couldn’t do anything but let his tongue roll across my mouth, massaging my tongue, filling my throat…tickling my cheeks…tasting my lips…

I groaned again, but this time it was different. This time, I groaned because it felt good. Mr. Stevens was kissing me, and I liked it. My nipples were getting very tingly, and I reached up until I could feel his wrists, wrapping my hands around them. I leaned forward, hesitantly moving my tongue against his. He tasted…good. He tasted the way the woods smell after it rains.

His hands in my hair started moving, and my hands detached from his wrists. I didn’t know where to put them. He was stroking my tongue with his. He reached down, grabbed my ass, and pulled until I was flush with his body; I cried out, muffled by his mouth on mine, as I felt like something inside me exploded a little bit. I’d never been so close to a man! And I could feel…oh, boy, I could feel something very nice between his legs…something I thought I wanted, but I didn’t know why.

He ripped his mouth away, leering at me with a sick smile.

“See? See, Cindy? I told you: you’re a natural born slut. Feel this?”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed. I nodded, whimpering gently.

“By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be worshipping every dick you can find. You’ll be begging men to fuck you. You’ll be dropping to your knees, eager to suck off anyone who’ll let you. I can’t wait to see you in action, my little fuck slave…”

“No,” I moaned, his words too dirty to be true. Yeah, I felt weird all over, and I wanted to be touched in weird places, and I felt like there was a big emptiness in me that he could fill, but…but that didn’t mean he was right! I wasn’t going to be a slut! I could never do what he said!

“Yes, Cindy,” he growled, and squeezed my ass tight. “And don’t argue with me. I’m your master now. Do you understand? And you never say no to your master. Ever. Or you’ll be punished.”

“Punished?” I whined. Wasn’t this punishment enough? The shame…the desire…the things he was going to do to me? What could be worse?

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished.”

“No one’s punished me since…”

Well, not since I was really little. Then, my dad used to spank me, before he left town. But I’d always been so good since then, never got into trouble.

“Well, things are different now,” Mr. Stevens said, and he sounded impatient. “Now, stop asking questions. I’m tired of trying to explain things to such a brainless little brat. Take your shirt off, and dance around for me. Just like you did in the video. Come, follow me…”

I didn’t think to protest as he grabbed my arm and led me to the living room, the scene of the crime. He pushed me into the center of the room and sat down on the couch. He crossed his legs and folded his hands, staring at me.

“What the fuck are you waiting for, slave? Dance for your master. I want to see those beautiful tits bouncing for me. Chop, chop!”

I felt like crying again. Now that he wasn’t so close to me, now that his tongue wasn’t in my mouth, I didn’t feel so sexy. I felt like going home.

“You can show me your tits now, or the whole world can see them tonight,” he said, and I remembered that he owned me. I had no choice. Sniffling, I lifted up my shirt and exposed my breasts, which fairly spilled over the top of my creamy lace bra. At 36-C, very few bras really fit me. I reached behind me and unclasped the bra, letting it fall away, until I was bared from the chest up for Mr. Stevens to admire.

I was embarrassed to find that my nipples were still hard. And tingling. And when I started to sway, looking anywhere but at Mr. Stevens, I started feeling very strange. I knew he wanted me to do what I did in the video, but I found myself wanting to touch my tits just to make them feel good. I cupped them and teased my nipples, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as the tingling spiked and turned to pleasure.

“Look at your master,” Mr. Stevens barked, and my eyes snapped open. I looked him in the eye, my cheeks red and my face hot, as I danced around, kneading and rubbing my breasts while I pinched my own tight nipples.

“Come here,” he barked again, and I stopped dancing, stepping towards him, not sure what terrible thing he was going to do now. “Stop touching yourself. It’s my turn now.”

I held back, biting my lip. I’d never had a man touch me before…especially not an old man like Mr. Stevens!

“What the hell did I just say, Cindy? You do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Your body is mine.”

“But…” I whined again, resisting even though his commanding tone made me crazy to obey.

“Fuck it,” Mr. Stevens said. “If you insist on being so difficult, you’ll get an early lesson in what it means to be punished.”

He reached forward, grabbed me around the waist, and a second later I found myself laid across his lap, a cry on my lips as his hands ripped my shorts down, exposing my ass. He had one hand between my legs, pressing against my pussy, and despite my fear and confusion I knew I really liked having his hand there. Enough to rub myself down against it without really thinking about it.

And I definitely wasn’t thinking of anything when he started spanking me.

“Oh! Ow! Mr. Stevens!” I cried, feeling a red blast of pain as his hand met my virgin cheeks. My bare chests bounced and jiggled as he slapped me again, and again, the hand between my legs pressing harder, until I was lost in a miserable storm of pain and want and pleasure and confusion. And then even the pain started to change. The more Mr. Stevens smacked my ass, the more I liked the feeling. It was kind of like having an itch scratched…in between slaps, the burn was awful. But each time his hand met my cheeks, it was sweet relief.

“You’re starting to understand what punishment is, aren’t you, little girl?” Mr. Stevens growled, making my cheeks jiggle as he slapped them from every angle. “In fact, I can tell that you’re even starting to like it. Oh, what a perfect little slut you’re going to turn out to be…”

“Oh, oh, oh, Mr…Mr…Stevens,” I moaned, grinding my hips so that my ass jutted up higher and my pussy ground against his hand. “Yes…yes…I like it…oh, don’t…oh, don’t stop…”

But then he did stop. He clutched my red and burning cheeks in his hands and squeezed them hard.

“Now, get the fuck up so I can suck those pretty tits of yours,” he said, nearly shoving me off his lap. I moaned, wishing that he’d spank me some more, because now it was just starting to hurt…but I knew it would only make him mad if I denied him, so I did what he said, moving to my feet. He was so much taller than me that when I stood between his knees, he was face-level with my tits.

“Beautiful,” he said. “You’re a lucky little fuck slave, to have such perfect tits. I’m sure lots of men will let you fuck them just to get a hold of these.”

My stomach turned at his words; but then he reached up and grabbed me, kneading my tender flesh, and I nearly collapsed at the sensation. His fingers immediately pinched my nipples, and that tingling spiked into an awful bliss. I grabbed his head to support myself, burying my hands in his hair. My back arched, wanting more.

“Good girl,” he said, and I watched him lean forward. “You have a lot to learn, but you’re learning fast.”

And then he put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. My shorts were at my knees, my panties the only thing covering me as he sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. I could feel the button above my slit throbbing, a wetness between my legs.

I’d never felt anything like it. I never wanted it to end. I pulled on his head, and he suckled me harder, his fingers always pinching and teasing the nipple that his mouth wasn’t on. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal, or the dirty old man he was. I couldn’t believe I was letting this old perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“You want more, fuck slave? You do, don’t you? You’re starting to get the picture. Of what you are. Just a slut. Just a dumpster for my cum.”

I shook my head, but I was panting and blushing and hot all over. I felt like there was a flood between my legs.

“Oh no?” he said, grinning with a terrible leer. He suddenly ripped my panties down, all the way down, pulling my shorts along with them. “Then why are you so fucking wet?”

Without any warning, I felt him thrust two fingers up my slit. I screamed as pain and pleasure ripped through me at the same time. He broke my hymen! There was blood on his fingers when he pulled them out.

“See that? I could do that because I own you, Cindy,” he said. “I’m going to be the first man to fill your sweet little cunt. And you’ll never get this back. I’m going to take your virginity, Cindy. And you’re going to beg me to.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I wanted those fingers inside me again. He laughed, a low and dark chuckle.

“Is that so? Well, let’s start easy. Get on your knees and take my pants off.”

I whimpered, pouted, but obeyed. Whatever he wanted…it had to be better than that, right? I dropped down between his knees and fumbled with his zipper; the big, hard, heated bulge in his pants made it kind of hard, but I finally got it open. And when his penis sprang free, I cried out in surprise. I’d never seen one in real life before. It looked so alien and weird! It had a purplish head that looked soft, and hair at the bottom. I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“This is a cock,” he growled. “It’s your new best friend. Your life’s purpose is to suck and fuck every cock you can. Starting now. Go ahead, slave. Stick your tongue out. Taste your first dick.”

I could feel tears welling up again. I didn’t want to do that! But what choice did I have? With a sniffle and a whine, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, closing my eyes.

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “You’re going to worship my dick, Cindy.”

I groaned but obeyed, looking up at his dark, leering eyes, all edged with wrinkles under his thick white hair. With my mouth open and my eyes on him, Mr. Stevens finally seemed pleased. He grabbed the base of his cock and moved it around until the head slipped against my tongue.

It felt so strange! His hand on my hair moved me as my lips instinctively wrapped around his cock, my mouth watering and dripping all the way down the shaft. His cock filled my mouth, pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on it. I tasted something hot and creamy and salty slide down my throat, and he groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

The weirdest thing was that the more he slid his cock in and out of my mouth…the more I liked it. I liked the taste. I liked the way he grabbed my hair and forced me to serve him. I liked the feel of his cock throbbing deep in my mouth, almost hitting my throat…

“Good little fuck slave,” he groaned. “You like it, don’t you?”

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, nearly making me gag. Now, tears were flowing down my cheeks, but it was different than before. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat. Jerk, pull, push…jerk, pull, push…he was using my mouth like a pussy, fucking it without any regard for my comfort.

I moaned around him, whimpering; he seemed to like that, and groaned deeply as he slammed himself against my throat again. I could feel his cock swell, and then it seemed to burst inside. I suddenly felt myself forced to swallow the hot, salty, musky cum his cock spilled into my mouth. I couldn’t swallow all of it, and it filled my cheeks, dripping from my lips. Mr. Stevens pulled out with a wet plop, trailing the white seed from my lips to the tip of his cock. His hand in my hair softened, and he pet me gently.

“Good girl,” he said. I preened, despite myself, proud to have served him well. “Now, I want to taste that sweet virgin pussy of yours.”

His hand tightened in my hair again, and now he yanked at me. I shrieked as he pulled me up and wrenched me onto the sofa beside him. He released my hair and pushed on my chest until I fell back, my knees underneath him.

“Mr. Stevens, what are you…”

“Shut up,” he growled. “Sluts shouldn’t talk when their master is doing them a favor. I bet you’ve never had an orgasm, have you, Cindy?”

I blushed bright red. His hand was moving between my knees, spreading them open; I resisted but he was much stronger than me, and soon he was kneeling between my legs, my pussy spread wide for him to see.

“Have you?” he growled, grabbing handfuls of my thigh and squeezing until it almost hurt. I was tingly all over again; I could still taste him in my mouth, and the cold air from the air conditioning blew over my hard, exposed nipples. My pussy was all wet, and the button above it throbbed.

“No,” I whimpered. “But…”

“So you don’t even know what you’re trying to deny yourself,” he said, and I watched his hand move from my thigh towards my entrance. “You’re a lucky little brat. The first man to touch you is going to suck on your clit until you scream. Don’t you want that, Cindy? Don’t you want to come for your master?”

“Um,” I moaned, losing track of my own thoughts as his fingers slipped between my pussy lips. I shuddered, my spine stiffening, as darts of pleasure stabbed all through me. “I don’t…I don’t…know…Mr…Stevens…you…”

He leaned down while I squirmed at his touch, licking his lips. I could only watch him move, wanting it so bad, but not even knowing what it was.

“Mr…Mr. Stevens…”

“Shut up,” he barked. “Just lay back, fuck slave. You’ve got a belly full of cum, and now I’m gonna get your pussy ready to take another load. I told you that you were lucky.”

His eyes glinted and his fingers found my entrance; just like before, there was no warning when he shoved them inside, making me clench and cry out in pain. But almost as soon as the hurting started, it stopped, and something else happened. My hips jerked and bucked around his fingers, feeling them inside me, wanting them deeper.

“Oh, Mr. Stevens, oh,” I moaned. I understood now. I understood everything. Oh, God, I was so hot, his fingers driving me crazy. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, he opened his mouth, stuck his tongue out, and wrapped it around my button – my clit. All at once, I was in heaven. Warm and fuzzy all over, his fingers buried in my cunt and his tongue lapping and flicking and suckling my clit. If this is what happened when you were a slut, I was ready.

I reached down, burying my hands in his hair and clutching his face tight against my sweet young pussy. His fingers curled, crooked, and pumped; some deep and hidden part of my being exploded, and I shot up, sitting straight on the couch with Mr. Steven’s face buried in my lap, my whole body rigid and soft at the same time. He suckled my clit between his lips, his fingers stroked at my pussy, and I felt a flood of juices release from my center. I’d never felt anything like it, the shuddering spasms that threatened to tear me apart.

“Oh, fuck!” I screamed, the only word that seemed appropriate. I fell back onto the couch, panting, my blonde hair sweaty and flowing over the cushions. Mr. Stevens licked me for a few more blissful seconds, then pulled away, his fingers retreating and leaving me achingly empty.

“Please…m-more…” I moaned, feeling this fresh desire coursing through me. Needing it again. And again. And again.

“More, huh? My little fuck slave wants more?” Mr. Stevens teased, dragging himself over my prone body, his hips keeping my thighs opened wide. I gasped when I felt something new against my pussy – something hard and soft at the same time. I glanced down and realized he was pressing his cock against my slit. “Be careful what you wish for, you bratty little slut.”

My scream was one of pain this time as he slammed himself inside me without any warning. His cock filled my pussy and stretched it wide, feeling like it was tearing me in two. He groaned as he buried himself inside me.

“Fuck, yeah, I love a virgin pussy,” he groaned, his wrinkled face inches from mine, his body heavy as it pressed against me, my tits pressed against him and my hair in his hands once more. He started thrusting between my legs, sliding his cock in and out of me in a slow and torturous rhythm. “So tight. It still hurts, doesn’t it, my little cum dumpster?”

“Y-yes,” I moaned, and I wasn’t lying. But underneath the pain I could feel something else swelling up. A need for more. For him to go faster. And harder. To ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted this old man to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“But it feels good too, doesn’t it?” he went on, as though reading my thoughts.

“Yes, Mr. Stevens, please, oh, god,” I moaned. He chuckled against my face, shifting his hips slightly and lifting himself off me.

“I’m gonna flip you over and fuck you the way you deserve,” he growled, pulling out of me. I felt his hands on my waist, moving me until I was belly-down on the couch, my thighs kicked open by his knees, his hand in my hair shoving my face into the cushion.

His free hand yanked on my hips, raising my ass into the air, and then he slammed into me again. The cushions muffled my scream as I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

“Yes, little girl,” he growled. “Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me what a good little fuck slave you’re gonna be.”

I groaned, thrusting my hips against him, feeling his cock penetrate me deeper and deeper as my hips jerked.

“Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried in tandem to my thrusts, until I could feel that swelling pressure again, until I knew I was going to come. He slipped a hand around my waist and I felt his fingers pinch my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed around him, grinding back against him desperately, clenching around him again and again while my body shook and bucked.

He pulled at my hair, driving me further back against him, until I could feel him against my womb. I came like that, letting my old, wrinkly boss bury his cock inside my virgin, teenage cunt, and loving every second of it. When he pulled out, pushing me down at the same time, I was a whimpering mess, still jerking in the aftershocks. I could barely understand what he was doing when I felt his fingers slide from my slit to my ass, his hand spreading my cheeks wide.

“Good and wet,” he growled. “Don’t even need lube…”

“Wha…what are…”

“The only thing better than virgin pussy,” he said, and I could hear the sadistic smile in his voice. There was a pressure against my tight rosebud, and then a screeching pain as he split me wide, forcing himself into my ass. I clenched my teeth, feeling every inch of him buried in my asshole, my own juices letting him slide easily in and out of me.

The pain was intense, but just like before, the more he fucked me, the better it felt. Soon, I was squirming again, my clit rubbing against the cushions; and then I was jerking against him, helping him fuck my asshole. His hands were on my hips, moving my body to better slam against him. Each time he pounded into my ass, I tightened my grip on the cushions and cried out in pleasure and pain.

“You ready to take my cum in your ass, slut?”

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

“It doesn’t matter,” he crowed, thrusting against me one last time, deeper than any time before. “You’re just a slutty little fuck slave now.”

I groaned as his hot seed filled my ass, rope after rope of sticky cum splashing against me. He pulled out and I felt it spreading across my reddened cheeks, then the tip of his cock slipped against my slit, and the last few spurts of his seed went straight into my pussy.

“Perfect,” he growled, going limp behind me, smearing the head of his cock against my slit and ass. “Perfect first time. I’ll have so much fun breaking you in this weekend…”

I whimpered. A whole weekend of this? Could I stand that much…pleasure? I already felt like a totally different person. I got myself up and rolled over onto my back, looking up at Mr. Stevens.

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

“Now, Cindy,” he said, rising and zipping himself up. “No need to put your clothes back on. Please, come here…”

He held out his hand and I took it without a word. I could feel his cum in my ass still. I felt very tender and sore. He walked me away from the couch, to the armchair that sat in front of the bookshelf.

The bookshelf with the teddy bear.

I realized, in shock and horror, that the whole thing had been captured on film! If he had the nanny cam running…and I wouldn’t put it past him….oh, my God!

“Sit down,” he said, pressing on my shoulders. Mute and dumb, I obeyed, my mind running through a thousand scenarios at once.

“Smile for the camera, my little brat,” he said, whispering in my ear. I whimpered. He pulled away, chuckling.

“I have another surprise for you,” he said, but he was talking to the teddy bear. To the audience. To the strangers who would watch me suck and fuck my boss until I was full of his seed. Mr. Stevens got a box off the shelf and came back, kneeling beside me. He took something out of the box; it was a weird black thing. I had no idea what it could possibly be for. But I didn’t have to guess for long.

Mr. Stevens didn’t even talk to me or tell me to spread my legs. He just wrenched them apart, like I was a sex toy. And he shoved that black thing right inside me, way up deep, making me cry out at the strange sensation. He grinned and came back to whisper in my ear.

“I said smile, fuck slave,” he said. He picked up a remote that had been sitting on the table. He pushed a button. The thing inside me went crazy, and so did I. My poor, tender, sore pussy was torn apart once more as the vibrator shook my mind away. I was screaming and crying out from the pleasure and pain, my hips jerking as my head rolled back.

“Give them a good show, my pet,” Mr. Stevens said, standing behind me with his hands on my shoulders. “We’ve still got a long weekend ahead of us, and there’s a lot of training left to do. We’ll make a proper cum dumpster of you yet. Just relax and come for the camera. There are a lot of men out there watching.”

He leaned down again, his breathe hot against my flesh.

“In fact, I’ve arranged for you to meet some of them tomorrow. We’ll break in every hole at once. Won’t that be fun?”

I groaned, a guttural sound that meant nothing. It meant nothing because I was nothing. My life was over. Or it was just beginning. This was my life now. A slut. A fuck slave. A cum dumpster…

I smiled for the camera.


BONUS STORY:
The Stranger and the Slut

“Brenda, where'd you get that nice dress? The carpet store?”

“Hey, why don't you skip home, Brenda, and give everyone a nice show?”

“When you go to the bra store, do they use a tape measure, or a scale?”

“Hey, Brenda, tell your brother thanks for the offer, but I don't fuck animals!”

I tried to tune them out. I tried to just keep walking. But they blocked me however I turned, wherever I tried to go. Them. The cool kids. The impossibly thin cheerleaders and their football star boyfriends. Always so ready to pick on poor, buxom, slutty Brenda.

Well, it's not like I didn't know why they picked on me. The girls picked on me because they were jealous – I started developing in eighth grade, and didn't stop until turning 18 last month. My chest has its own gravitational orbit. And the boys picked on me because I wouldn't sleep with them.

Oh, I was a slut, don't get me wrong. I was a slut, and I loved it. But I wouldn't touch those jock freaks even if they had dicks the size of China.

No, give me a nerdy comic club boy, or one of those handymen who took woodshop. The kinds of guys who never expected to get laid, and worked all the harder for me when I chose them to be my flavor of the week. I doubted any of the jock boys knew what a tongue was for, besides shoving it down their anorexic girlfriends' throats.

I held my head high, no matter what they said. But I did wish they would leave me alone. Just for once, I wished I could walk home without being assailed by their dull insults and would-be witticisms. Hell, I'd settle for an insult that was actually clever, something for me to respect. As it was, I was doomed to endless afternoons trying to push through the pack without rolling my eyes straight out of my head.

That day, though, they had something else in store for me. Just as I was almost out of their clutches, Simone Gold slapped my books out of my hand. And while I was busy trying to process what had happened, Timmy Farb pushed me into a tree. This was new; they'd never gotten physical before, and suddenly I felt afraid for my physical well-being. They flocked around me in a taunting circle, and I bit my lip and begged the skies for help.

“Shit!”

I only noticed the sleek BMW because they did. It swerved to a quick and messy stop at the curb, nearly taking Johnny Timmons out at the knees. The passenger side door flew open. A man, a handsome man, leaned out, made eye contact with me, and waved.

“Hey! These assholes bothering you?”

I guess he'd seen the way they circled me, their jeering faces. Maybe he'd even heard their stupid laughter, or seen Simone slap my books away, or Timmy push me into tree. At any rate, he was as good a savior as any, and I beamed as I nodded.

“Get in,” he said. “I'll give you a lift home. You don't need to deal with that shit. Scram!”

The cool kids stared with their mouths hanging open, looking dumb as hell. I couldn't help but smirk as I gathered my books and slid onto the cool, leather seats. The man shot one last dirty look at the crowd, I gave them a haughty wave, and we were speeding away from them in a squeal of rubber on pavement.

“Thanks,” I said, turning to look at him. He was probably in his early thirties, with jet black hair and dark eyes, some stubble across his chin. He wore a suit that looked tailor made, his figure underneath it slim but powerful. My pussy was already responding to him. Or maybe it was the smooth rumble of the car's powerful engine. At any rate, he was looking at me with genuine concern in his eyes.

“What was going on back there?” He asked, his voice a rich velvet.

“Oh,” I mused. “Just the usual. Assholes being assholes.”

“They looked like they were hurting you,” he said as we paused at a red light.

“Yeah...” I said. “They usually just tease me...”

“Kids,” he grunted, shaking his head. “Fuck 'em. They used to tease me, too.”

“You?” I scoffed, taking in his good looks and expensive car. “Who the hell would tease you?”

He smirked, and my legs went to jelly.

“I didn't always used to be rich and handsome,” he said with a wink. “You're looking at the sole member of the Richmond High AV Club, clocking in at 300 pounds.”

“No shit,” I said. Then, I sighed. “I love AV kids...”

He laughed out loud.

“Girls like you certainly didn't like boys like me when I was 16.”

“I'm 18,” I corrected him smoothly. His eyebrows rose slightly, and as the light changed from red to green, I caught him eying me. I knew he'd like what he saw. Most men did. I'm blonde, blue-eyed, with a D-cup chest and an ass that bounces like a tennis ball. “And you're driving nowhere.”

He smiled again, chuckling lightly.

“You're right,” he said. “Where do you live?”

“Across town,” I lied. I wanted to take advantage of this luxurious ride with this handsome man. And if that meant taking him in circles for a while, I could live with that. “Take a left here, I think.”

He did as I said.

“My name is Brenda,” I said, letting my books settle on the floor in front of me. “And you're...um...Lancelot?”

“Derek,” he said. “Derek Kidder.”

“Derek Kidder,” I said, arching my back as though I was cracking it, but only wanting to give him an ample view of my chest. He took the bait. “Do you make a habit of saving poor little teenage girls from their bullies?”

He seemed to get a little red in the cheeks, and his knuckles seemed to get a little whiter.

“Only when I have the chance to,” he said without a hint of a stammer.

“And how do these teenage girls usually reward you?” I asked, sliding a little closer to him. He was definitely blushing now.

“Uh...with a thank you?”

“Hmmm,” I hummed, letting my fingers wander. Wouldn't you know it, my fingers found themselves tracing along his knee! The fancy BMW swerved slightly on the small suburban road as Derek's body jerked. “What kind of thank you?”

“Uh...the...verbal...kind?” Derek gulped.

“Oh,” I said. “You mean, with their mouths?”

Now, he didn't even try to keep his eyes on the road. He turned his head to me, eyes wide, jaw slack. My fingers slid up his tailored suit pants and landed on his crotch, where I could feel something slowly coming to life.

“You know why those kids tease me?” I asked, batting my eyelashes. He shook his head, desperately glancing back and forth from me to the road. “Because of what a little slut I am.”

I smiled as he seemed to shudder all over, nearly losing control of the car again. He was sweating now, a trickle running down the side of his cheek, down to his bushy beard.

“They know how much I love to suck and fuck...”

The car started to slow down. Perfect.

“...and how much I love having my pussy filled with cum...”

He was moving the car towards the side of the road.

“...how much I loooooove giving a man everything he could possibly want from my hot, tight, young body...”

He parked the car and leaned back. He was hard as a rock underneath my fingers. He turned to face me, and I saw the full effect of my teasing on him. He'd gone from surprised to ready-as-hell.

“You're saying you're a slut?” he said, his voice a low growl. I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and nodded. “Do you realize what you're saying to me?”

I rubbed him harder, and nodded again.

“Because if you don't want me to treat you like I slut,” he growled. “You need to tell me right now. Or else I'm going to shove this cock so far down your little whore throat, you'll be tasting me for weeks.”

Oh, hell, yes. The game was on. I let my blue eyes go wide and pouted, bringing one hand to my chest.

“Are you teasing me, Mr. Kidder? Because it's not nice to tease...”

“Fuck,” he grunted, and lunged across the seat. His hand grabbed my cheek and pulled my face against his. I moaned, hot as could be, as his tongue slipped between my lips and began to explore my mouth, tasting the bubblegum I always chewed, thrusting his tongue down my throat like a preview of what his cock would soon be doing. His hands tore at my dress, pulling it down; if anyone walked by, they'd get an eyeful of my healthy young tits. They'd watch me serve this older man with my teenage body. I was 18, legal, and ready to take everything he wanted to give me.

He ripped his lips from mine as his hands tore my bra down, letting it settle around my trim waist, not even bothering to unclasp it. Pushing me back so that I hit the door, he grabbed and squeezed my breasts, my nipples hardening as he teased them with his thumbs.

“God, these are beautiful,” he groaned, lowering his mouth to suck my nipple between his lips, flicking it with his tongue until I moaned and squirmed in my seat, my slit damp. I never wore panties. I'd get his fancy leather seats all wet with my juices. Good; he'd have something to remember me by. He sucked each nipple in turn, his hands always groping and kneading my breasts. I managed to squirm my arm down between us and found his cock again, still straining under his pants, now seeming to throb as I rubbed it. God, I wanted that cock in my mouth!

“Please, mister,” I moaned. “Let me taste this cock!”

He nipped my breasts one more time before pulling away and unzipping himself, unleashing his nine-inch cock; I was salivating. Gripping the base with my hand, I leaned forward, letting my tits rub up and down the shaft before I slid the head between my lips and wrapped my tongue around it. His groan spurred me on, and his hand on the back of my head provided steady pressure, pacing me as I slid him, inch by inch, into my throat.

A drop of his pre-cum slid down my throat, tasting musky and sweet. I moaned, shifted so that I was kneeling, my ass pressing against the window, showing off my pussy to the whole neighborhood. With one hand on his shaft, helping me stroke and suck every inch of him, I drove my other hand into my dripping slit, moaning again as I filled myself with my fingers.

With my fingers working my cunt, I swallowed his cock in one thrust, and started mouth-fucking him in earnest, bobbing up and down, letting his cock hit the back of my throat with each stroke. He adjusted the seat, leaning back slightly to watch my teenage mouth worship his cock.

“You are a little slut,” he moaned. “A good little cocksucking slut.”

I made eye contact as I licked up and down his shaft, trying to show him just how right he was. I lived for cock. It was my God, my own personal religion.

“Do you want to fuck me, my little slut?” he asked, making my pussy gush at the very idea. I popped up, breathing hard.

“Yes, please, mister,” I begged. “Please, let me fuck you, I want this cock in me...”

“Then hurry up,” he growled, spanking my ass once. “Before I change my mind and release this load into your tight little throat.”

I scurried across the seat, settling onto his lap and dropping down, impaling myself on his cock. He groaned and grabbed my hips. With his seat reclined, he could suck and tease my nipples while I rode him. My hand found my clit and I started to fuck him, rubbing myself at the same time, feeling his long, thick cock filling me up.

“Oh, yes, sir, thank you sir, thank you for letting me fuck you, oh, fuck,” I cried out, slamming myself against him and grinding down, my clit buzzing as I came. My pussy gushed around him, dripping down his balls, and he bit down on my nipple, adding to the sensation. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck, and thrust up into me one more time. I felt him explode, hot and thick and hard, against my womb, filling my cunt with his seed, using me for my intended purpose: a cum receptacle.

“Thank you,” I moaned, clenching my pussy to milk him of every last drop. He released my hair, leaned back in his seat, and groaned in satisfaction. Giggling and grinding against him one last time, I slid onto the passenger seat again, reaching between my legs to collect some of his dripping cum so I could taste it. “Mmmmm.”

“Holy shit,” he moaned. “You're...something else.”

“That's what they tell me,” I said.

He ran a hand through his hair, groaned again as he put his cock away.

“So I guess...I should...bring you home now?” He asked, looking at me questioningly. I shrugged.

“Sure,” I said. “Unless you want more from me.”

“More?” He asked, not seeming to know what I meant.

“Well,” I said, smiling widely and waggling my eyebrows. “You’ve only tried two out of three. Don’t you want the grand tour?”

He grinned and gunned the engine. My bad day was becoming much, much better.


BONUS STORY: The Brat’s Forbidden Submission
 

My sister, Laney, is four years old than me. That means that when our parents died and I was 14, she was 18 and was able to take custody of me. I know that this seems pretty lucky. I also know that it makes her seem like a saint. You’d think she put off her dreams and ambitions to help raise her baby sister.

You’d be wrong.

Laney never had any dreams and ambitions, except for getting married. Which she did, to Sam. But more about him later.

And Laney was a really crappy parental figure. Instead of actually raising me to be a normal teenager, with a normal curfew and friends and all that, she just forced me to stay home all the time and study. I wasn’t allowed to go to parties, and never got invited to parties, anyway, because I didn’t have any friends. No one wanted to be friends with the weird orphan girl who had to be home right after school every day.

Laney liked to sit around and watch TV. She supported us with our parent’s savings, so she didn’t have to work. She married Sam so that he could support her, too. Sam worked as a mechanic and was five years older than Laney. He was way too good looking to put up with her shit, but she was always really sweet to him while being a bitch to me.

Sam had muscles for days, blue eyes and blonde hair. He didn’t talk much. In fact, when he wasn’t working or screwing Laney’s head off, he just sat around and watched TV, too.

Oh, yeah. I knew Sam and Laney had a rockin’ sex life. I could hear it through the walls. Sam was…wow. He was really dominant. I would hear him spanking my sister, calling her names, and making her come three times in a row! I have to admit, all through those lonely teenage years of mine, I spent my share of nights fantasizing about Sam being in my bed and treating me the way he treated Laney. Besides just thinking that it would be really hot to get spanked by my brother-in-law, I also thought it would be hot to get one over on Laney. She’d be crushed if she knew her husband was fucking her little sister!

Especially because I’m the one that got the looks, with my C-cup breasts and trim waist. Not that anyone got to experience how great my body was, since no guy at school would touch me with a ten-foot pole.

Which meant that I was resigned to lying in bed and furiously rubbing my clit while listening to my sister’s cries of ecstasy. I even bought a dildo online and used it on myself, thinking the whole time about Sam’s big cock laying into my virgin pussy.

Of course, everything changed when I turned 18. Laney couldn’t stop me from doing anything once I was 18. So my life got really, really interesting.
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I was taking a year off between high school and college, working at a retail store to save up for tuition. I made my first ever group of friends, my co-workers. And I started going out. A lot. I never slept with anyone, like my friends did, but I made out with a lot of guys and I drank and I even smoked cigarettes sometimes!

By summer, Laney was threatening to kick me out every other week, but I knew she never would. Besides, now that I was 18, the house was in both our names. She couldn’t kick me out. My behavior was bad news for the whole household. With Laney freaking out, she took a lot of it out on poor Sam.

That whole summer was shit for me. Laney went extra crazy, because I was 18 and “needed to grow up instead of growing into a brat”. And I, in reaction, went a little too wild. It got to the point where I was staying out late for no reason other than to piss her off. I would just hang out really late at Dunk’n Donuts, until I knew she’d be blowing her top at home.

Like I said, the more I acted out, the more Laney bitched at Sam. He never signed up to be the father figure for a teenager, but Laney obviously wanted him to fill that role. I sure as hell didn’t. Maybe Sam was a dynamo in the sack. He wasn’t my father. He wasn’t in charge of me. Hell, he never even bothered to keep his wife in line. Why should I take any bullshit from him?

When Father’s Day came around, Laney asked me to do the unthinkable. She wanted to use the day to thank Sam, for being so supportive of both of us. I threw a fit, but she stood her ground. It was ridiculous! Sam wasn’t my Dad! He certainly wasn’t her Dad! I saw no reason why I should act grateful to him when all he did was fuck my sister and sit on the couch.

Laney, as usual, was trying to make everything perfect. She told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was forbidden to go out that night. We would have a meal together “as a family” and then go to bed early.

As if.

I was just getting ready to sneak out when I overheard the conversation. They weren’t trying very hard to keep it quiet; tempers were way too high for that.

“You need to stand up to her!” Laney’s voice shrilled.

“Why? Why, Laney? I don’t care,” Sam said. It was the first time I’d ever heard him raise his voice.

“Because you live in our house, and she’s out there being crazy, and I can’t handle it on my own!”

“That’s not my problem.”

“It is your problem! You’re my husband!”

“And you’re my fucking whore, Laney. I put up with all your bitching and moaning because we both know who’s really in charge. You’re lucky I don’t bend you over right now and bust my load in your fucking ass. Because you’re being a real pain in mine!”

My pussy tingled at his tone and his dirty words. The next thing Laney said, she said quietly.

“You’re damn fucking right,” Sam’s voice came loud and clear. “Get off my fucking back, or you won’t be able to sit down for a month. You got it, bitch?”

Oh, fuck yeah. Hearing him yell at my sister like that was so satisfying. 

Laney murmured something else, and I heard a slap, followed by a low, feminine moan. And then more moans. And then the screaming started. The good kind of screaming.

Perfect timing to cover my escape.

I snuck out of the house that night, but I couldn’t get Sam out of my mind. I went to a club that I frequented, wearing a tiny skirt and a low-cut shirt. I met up with my girl friends and we started going hard. Well, they did. I had work the next day and couldn’t drink with them. But I also couldn’t get myself to think of anything but Sam. He was so handsome…and now I knew, he was also just my kind of freaky.

And if I could ever get into his pants, the satisfaction I’d feel from fucking Laney’s husband would be sweet as hell.

There were plenty of hot, lonely men at the club that night, and one by one my friends started to peel away to go to more private places. But none of the men who approached me were the least bit interesting. I had to admit the truth: I wanted to fuck Sam, and I wanted to fuck him that night.

He was going to be my Father’s Day gift to myself.

But the later it got, the more I risked him going to bed early. I was already way past curfew, so Laney would probably be waiting up for me, but Sam always went to bed whenever he wanted. I grabbed the first cab I saw and rushed home. I had the brilliant idea to peel off my panties and undo my bra in the back of the cab; the less clothes we had to take off, the less chances there were for him to second-guess anything.

I smirked to myself as we neared our house. I was going to fuck the shit out of my brother-in-law. Who was in charge now, Laney?
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Usually, I tried to sneak back into my house whenever I snuck out and broke curfew. But that night, I wanted to wake up anyone who might be sleeping. Specifically, Sam. So I went through the front door, slamming it behind me.

“Jesus Christ, Tara!”

His voice surprised me, and I almost jumped out of my heels.

“Why the hell are you slamming doors at…” Sam looked at his watch. “…midnight?”

“Why are you sitting on the couch, all alone?” I asked. He was wearing a wife-beater and jeans. He looked downright delicious.

“Waiting for your ass,” he snapped. I raised an eyebrow. Since when did he give a shit about my curfew? “Do you know how much shit Laney has been giving me? I’ve about had it with you and all the trouble you cause…”

Interesting. I thought he was in charge. I guess all my sister’s nagging really was getting to him.

“Aw, poor Sammy,” I teased, moving closer. I wanted to get a rise out of him. And I thought I knew the perfect way to do it. “Tired of being pussy-whipped by your wifey?”

Yes. His hands fisted, and the vein above his eye throbbed.

“Shut your fucking trap, Tara. And what the hell is this….outfit?” He scowled as he gestured to my skimpy clothes. The skirt had ridden up, nearly showing the bottom of my ass. And the shirt hung loose, showing my hard nipples.

“I wear whatever I want to,” I said, sticking my tongue out and moving just a little bit closer. “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Oh yeah? Who says I can’t do anything about it? I’m the man of the house, I make the rules, and if your sister doesn’t want you running around town like a little slut, I have every right to make sure you don’t.”

“Geeze,” I scoffed, moving closer still. “You really are Laney’s little bitch, aren’t you?”

Oh, yeah. He hated that. I kept pushing.

“When she says jump, do you ask how high?”

“Laney doesn’t tell me to do shit,” he growled. “If I do shit for her, it’s because I love her and want her to be happy.”

“Oh, you loooove her,” I teased, swaying closer until I was right in front of him. “Do you loooove being her manservant?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, little girl,” he said, a cold smiling crossing his face. He was looking at my body now, and licked his lips subconsciously. “In this house, I’m the alpha. The sooner you learn to obey me, the happier we can all be. Now get your skanky ass to bed.”

“You’re, like, five years older than me,” I spat. “You’re not my dad. You’re not even my brother. You’re my sister’s husband, and that’s it.”

He was getting pissed, I could tell. Well, good. I wanted him to be pissed. I wanted him to be so pissed that all he could do was grab me and shove his dick in my mouth. I was standing right in front of him, right between his knees, my skirt riding up and my shirt disheveled, showing off my cleavage. I was his wife’s little sister. I’d always be younger, tighter, and hotter than her.

How could he resist?

“Go. To. Bed,” he breathed. I put my hands on my hips, staying right where I was.

“Make me,” I said, looking down for a split second. Those jeans weren’t hiding a goddamn thing. Sam’s dick was hard. He noticed me looking and leaned forward, like he could hide it. It was too late, and I smirked. “You can’t, can you? You know you can’t. Because I’m not some little girl who’s afraid of pissing off Daddy. I do what I want, when I want.”

“Jesus Christ, Tara! Why are you such a fucking brat?”

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I licked my lips.

“I don’t know,” I sneered. “Maybe no one’s ever disciplined me.”

He growled, low in his chest. I saw his eyes flick over to the bedroom door, where my sister slept alone in their bed.

“Do you need to be disciplined, Tara?” His voice was low now, husky, and my pussy tingled.

“What do you think?” I said, rolling my eyes. That was it. That’s what did it.

Sam was on his feet, his hands circling my waist, lifting me into the air as I squealed; he slung me over his shoulder like a bag full of kittens. I slapped at his back, hissing for him to put me down, but it made no difference. He was headed for my bedroom.

As I clawed and struggled, I felt his hand smack my ass, which was bare now that my skirt had slid all the way up my thighs. The spank jolted through me, and I went still for a second, enjoying the sensation. Sam opened my bedroom door, went to my twin-size bed, and threw me down onto my belly.

“You fucking creep!” I cried, turning to look at him over my shoulder, getting onto my hands and knees. I started crawling away, but he grabbed me around the waist again, this time using just one arm to yank me back. My feet hit the floor, my breasts pushed into the mattress. I struggled and kicked, but I was loving every second of it. I glared at him over my shoulder, and watched with growing excitement as he pulled the big, black belt from his pants, folding it with his free hand.

“You want to be a fucking brat?” Sam hissed, moving his free hand to my lower back and pressing down. I started, cried out, as he slapped my ass with the leather belt. “You want to act like a slut? Dress like a slut?”

“Creep! I’m gonna tell my sister!”

“You’re gonna get treated like a slut,” he kept going, punctuating each word with another slap of leather against my exposed cheeks. My ass was burning, the sensation sharp and delicious. My pussy was wet by then, and each spank got me even wetter.

“Ooh, Sam,” I moaned, still struggling but less and less. “You think this is a punishment? I don’t care…”

“Your punishment hasn’t even begun,” he growled, spanking me harder than ever, making the whole bed shift forward with the force of it. My ass was on fire, each spank sending pain and relief at the same time to my nerves, my body twisting under his strong grip. “Fuckin’ tease. Always prancing around half naked. You think I don’t know what you’re doing? I know exactly what you’re doing.”

The next slap was aimed between my legs, and I screamed into the comforter as the leather hit my pussy.

“You want to get fucked? Is that what you want, Tara? I fuckin’ know it is…”

Suddenly, I felt his hand move, diving between my legs, two fingers sliding into my slit and thrusting. My hips bucked, my ass still craving the perverted relief of leather against raw flesh. He pulled his fingers out, and grabbed a handful of my hair, yanking my head back. He was pressed against me, and I could feel how hard his cock was. He forced his fingers into my mouth, making me taste my own arousal.

“Skanky little brats like you are always dripping wet and ready to fuck, aren’t you?” he growled. I moaned around his fingers, lost now, unable to fight back anymore. The more he took his anger out on my body, the more I slipped down into ecstasy. “Aren’t you?”

He yanked my hair again, demanding an answer, and I locked eyes with him as I nodded, still sucking on his fingers. He ripped them free, wiping them on my shirt.

“Get your fucking mouth over here,” he growled, releasing me. “And suck this cock you want so bad. If you suck it good enough, I might fuck that bratty little pussy of yours. Come here and serve Daddy, bitch.”

I was drooling, all too eager to obey. I flipped around, pulling my shirt off before crawling to him on my hands and knees, letting my tits out for him to admire. His pants dropped down to his ankles, revealing the monster between his legs. He was huge. No wonder my sister was always screaming at night.

Sam wasn’t a patient man, it seemed, because no sooner was I positioned in front of him than he grabbed my hair and shoved my head forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips.

“Open up and suck it, Tara,” he growled. Well, he didn’t need to tell me again. I parted my lips and felt his hips thrust, sliding the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hands pulling at my hair, holding my head in place as he began to fuck my mouth, slowly pumping himself in and out, going deeper each time.

By the time half his shaft was in my mouth, he was already hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, staring up at him, his mouth open in a snarl, his eyes insulting me even as he raped my mouth. He must have felt how much my throat was resisting him, but he didn’t care, just kept pushing. Soon, almost his whole shaft was buried in my throat, his hips moving quickly, my tongue desperately trying to keep up as it lapped the bottom of his shaft.

“Touch your tits,” he growled. “I know you want to, bitch.”

I groaned. He was right. My nipples were tight and hard, and relief poured through me as I finally lifted one hand to my chest, swaying as his thrusting caught me off-balance. I pinched and teased each nipple in turn, feeling my slit dripping down my thighs, my clit swelling and throbbing as I swallowed my brother-in-law’s cock.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, suddenly ripping my head away from his cock, pumping himself hard as my back arched, showing off my tits, my hand still rubbing and pinching my nipples. He took a step closer, I could feel the head of his cock slide in-between my breasts, and then he slid his shaft between them, fucking them, a warm burst of cum blasting from the head of his cock and landing on my chest.

Rope after rope of his seed poured onto my tits, painting them white, dripping down them and rolling over my hard nipples. It was so fucking hot, watching my sister’s husband come on my perky young breasts. But I was also a little disappointed…

“Eat it, Tara,” Sam growled, not letting go of my hair, his eyes still blazing. “Eat every fucking drop.”

God. If I wasn’t dripping before…I used my finger to collect the cum from my breasts and bring it to my lips, letting him watch me swallow everything he’d left on my tits. His cock was going limp, but it didn’t seem to go really limp…Maybe I didn’t need to be disappointed, after all.

“Lay down,” he said at last, satisfied that I’d filled my stomach with his cum. “I want to taste that teenage pussy. But don’t you dare think it’s for you. You’re still a slutty, annoying, useless brat. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my clit throbbing with need, and lay back on the bed, spreading my legs. Sam towered above me in his Santa coat and hat, his hands coming to my breasts now, kneading them hard before shoving a knee between my thighs. I cried out, bucking at the contact, thrusting myself against his knee.

“Fucking slut,” he hissed, dropping his hands to my thighs, massaging them roughly, spreading them even wider. “If only your family could see you now, your stomach full of my cum, your pussy wet for your brother-in-law. What would your sister say?”

“Well, you’re the one who’s fucking me, Sam,” I protested, unable to stop myself from talking back. “What would she have to say about that?”

His eyes flashed with rage, and a second later I was screaming as he pushed two fingers into my slit, thrusting them upwards, almost like he was trying to hurt me from the inside – he only succeeded in doing the opposite.

“If you want to come, you better shut your fucking mouth,” he growled. “Do you understand?”

I bit my lip, closed my eyes and shook my head. He thrust again, coming close but not quite reaching my g-spot.

“Look at me and nod your head, or I’ll leave you here, and I’ll go take it all out on your sister, so you can listen and think about what you’ve done,” he growled. I opened my eyes, but I didn’t nod my head yet. Not until he thrust again, and I thought I would die from need. His teasing was so cruel it hurt.

“Nod your fucking head,” he growled. “I’m in charge. I’m in charge of this house, and I’m in charge of you. You do what I say, when I say it. That’s what cum sluts like you are for.”

He thrust one more time, and I cried out again, nodding my head as hard as I could. A second later and I was in paradise, his mouth closing over my swollen clit, his fingers pumping against my g-spot.

He was right; if he kept fucking me like this, I’d do anything he wanted me to. His tongue lashed my clit and I came, flooding into his palm, my thighs snapping closed around his head, my hands finding his hair and pulling his face against me, riding his tongue as my climax peaked. His free hand snaked up, found my chest, and tweaked my nipple, driving me even deeper into wild bliss.

By the time I was done bucking and coming, he was sliding up my body, dragging his hard dick between my legs and spreading my slit with the head. I moaned, desperate for him to fill me up. He used his legs to spread my thighs again, pulsing slightly so that I could feel how thick he was.

“Are you gonna be a good girl from now on?” he growled. I bit my lip. “Are you gonna be nice and obedient? Are you gonna do what I say?”

He thrust one inch inside me and I squealed, back arching, desperate for more. He was splitting me in two with just the tip of his cock.

“Whenever I tell you to get on your knees, you’re gonna get on your knees,” he said. “When I tell you to suck my cock, you’re gonna suck my cock. When I tell you to bend over, you’re gonna bend over. Every hole on your body is mine.”

His threats felt more like promises, and he slid another inch inside me.

“You’re gonna meet curfew every night. You’re gonna stop drinking. You’re gonna be nice to your sister. You’re gonna make us dinner, and clean the bathroom, and be our little domestic slave.”

“No,” I moaned, wanting to see what he’d do if I protested. He pulled away quickly, making me gasp, my pussy aching from emptiness. He grabbed my chin and squeezed my cheeks until my lips were pouting.

“What did you say?”

“No,” I managed to moan through my lips.

“That word is not in your vocabulary anymore,” he growled. “You will never say no to me again. If you do, I’ll skip your pussy and fuck you straight in the ass. I won’t use lube. I won’t be gentle. And I won’t let you come.”

Oh, god. Why did even that sound sexy as hell?

“You’re going to serve me in every single way,” he said. “Do. You. Understand.”

I gulped hard, then nodded.

“Yes, Sam,” I said.

“Yes sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, my hips thrusting wildly, desperate for his cock. He released my chin, grabbed a chunk of my hair, and thrust into me, sliding all nine inches of his cock into my pussy at once.

I gasped, my breath leaving me in a rush as he split me open and filled me to the brim. He barely waited for me to get used to his cock before he started fucking me, slowly at first, savoring my tight, wet, teenage pussy. But as my hips rolled and bucked to meet his thrusts, he went faster and harder, using me like the little slut I was. I wrapped my legs around his waist, wanting to feel him as deep as possible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, slamming his cock into me so hard that his balls made an audible smacking noise against my ass. “Nice, tight little cunt…”

I moaned as he grabbed my tits, twisting my nipples while he fucked me, squeezing and kneading my tits like he owned them. I could feel my climax building, fire in my cheeks and a clenching in my pussy as he slammed himself into me, deeper and deeper.

“Gonna come, you little brat? You wanna come on your brother-in-law’s cock? You better thank me when you do, bitch,” he groaned, pushing my tits together before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. That was it.

I shuddered, crying out as I came, my body wrenching and squirming as he pistoned himself inside me, his teeth clamping down on my nipple. I bucked and dug my nails into the velvet of his coat, feeling his hands move to my thighs. Before I was even done coming, I was airborne.

He lifted me by the thighs, rolling over at the same time, until I was straddling him. He didn’t give me a second to orient myself before he slammed his hips upward, driving himself against my cervix. I trembled, falling forward, my tits falling into his hands. He used them to push me back up, grinding underneath me.

“Ride me, bitch,” he demanded, and I felt my ass bouncing against his thighs as his hips jerked. His hands were on my hips, and he began to lift and lower my body, fucking me from below. Panting, I tried to match his rhythm, my breasts bouncing wildly from the raging bull beneath me. Sam’s mouth sneered as his hand moved across my waist, finding my clit between my lips and rubbing it with his thumb.

“You ready?” he growled. “You ready to take all this cum? Think your tight little pussy can handle it?”

“Yes!” I cried, another orgasm building at the thought of his cum spilling into me. My sister’s husband was going to unload his balls right into my young pussy.

“Fuckin’ take it, Tara!” he roared, and with a final spasm he bucked underneath me. My pussy clenched at   the first spurt of his cum, my climax sweeping me from head to toe, my pussy milking every drop of cum from his dick. His seed filled my pussy until it leaked out, my hips grinding against him, begging for even more. Finally, though, I felt his cock pulse one last time, then begin to soften inside me.

“Shit,” Sam groaned, tossing me to the side like a discarded toy. “Fuck…”

“Mmm.” All I could do was moan, my brother-in-law’s seed dripping down my thighs. Sam looked down at me, standing up now.

“If you tell Laney before I’m ready…”

“I won’t,” I said. “I don’t have a death wish…”

“Good,” Sam grunted, kicking himself into his pants. “And I meant every word. You will obey me. You will do whatever I say, when I say it.”

He towered over me, bending at the waist, putting his hands on either side of me, locking me in his green eyes.

“Right?”

I nodded, biting my lip.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my cheek a little harder than he needed to, then dropping his fingers to grasp my chin. “I’ll make you just as good a little cum slut as your sister. Wait until I get you both together…”

I opened my lips to protest. I was not going to be doing anything sexual with my sister. But he put his fingers to my lip, silencing me.

“You’ll see,” he grinned. “By the time I’m through with you, you won’t even know what the word no means anymore. You’ll be my mindless little sex toy. Just like you always wanted to be.”

I was struck speechless as he rose and walked to the door. Before he went into the hallway, he paused and looked over his shoulder at me.

“Be a good girl for me, and I might let you have my kid,” he said, smiling sadistically and then leaving me alone, turning the light off as he left. I lay in bed for a long time, in the dark, thinking about how the night had been turned on its head. I always thought Sam was the controlling type, but I hadn’t expected him to be that controlling…and I certainly didn’t think my attempt to seduce him would end with me agreeing to be his sex slave.

Well, it wasn’t anything you’d find in a storybook, but I guess it was some kind of happy ending!
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