

Chapter 3


I set down my pen and frowned at the smudge of black ink marring the page in front of me. To be honest, my penmanship needed much improving. It had been so long since I had a handwritten letter done for anything, but this was a special occasion. Sometimes the gravity of the situation called for a more personal touch.


Signing my name at the bottom of the page, Vladimir Jakobov, I made sure to give a slight flourish at the bottom of the page to underline the whole document. Folding the page into three equal parts, I tucked it into an envelope and wrote her name on the outside with care. Sarah. Even now her name gives me chills and shivers of excitement. After making love to her with her Mother just below us, each subsequent encounter was more and more daring.


At first it started with having her meet me in my classroom for a midday romp. They weren’t hard to organize. Sarah was taking classes at the college for the summer, so after class, I would continue to instruct her in the ways of pleasure. It was common for me to grab her by the hair and throw her over my desk, slapping her full ass a few times before stroking the inside of her pussy with two fingers to get her wet enough to take my cock.


There were a few times that I emptied myself inside of her and left the room only to realize that I never locked the door in my frenzied lust to plant myself fully inside of her. Sarah didn’t seem to care if the door was locked or not. To her, this was all a game, a way to be bad without any real consequences. I got the impression she enjoyed the fact she was with an older man and on top of that, a distinguished teacher.


For many young women in college, it was just a fantasy to bed their surly Professor. Sarah lived out that fantasy almost every day. She was like a drug to me so each time she asked for it, I was more than happy to oblige. The supply of semen I pumped up inside of her pussy each day seemed to increase each time I got ahold of her hot little body. The grip of her incredibly tight love canal sometimes felt like too much. There were many times I had to bite down on my lip so hard that I drew blood just to not orgasm within moments of entering her quivering flesh.


Sarah knew how much her body drove me wild and made a game of it, trying to make my seed spill faster than my will would hold out. I had always believed my willpower to be at least on par with the average man, but, after several weeks of sampling the delights Sarah offered, I found that it was too easy for her to wrap her strong legs around me and hold my cock tight inside of her until I erupted. Even now, my hand was shaking at the thought of our last encounter. 


I had her body pressed up against my heavy, wooden desk, plowing her hard as I gripped both sides of her waist. In my haste to have her, I didn’t bother to check the hallway outside, intent only on my animal like release. The footsteps outside were shrouded in the noise of our combined grunts and groans. Someone was approaching the classroom from outside.


Sarah heard the footsteps but didn’t slow down at all, instead making even more noise, grinding her firm, young ass backwards into me. It was always the same with her, trying to get us caught, trying to put me on trial for what we were doing. 


At the last moment, I heard the light patter of soft footsteps outside my door. I froze, pressed deep inside my young lover, her love canal still squeezing down on me, massaging my whole length, trying to coax the hot cum from my balls at the precise moment another teacher walked in. 


The footsteps stalled next to my classroom. They must have heard the noise from within, it wasn’t as if Sarah was trying to be discreet.


“Professor Jakobov, are you alright in there?”


It was the voice of one of the female teachers. Sarah pulsed her vaginal muscles, milking my cock as I stood up straight. She was turned on by the thought of being caught by another teacher. She wanted this to happen.


I tried to pull away from Sarah and extricate myself from her, separating our entangled limbs and sweaty bodies, but Sarah made sure to clamp down on my cock with her flexed pussy muscles, holding my large cock in place and refusing to let go. 


An almost whimper of pleasure and pain spilled out of my lips. Her hold on my cock was almost too much to handle. It was only by focusing on the blank wall in front of my face that I was able to hold in the cum bubbling up inside of my tight balls.


“Vladimir, are you ok in there? Are you having a medical emergency?”


My groan of pleasure must have drawn more attention than what I wanted. Clearing my throat, I pressed my hand over Sarah’s mouth as she giggled quietly to herself. This girl would be the death of me.


“I am quite alright. Just a coughing fit is all. I have a lot of work to take care of for summer classes so I am afraid I will need to speak with you later.”


The female voice outside hesitated for a moment before responding again. 
“Are you sure you are ok Vladimir? It seems like something has been weighing on your mind for some time now. I don’t want to pry but…well, it appears that you sometimes are just staring off in space when I observe you in the lounge. If you need a kind ear for just awhile, I am here.”


My mind began to filter through all of the female teachers at the school. Who was this that was speaking on the other side of the door? I couldn’t match up the voice with anyone, but at the same time, I hadn’t exactly been to many teacher functions to learn the names of anyone.


I pause, unsure of how to answer and Sarah lets out another giggle as she grinds her supple bum against me, her firm cheeks swaying back and forth as I remain embedded deep inside her body. I give her a light tap on the ass to stop her from moving so much while I am just moments away from getting caught in the act.


“I appreciate the concern about my welfare. It has been a tough few months for me to be honest.”


“Perhaps I can help with that Vladimir. You could meet with me tonight. Come by my place and I can cook for you. I bet it has been quite a long time since you had a home cooked meal.”


My mind flashes backwards to eating with Sarah’s Mother before having my way with her upstairs. My thoughts snap back to the present as Sarah begins to shift her weight around and rub her taut ass against my crotch. She whispers back to me that I should take the dinner as she clamps down on my dick again. This girl needed some discipline. 


I grab her hips to stop her from moving so much while I fix the current situation.


“I appreciate the offer but I will have to decline tonight. I simply have too much on my plate right now with several personal issues.”


“I understand. My offer stands thought Vladimir. Think about it.”


I wait to release a sigh of relief. My heart is pounding like a Native drum and I can feel it in my temples and ears. Sarah twists and spins around on my cock like she is pole dancing with it, grinding it against her tight, pink insides. She looks back at me like a little devil and blows me a kiss.


“I have a standing offer for you Vladimir. Pull my hair and dump your load in my pussy and I won’t run out in the hallway right now without my panties on. I wouldn’t want to get you in trouble with all your co-workers. I can only imagine what they would say if they found out about us.”


A surge of strength runs through my body as I pull her hair hard so that her ear is level with my lips.


She groans in pleasure as she arches her back and spears my cock even deeper inside of her hot core. 


“Vladimir, you are being so forceful right now. Mmmm. It is turning me on feeling your grip on my head.”


“Listen Sarah,” I hiss in a deep voice. “You need to stop these games that you are playing. If you get us caught, it is my career on the line. I have almost made tenure and I can’t have you spoil this for me. I worked my whole life for this.”


“Poor Professor,” she says in a mocking voice. “You want to tell me I am bad for wanting people to know about us? At least I have the balls to want to tell people about us. You are the one that wants to hide it.”


I push her down hard on the desk and ram into her from behind, watching her ass jiggle as I drive in hard. She gasps and giggles as I pound her from behind, short and shallow strokes that shake her whole body. I am driving into her body as hard as I can now, paying no heed at all as to where we are or that my job is still on the line. All I can think about is feeling her tight pussy with my seed inside it and watching it slide down those perfectly formed legs.


There isn’t much delay as soon as I start taking her at speed. Her delicious body wagging back and forth would be enough to cause me to spill my load. With the added feeling of her silky pussy stretched out all over my large dick, it only takes a short while before my whole body gyrates in shivers of ecstasy.


“There we go Vladimir. Shoot it all right up inside of me. Make me your girl and fill me up to the top.”


I grunt and hold her tight to me, injecting her with blazing hot semen as she shivers and shakes under my hard grasp. My hand is still entwined in her hair and I suspect that only intensifies her pleasure as she begins to orgasm as well. My naughty girl slipped a hand between her legs and was rubbing her little clit the whole time to get off…


My mind clouds with intense ecstasy and for just a moment it feels like the room is spinning. I have to reach down and grip the desk to stop from tumbling forward onto Sarah’s back. Watching her finally orgasm under my watch was so erotic. This young woman riding my pole like it was her sole focus in life. There really could be nothing better than this.


While my orgasm finally started to subside, I slowly pulled out of her and watched as my semen slipped and spilled out of her stretched hole. The sticky substance started to trickle down her firm thighs, creating a shiny surface like my Sarah had just been working out very hard in the gym. She looked back at me, her eyelids heavy with lust and the dopamine pumping through her body.


“Take me like that again Vladimir. I like it when you are rough with me. I am getting tired of just fucking you in public places and hoping we get caught. You are going taking me hard and fast like the bad girl I am.”


Placing my cock back in my pants and zipping up, I smile more to myself than for Sarah. She was basically asking for me to train her. Little did she know, when it came to training bad little girls to be good, I had quite an amount of practice. 


I look her up and down, examining each inch with a new interest. 


“If you really think you can handle it Sarah, I will train you. It will be intense to the point you may break.”


Sarah shakes her head, her eyes glowing with a ferocity I had not seen before.


“I won’t break Vladimir. I wonder if you might though. Do you have what it takes to tame me?”


She was daring me again, trying to push against my instincts. It was working. I was going to break her in like a wild horse found in the mountains. Once she was properly trained, she would do exactly what I wanted and when I wanted it. I didn’t know if she could handle what was in store for her, but we would find out soon enough.


My mental journey back in time ended there. Looking down at the envelope with her name on it again, I tucked it away in my pocket and began to walk toward my front door. It was time to deliver my demands. Something inside of me felt like it was on fire. I had never felt like this before. I had been with women before of course, but none of them were quite like Sarah. With her, a fervent force built inside of me, an insatiable appetite to be with someone so pure and yet so afflicted with the same tireless passion that had to be quenched each day.


I rapped on the door of her Mother’s house, halfway expecting Sarah to answer herself. If she did, I would have swept her up into my arms and ravaged her once again right there on her bed, trying to feed the unending need to feel her against me each day. 


Instead, it was her Mother that answered. Looking over her shoulder, I could see Sarah was out. Her keys weren’t hanging from the silver set of birds that acted as decorative key holders.


“Valdimir, I did not expect you to arrive at this time. I thought for sure you would be busy with all of your classes that you are overseeing at the school.”


I gave a lazy shrug and looked around despondently when I realized that Sarah wasn’t there. If I could just see her today…


That was not how these things proceeded. Instead, we were forced to hide our relationship, pretending it was not happening, pretending that we weren’t intimate each day and madly falling for each other faster and faster. The elation that I felt when I was with her…it couldn’t be explained to others. They simply wouldn’t understand how I felt for her.


Her Mother looked at me in expectation and I realized that I was being rude.


“Can I come in for just a moment Ana?”


She clapped her hands in happiness and nodded, leading me inside with a sweeping gesture.


“I was simply waiting for you to ask Vladimir. It would not be becoming if I asked an unmarried man in without Sarah around.”


That comment raised an eyebrow with me as Ana turned to shut the door behind me. Could it be that the Mother was interested in me? This could be…troublesome.


I looked at the table that was in front of me, more elegant than usual. Candles were set up on both ends of the table giving a sense of upscale décor. Empty plates were set up at each seat and Ana made an offhand joke about leaving her plate empty for dinner because she was on a diet. I tried to grin at the attempt at humor, but I felt like it came out more like a grimace. It could be so hard to pretend to be entertained by simple people.


Ana disappeared into the kitchen to only return with a tray of cold cuts that had been prepared beforehand.


“I know you could use something good to eat Vladimir. A man like you that is so busy molding young minds. You probably never even have time to cook for yourself.”


I nodded in agreement and looked around the first floor for a way to exit the building. I didn’t want to get caught up in a long and drawn out conversation with her Mother as I tried to remove myself from this strange situation. It was becoming more clear to me that while the daughter might have good taste in men, the gene ran in the family.


Ana gave me a sly smile and plucked the envelope from my hand. I didn’t even realize it was missing until it was gone and out of my grasp.


“I bet this is for Sarah isn’t it Vladimir? I think it is so nice that you are taking an interest in her. There hasn’t been a teacher in her whole academic career that has taken any sort of interest in her. Maybe she just isn’t inclined in that way after all. Too bad though, I had high hopes for my only daughter.”


A bit of sorrow slipped past her face and a speck of sadness past through her and into me. This woman really was feeling torn up about her daughter not getting high marks in her studies. She looked over at me with a grim smile for just a moment.


“Vladimir, you are just so kind to help out Sarah like this free of charge. More people in the world should be like you. Please, join us for lunch here. Humor me please.”


There was no way for me to not accept the offer. That real look of sadness that still lingered along the lines of her mouth was too much to fake. It wasn’t as if I could turn away from a person that hung this low.


“I would love to spend some time with you Ana. I have not had the pleasure of a home cooked meal since the last time you had me over for breakfast.”


Her face lit up like a Christmas tree in a dark room as she ushered me in.


“That is so good to hear Vladimir. I love that you are such a caring person. If things were different…”


She trailed off and I got the impression she was lost in thought again. Was it possible Ana was interested in me as well as her daughter? The idea was strange that both the mother and daughter were both anxiously awaiting the next visit. This could turn out to be quite the tightrope walk for myself. How was I going to secretly court Sarah if her mother also had designs for me?


All of that was pushed to the side as soon as I sat down. I needed to focus on being a good dinner guest right now and not worry about the complicated web I was weaving with my next-door neighbors. Ana bustled around me as I considered how long I would need to stay before I could retreat to my lair. It felt strange to be here without Sarah around and the other guests had not even arrived yet.


Ana was the polar opposite right now. The idea of having guests and a man about the same age around seemed to invigorate her. I guessed that for some women, entertaining was a bit like a sport. Who could put on the best dinner parties? What were they wearing? How did the guests enjoy the spectacle?


A silver plate with cold cuts and several cheeses I could not identify were laid out in front of me. When her back was turned, I snatched up a few morsels and swallowed them down. Even now, I was feeling uncomfortable with the situation. I was just trying to drop off my letter to be given to Sarah that included my list. The door to the home opened and several more people filtered in. I felt my neck bristle as several strangers sat next to me and tried to make small talk. This whole affair had not even started yet, and already I felt like I was in need of a drink.


I excused myself from the table and looked for a back door to escape through. The garden was going to be it. This was not the time to be bashful if I was going to leave with my sanity in tact. Once Ana disappeared into the kitchen again to fish out several more trays of finger foods, I excused myself from the table and told the small crowd that I didn’t feel well.


The people around me all nodded accordingly, not really focused on the stranger that needed to take his leave. In just a few short strides, I ducked into the sunroom out back and was tromping through the soft soil of the garden back to my home. My shoes sank down into the dirt, and several times I felt like I would fall, but I managed to stay upright and avoid the humiliation of tumbling down into the black dirt.


Back home again, I thoroughly cleaned my shoes in the slop sink located in my garage. It was probably the most use the sink had seen in about a decade. While I scrubbed at the soles of my shoes, I tried to think of an excuse that would seem plausible to Ana and not cast me in a bad light. 


Just telling her I suddenly got ill would probably not cut it. She was not a stupid woman and would quickly assume that I was trying to avoid her. That could be troublesome considering the nature of my secret relationship with her young daughter.


I poured straight gin into a glass and swirled it around, watching the liquid slosh back and forth. How did I get myself into this mess? The glass of gin turned into several more to the point that I lost track. Was I on number seven yet? It didn’t seem to matter. I was an ingrate that was seducing a girl more than half my age while ducking down to hide from her mother. It really didn’t seem to matter how many drinks I had already downed.


A sharp rap on the door outside jolted me awake. When had I fallen asleep? The level of the gin in the bottle next to me told me everything I needed to know. I got up wearily, not looking forward to the confrontation with Ana from next door. There was no way to get around this and cobble together an excuse that sounded even remotely plausible.


Steeling myself for the onslaught, I pulled open the door only to find Sarah standing there. There was a slight drizzle of rain that had started outside and I watched as droplets hung from the wet strings of hair that framed her face. She had on a gray raincoat that ended mid-thigh with a pair of red flats that seemed to be favored by young women that did dance on the weekends.


I brush away strands of wet hair that have fallen in front of her beautiful eyes and she speaks to me.


“I read your letter Vladimir and I have decided that I will agree to it.”


Looking down at her hand, I see that she is still clutching the letter I left with her mother next door. The first stipulation of the agreement had already begun to run down the page in the rain, streaking black ink across the page.


You will be monogamous with me and I with you.


“I want this Vladimir. I know you think I am young and I don’t know what I really want, but I am going to prove to you that what we have means something to me.”


The second stipulation on the page begins to wash away in the rain as the ink smears.


You will call me sir at all times when matters of the flesh are at hand.


Sarah pushes forward into me, clutching the single sheet of paper like a lottery ticket. Hurriedly, I close the door behind her, checking both left and right to make sure nobody saw her enter. I was playing with fire here. A young and volatile girl that lived just next door. It would take nothing for her to decide she was done with our arrangement and then cost me both my career and small social standing in the community.


She jams her lips up against mine and any hesitation just goes right out of me. I peel off her soaked raincoat to find that she doesn’t have on anything underneath. Completely bare and shaved for me, her pussy lips already glistening with wet heat. I hold her chin in hand and continue to kiss her at a fevered pace as I start to take off my belt.


Sarah drops down to her knees and begins to remove my belt for me with trembling hands. 


“Let me get that for you Vladimir,” she says in a husky voice that is soaked in red passion.


I swat at her hand and take her chin in my hand again.


“Let me take care of that for you sir. Do not make me remind you to be cordial again Sarah. You are to take our arrangement seriously or you will be disciplined in kind.”


She nods eagerly, willing to play this little game that I have constructed. Sarah likes games, but I am not sure she is ready for this challenge.


“Please, can I take off your pants sir? I need to taste your cock in my young mouth.”


I nod toward her, giving her a non-verbal cue that she can proceed. Sarah calms her hands long enough to use her nimble fingers and undo my belt from the belt loops. She swallows hard and I pick up on her nervousness. It was unusual to see Sarah in a state other than a grinning trickster, a forest spirit luring in men to their predetermined fate. 


“Are you nervous about taking this next step Sarah?” My fingers flit through her hair as she continues to pull off my slacks. It is strange to see her suddenly vulnerable, shaking with anxious passion and tense nerves. I stay her hands, pressing down on her soft palms.


“If you are not ready to be…exclusive, I can understand. I wrote that letter to you because it is what I want. It will be difficult for you and you shouldn’t enter into this contract with me unless you know this is what you want.”


The kindness in my voice surprises even me. This young and precocious girl that almost got us caught on so many occasions in the school was now laid bare and the sight was moving. What did she see in me? Why was she drawn to this older man that could have been her father? Perhaps I had already answered my own question…


She wouldn’t respond to me or even look at me when she answered. 


“I want this sir. I want you sir.”


“You learn quickly Sarah and you will be rewarded in kind.”


I brushed her hands off my body and took a step back. Yanking off my pants, I looked out my window to make sure nobody was looking in. We were alone for now. Neatly folding my pants and hanging them over an oversized Herman Miller chair in a small alcove nestled in my downstairs, I stripped off my boxers as well. My throbbing cock was already at full mast. I had waited so long to take Sarah like this. Alone and without hiding. Now was the time to begin her training.


My dress shirt quickly joined my slacks in the stack, the sharp folds done neatly and with precision. Sarah looked at me expectantly, standing there naked and nervous. I approached her with firm strides and swept her up into my arms. My arms bulged out as I hefted her delicate weight, feeling her wrapped around me with those thin arms.


The wetness of her crotch leaked against my forearm as I moved her upstairs with me. My mind was racing like a wildfire arcing through a kindling dry forest. Heat blazed hot in my core. This was happening and it was happening now.


I laid her out on the silken black sheets that were stretched out across my bed. Her bottom lip quivered as she reached out toward my cock with a tentative hand. I push her hand down and keep it pinned to the mattress for a moment. 


“Sarah, today is the day we begin your training. Are you ready for this?”


“I am ready sir.”


“Very good. Before we begin, we will first discuss our safety word for you. Have you already picked one as I have asked?”


“I have sir. The safety word is 19. I do not plan on using the safety word though sir. I have my full faith in you.”


I move over to my large, wooden dresser and fish out a black, silk blindfold that I keep hidden away. It is not as if I ever have visitors, but still…


Returning to the bed, I pulled the blindfold over her eyes, blocking out the small amount of light filtering in through the blinds on the window. Sarah is shaking with what I can only assume is nervous expectation for what is to come. I can’t blame her. This is her first experience with this alternative lifestyle. My first time coming in contact with BDSM also had my core shaking.


Tying off the blindfold behind her, I pass my hand in front of her face a few times to make sure she is not peeking. Once I am satisfied that my new lover is sufficiently thrust into darkness, I run my finger down from her chin to the slight indentation of her neck. She shivers as my fingers trail down further toward her pert, young breasts.


I marvel at her body as I observe how she reacts to my touch. There is something voyeuristic about this whole endeavor and not in the sense that I am hiding in the azaleas with a camcorder. I feel like I am totally in control now with this beautiful creature stretched out before me on my silk sheets. With her blindfolded, I can just observe her delicious form, study her curves, focus on each small detail in front of me. 


She shifts uncomfortably on the bed, unsure of what I am doing. I stroke her inner thigh without any premeditation and she coos like a dove at the sudden stroke of my finger.


“Sir, please take me. Take your little girl.”


I lightly pinch her right nipple with my fingers while I continue to stroke toward her wet core.


“Why should I listen to you? I am the adult in this situation and I should be making the rules.”


“Yes sir. Whatever you wish.”


I release my hold on her pink nipple and tread quietly over to the same wooden dresser, pulling out several red and silky blindfolds this time. I select four and head back over to the bed. By moving quietly, she can’t pinpoint where I am and I take full advantage of it, reaching out and stroking the edge of her thigh before pulling my hand back and moving to the other side of the bed to repeat the same motion along her delicate wrist. 


Sarah jerks and twitches, her lust building inside of her, her need starting to show more and more between her tender thighs.


“Did you need my cock now Sarah? It looks like a dam burst between you delicious thighs.”


“Yes, yes…sir.”


I notice that she almost forgot to add sir but caught herself. This fine young woman might be the easiest to train after all. All the little games that she liked to play before seemed to go out of her now that she was blindfolded and about to be strapped to my bed. What would her Mother next door think of her daughter right now?


Her hips thrust upward toward the ceiling as she strains against invisible bonds. I haven’t even attached her to the four corner posts of the bed yet and already she is acting like a slave for me. I lick at my lips and realize I am breathing hard. I have to take a pause for a moment. My cock is so hard it feels like I could drive it right through stone right now.


Acting quickly, I secure her left arm to the bedpost, tying off the silky bond with enough give to not scare her, but not so loose as to give her the impression she can get away. Right now, she is mine to do with as I please.


I tie off her right wrist now and notice that her hands are shaking. Is she nervous? Overcome by her desire to be entered and taken hard? I don’t say a word as to not break the spell that is being cast in the room. Anything I would say right now would just cloud the moment.


Grabbing her ankle with a firm grip, I spread out her right leg to reveal the sopping mess already between her thighs. Her pussy was begging for it and she would get what she deserved soon enough. I lick at my lips, my imagination running wild with the thought of jamming my tongue deep in her hole while she is bound up in front of me. She probably tastes like tangy strawberries on the inside right now. I test the theory by placing my index finger along the soft line created by her two puffy pussy lips. Sarah jerks under the unexpected touch so close to her clit. I refuse to disappoint her and give her most sensitive nubbin a slight tickle, promising more to come once she is bound and spread eagle out in front of me.


Heavy breathing fills the room as soon as I pull my finger away from her clit. She wants more but I am not giving it to her just yet. Stretching out her other leg, I spread her out wide and marvel at the sight of her soaked crotch. Oh to be young and in lust. What thoughts could be flowing through her mind right now? 


She doesn’t fight me at all as I firmly secure her last limb to the bed frame. The task is finally complete and I look down at my handiwork. I watch as her belly rises up and down with deep breaths. She is waiting for me to ravage her and I should, but I can’t help but play a little game with her first to get my revenge for the many times she almost got us caught in the classroom.


Running my index finger up her wet slit, I stop just before I reach her pulsating clit, the pad of my finger coming so close, but not quite there to give her the pleasure that she wanted. She bucks her hips, trying to inch closer to my touch, to get herself off on my hand, but the bonds hold tight around her.


“Please sir. I will do anything for you if you just get me off right now. I can’t stand it anymore sir.”


I stroke her hair as I continue to stroke her slit at the same time.


“Sarah, do you know what is wrong with your generation?”


She freezes, her hips coming up off the bed as she tries to grind her sensitive, tiny button against my hand.


“Please tell me sir. Tell me what I need to do for you so you will give me my orgasm.”


I pull my hand away from her wet slit and use the same finger to slowly leave a wet streak along her cheek. She tries to lick at my wet finger, but I pull it away before she can reach my digit with her slick tongue.


“Your generation always expects something. In the real world, sometimes your only payment is a job well done. Sometimes things don’t go your way at all and you get spanked.”


My hand comes down lightly across her beautiful tits with a swat of my palm. She cringes for just a second before her hips are grinding up at the air again, her pussy on full display as she tries everything in her power to get me to shove something up inside of her wanton hole.


“I don’t want anything but to please you sir.”


“That is the correct response girl and this will be your reward.”


With those words, a mental barrier in my mind is stripped away. She is no longer the young girl next door and my head dips down between her spread legs. Watching her tiny, pink pussy quiver and shake has stirred something deep and primal inside of me. I don’t have a choice anymore. I have to taste her inside and out. Giving her a quick peck on the lips with a small bite of her bottom lip, I move down to the churning hips and breathe in her musk, her perfect essence.


Her fruity body wash hits my senses as I press my lips into her mound. I lap at her clit a few times before the animal like urge to taste her takes over and I shove my whole tongue up her opening. She writhes in pleasure as my wet and thrusting organ slides around her tender, pink walls.


“Oh Vladimir sir. Fuck me with your tongue. Make me yours. Yes, stick it all the way up there.”


I am surprised by the vulgarity of her words for a moment just before I jam my nose up against her crotch, letting my tongue penetrate her as far as it will go. I let my tongue wriggle around inside of her, hitting her most sensitive spots as I go deep.


“I never had anybody use their tongue like you do sir. Please keep fucking me with your tongue sir. I need to come right now.”


“You don’t need anything dear,” I say as I pull my mouth away just long enough to rub at her sensitive clit with my thumb. “Except for discipline.” I scrape my thumb along her bottom lip and she nips at me. There was the little minx that I was trying to tame. I reward her by trailing my tongue through the valley of her breasts, past her shuddering stomach and let it rest on her throbbing clit. Her hips fling upward off the bed like she has just been hit with an electric prod.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chants up toward the ceiling. “Lick me sir. Lick me sir.”


She starts talking so fast that the words are running together at an incredible pace. To appease her, I slide my tongue just an inch or so lower and stab the wriggling organ right into her honey hole. The taste is incredible and delicious. Essence of a woman can be hard to describe but this young thing was certainly sweet to the palate. I smack my lips as I dive in for another tongue lashing along her puffy outer lips. Sarah bucks and twists, gripped in the thralls of having her first bondage experience. 


The bed frame begins to protest the strain as Sarah pulls on her bonds and thrusts her hips high up toward the ceiling. I meet her every step of the way, devouring her sweet honey as I apply firm pressure along her pink clit with a persistent thumb. At this point, she is thrashing back and forth like a fish stranded on the beach. I can scarcely control her now that she is in a trance of unbridled red passion. One of my wooden bed posts begins to bend and give right before the silken bond unravels. Sarah somehow has freed one of her arms I realize as I suddenly feel a hand grip the back of head and press me deeper into her center.


“Look at my pussy sir, lick my pussy sir. I will do whatever you want if you just lick my pussy sir.”


She was no longer asking, just telling me want she wanted and I relented like any older man does when he is confronted by his little girl when she wants something bad.


Holding nothing back now, I pin both of her thighs to the firm mattress and ravage her tight snatch with me tongue, lips, and warm saliva. She throws her head back in a scream of passion and I have to adjust her blindfold to keep it in place as I continue to make love to her molten center.


“Suck that clit. Suck on that clit sir. Make me yours.”


Her graphic descriptors push me to latch onto her aching clit with my lips and suck on it for all I am worth. Hot fluid is gushing out of her pink tunnel now as my tongue spins windmills around her clitoris. Her hand still has me pinned to her pussy and I know she won’t release me until she finally has that long awaited release.


I don’t have to wait long as she starts gasping for breath and I can feel the contractions spill out from her pussy to her whole body.


“I am coming. I am coming.”


“I know baby,” I say as I shove two fingers inside of her hot walls to feel her coming on my hand. She twists and turns on the twin fingers as they grind home and feed into her orgasm even more. I stroke her sensitive walls and push her farther and farther up the peak of her climax. Her hand is gripping hard on my hair now, threatening to pull it from its roots. 


“Yes, yes, yes, yes.” She says it over and over like a mantra until I finally pull my fingers free from her clutching walls to vibrate my hand over her clit. The feeling is too intense and she tries to close her legs but the bonds prevent her from closing her thighs.


“No more sir. No more. I am too sensitive down there now.”


“You will beg for my seed inside of you and then I will stop. Not before.”


My voice is firm and she understands that I am not to be trifled with in the heat of the moment.


“Yes, please sir. Fill me up. I want your cock inside of me so bad.”


“That is good Sarah. I am glad we understand each other.”


I pull my hand away from her throbbing clit and replace my fingers with my thick cock, plunging my full length into her with just the first thrust. Her pussy is sufficiently lubricated and I slide in easily, taking her with smooth motions. Before she can even gasp from the massive intrusion, my cock is already on its way back out, just the head between her trembling inner lips.


“Oh, you are so big sir. I don’t know if –“


I cut her off by plunging it back in hard. Her whole body shakes as we make contact and I drive myself deep into her.


“Take it all honey. Take it for me and give me what I want now.”


She doesn’t have a choice about taking my length as her legs remain bound on opposite sides of the bed. I enjoy the fact her legs are spread so wide because it allows me to thrust in much deeper than if her legs were wrapped tight around my waist.


Over and over I slam home into her, thrusting my sword into the tightest and hottest sheath I have ever felt. It definitely paid to bed a younger woman. Her muscles taut and strong as they clamp down on my pressing cock to give me the best friction I had ever felt. If I could have, my cock would have speared her well into the next day, but there was no way to last that long tucked into her gripping confines. 


Veins strained in my neck, sticking out like steel cables as heat poured out of me in the culmination of so many days of building passion. In the distance, I heard a guttural yell and realized it was myself making the sound as the flow of seed jettisoned out of my body. Pump after pump, it was if a hand was milking the semen right out of me. I looked down and realized that cream was now spilling out all around the area where we were joined. I gasped and pulled out of my lover, pulling away her blindfold and looking deep into her eyes.


Sarah was panting as she reached down with her one free hand and felt the cream gushing out of her. She licked her lips and used my seed as a lubricant to play with her still aroused nubbin. I watched as she cringed from the pleasure that she was inflicting on herself and twisted against her own hand.


Standing, I looked down at the erotic scene and realized that she would soon be coming again if she kept playing with herself at this frenetic, frantic pace.


“You are such a naughty girl going for yet another orgasm without my permission.”


“Can I please come again sir?” she said as she continued to rub over her most sensitive area with two wet fingers.


I briefly considered telling her to stop so that I could finish her, but that would be cruel. Looking down at her having so much fun…I just wanted to watch her orgasm over and over again. However, I decided to leave the bonds on. The silky bondage of all but one of her limbs sparked something inside of me that was so erotic and primal.


The wave of her second climax splashed across her small frame, her skin covered in a wet sheen of sweat now. Her body temperature was rising along with her arousal and filled the room with her sweet scent. I watched as she worked her way through her second tremendous orgasm and began to come down from the spectacular heights that she just reached.


Tiny earthquakes across her body finally slowed down as she regained control of her body. 


“Untie me sir.”


I gave her nipple a little tweak and reminded her who was in charge here.


“You do not make demands love. Say please untie me sir.”


“Why don’t I just scream my head off Vladimir so that my mother comes running to see what the issue is?”


“I think you already screamed your head off Sarah and nobody has come to check on you yet.”


She nodded and pondered this for a moment. Sarah was still currently tied to my bed frame with no place to go. I saw just the briefest flash of her untamed and young side coming out again. It was curious to watch how fast she would switch between precocious young woman and willing lover that couldn’t wait to be tied up and held in silky bondage.


“Please sir. Please untie me and let me go.”


The nasty side of me told me to leave her tied up for awhile longer so that she would reconsider her demand of having me untie her right away, but the strong orgasm that had just coursed through my body had dulled my need to keep her in check.


Reaching up, I pulled off the remaining bond around her wrist. She mewled like a kitten freed from a storm drain and pulled herself up to grab me around the head while her ankles were still bound. Pulling me in deep, she thrust her tongue deep in my mouth, tasting me, wriggling that erotic pink tongue deep inside against my own tongue. Even after such an intense orgasm, my cock surged yet again, blood pouring into it.


I pulled away from her and put my finger to her lips.


“There will be time enough for that Sarah. We have a lot of scenarios that we still need to play out together.”


She shivered with anticipation as I freed both of her legs and she was able to tuck and roll off the bed. Her movements really were quite cat-like as her slender form disappeared behind the bed for a moment to collect one of the silken bonds.


Placing it in my hand without a word, she headed downstairs for her raincoat that was still in a wet heap on the floor. I heard the door close behind her as she left without saying goodbye. Did I push things too far? Was she upset with me?


It was always difficult to measure the maturity of young people. It was even more difficult when you are romantically entrenched with them. I set my thoughts aside and continued to clean up, everything back in its right place. Looking back at the bed we just shared, a pain shot through me as I realized that she wouldn’t be spending the night. There was no way for us to keep our relationship hidden and still share the same warm bed. I sighed and headed for the kitchen for a drink.


To be Continued 

Want more hot action with a BDSM twist? Check out Shared by the Cartel. This story is going to get your blood pumping as one woman is pumped by several gangsters at the same time.

https://www.amazon.com/Shared-Cartel-1-3-FMMM-Bundle-ebook/dp/B083K7NPM6/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=shared+by+the+cartel&qid=1578515493&s=digital-text&sr=1-2
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