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The Town Pump

I’d known Hilary since she was in diapers. Her father, Joe, is a good friend of mine from high school – we’d been through a whole lot together. He used to party harder than anyone I knew. It came as a shock to everyone when he settled down at 22, the first of our friend group to do so. Hilary came not long after.

Hilary was…difficult. Alright, I’ll say it: she was a brat. Always had been. Joe spoiled her rotten after the divorce. She lived with him most of the year, only seeing her mother for holidays. He gave Hilary everything she wanted: horseback riding lessons, a huge playhouse  in the backyard, all the clothes she could dream of wearing and every new toy that came out.

As you can imagine, being given everything she ever wanted as soon as she said she wanted it didn’t have the best effect on her developing mind. By the time she was a teenager, Hilary was a nightmare to have at barbeques or block parties. Always complaining about one thing or another: it was too hot, too cold, too boring, too loud. Everyone was too stupid. Nothing was ever good enough for her.

When Hilary was 18, she finally went a little too far in her demands. It was the summer before she’d go off to college, and she wanted to go to Las Vegas for one last big blowout with her friends. Joe put his foot down…kind of. He told her she’d have to earn the money to pay for it herself. I don’t want to imagine the scene she made when he told her that.

I really think Joe expected her to just give up when he refused to budge. Joe couldn’t have been very keen on the idea of his precious little girl running around Vegas unsupervised. Surely Hilary would rather miss out on a trip than – God forbid – work a day in her life?

Well, she surprised him – and everyone else in town. She did get a job. At the gas station, of all places. Hilary Rhymes was pumping gas for minimum wage, plus tips. And she got plenty of tips – she made sure of that, wearing the shortest shorts she could get away with, and tight tops that bared her midriff and her cleavage at the same time.

No one could say that the spoiled brat wasn’t a looker. She was an all-American kind of beauty, with long blonde hair and blue eyes. She had perfect, bouncy tits and a tight little ass. When truckers stopped at the gas station to refuel, she must have made a killing bouncing around in her barely-there outfits. And the way she’d lean over the hood to wipe down the windshield…whew. 

I knew it drove Joe crazy to see her flaunting her body on the street. She was practically a stripper, the way she leaned over and wiggled her ass whenever she had a chance. As for me…well, I’m just a man. I couldn’t help but enjoy it. Even though she was rude as hell to me every time I pulled up to the pump. She knew I was no good for tips, so she usually just flipped her hair over her shoulder and crossed her arms over her ample bosom, responding to my friendly questions with one-word answers.

You’d think such a trusted family friend would get the star treatment, but nope. I was dirt on the bottom of the brat’s shoe.

One day in July, I pulled up to the station and found it was deserted. Not another car in sight. Not unusual, considering that our town is kind of sleepy. But I waited longer than usual for someone to come out of the station and take care of me. A minute passed, then another. I honked, lightly, not wanting to be rude but wanting to get on with my day. No response. Curious, I got out and walked towards the station. I quickly found that the door was locked. But it was the middle of day – there was no reason for the station to be closed. I peered through the glass door towards the counter.

What I saw was enough to make my mouth go dry.

Little Hilary was sitting behind the counter staring at the television that the owner kept there for slow days. I could see her perfectly. She had her chair tipped up, her legs spread wide, feet on the counter. Her tiny little shirt was pulled down, one breast exposed – sort of, anyway. She was clutching it, pinching her nipple. Her other hand was buried between her legs. Hilary was masturbating! Whatever was on the television must have been pretty captivating, because she didn’t notice me staring. Or getting my phone out to record her.

At first, I just thought I’d use the footage later, for my own personal pleasure. But as I recorded her, I started to think there was something else I could do with the video. I smiled as sinister thoughts filled my head. Inside, Hilary threw her head back and her whole body shook as she came. It was beautiful, watching her climax, especially since she had no idea I was watching – and recording the whole thing. I waited until the last shudder, when she finally pulled her fingers from between her legs, before shutting off my camera. I kept my phone ready and banged on the door.

The look on her face was priceless. I could almost read her mind: she was wondering how much I’d seen, and what I was going to do about it. She quickly adjusted herself so that all her clothes were back in place, then hurried to the door, her cheeks bright red.

“Steve!” She said, voice breathy and rushed. “Uh…hi. Let me just…”

“Hold on,” I said, enjoying her flustered state and the distinct smell of sex that was radiating off her. “Not so fast, Hilary.”

Her face fell, her hopes dashed. She knew I’d seen everything. She bit her lip, glancing down.

“Steve…I…I…”

“First of all, don’t call me Steve,” I said. “I’m not your friend, Hilary. I’m your father’s friend. You should call me Mr. Miller, or Sir.”

She blinked up at me, confusion in her eyes.

“Second of all…I saw what you were doing in there,” I said, and waved my phone in her face. “And I got it all recorded.”

“No!” Hilary gasped, reaching desperately for my phone. I pulled it away, laughing. Her face went from flustered to enraged. “How dare you?! You have no right! You give me that!”

“Right? Are we talking about rights? Did your boss give you the right to close up shop in the middle of the day so you can touch yourself?”

Hilary’s blush went pure crimson. Her lips parted. She had her hands in fists, and I watched her clenching them rhythmically as rage flowed through her.

“You’re a dirty old creep!” Hilary shouted. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

“You’re not gonna do anything,” I said, stepping forward so that she saw how I towered over her, how much power I had over her. “Because if you do, I’m going to show this video to everyone. Your boss, your daddy, your friends…everyone.”

“You wouldn’t!” Hilary accused.

“I would,” I said. “But I won’t…as long as you’re a good girl, and do what I say.”

For a long moment, Hilary just stood there, seething up at me. Her blue eyes were stormy with rage. She clearly wanted to hit me or something, but I held all the cards, and she knew it. Finally, her shoulders slumped.

“What do you want?” Hilary said, voice flat. “Money? I don’t make much, but…”

I laughed, which only made her angry again. She pouted, crossing her arms over her chest.

“I’m a grown man,” I said. “I don’t need your money.”

“Then what do you want?” Hilary stamped her foot, which made her ponytail bounce. Her blonde hair glinted in the strong summer sun.

“Come by my house tonight at seven,” I told her. “And we’ll discuss it then.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but at that moment another car pulled up to the pumps. Her eyes widened and she snapped her mouth shut. Her nostrils flared when she glared up at me.

“Fine,” she grit out. “I’ll be there.”

“You better be,” I said. “And you better smile at me while you pump my gas today. None of that bitch routine you usually pull. Come on. Chop, chop. I don’t have all day.”

I snapped my fingers in her face, making her gasp as anger flashed across her face again. But her voice caught in her throat before she could yell at me. I turned, walking back to my car. Looking back over my shoulder, I saw her standing in the same spot, shell-shocked. The other car honked, jolting her into action, and she trotted behind me. I slid behind the wheel, waiting patiently for Hilary to fill my car.

When I opened the window to give her a twenty, she went to snatch it from  my hand. I pulled back, out of her reach.

“What did I say?” I growled. “Smile.”

Hilary’s face stayed the same for a second – pure rage – before she finally forced her lips to curve upward in the most sardonic, fake smile I’d ever seen.

“Thank you, sir,” Hilary spat. I chuckled, rolling the window back up.

By the time I was done with her, she’d be saying that with a lot less attitude – and a lot more respect. I watched her tiny figure get tinier as I pulled away, thinking of those short shorts she wore and how they’d look around her ankles. I was going to find out soon enough!
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That night, as I waited for Hilary to arrive, I thought of all the ways I was going to teach her a little discipline. Her father had failed, so I was going to step in. She couldn’t very well go out into the world behaving the way she did. It would eat her alive.

Really, I was doing the brat a favor.

The one thing I did to prepare for her arrival was take one of my little blue pills. Even at my age, I never had any trouble getting it up – but I planned on doing more than “getting it up”. I planned on getting up again, and again, and again. As many times as her young, 18-year-old body could take. And then some, if she was particularly naughty.

Hilary was late, which was no surprise. My doorbell rang at 7:17. Already pissed, I opened it to find her standing in her trademark too-small t-shirt and booty shorts. She was snapping on a piece of gum and looking very annoyed.

“I’m here,” she announced.

“I can see that,” I said. “You’re late.”

“Whatever,” she said, pushing past me into the living room. Really not the ideal attitude for someone whose life I held in the palm of my hand. All I had to do was send that video to a few people in my contact list and it would all be over for her.

“You need an attitude adjustment,” I said, sitting down on the couch. She stayed standing in front of me.

“If you say so, old man,” she said, looking around the room. “So…what do I have to do to keep you from sending that video around?”

“What do you think I want you to do?”

Hilary huffed, crossing her arms over her ample chest.

“I’m guessing something gross and pervy,” she said. “A handy, or something.”

I chuckled.

“Well, I suppose I have to give you some credit – you’re not entirely off base. But a handjob seems a bit cheap considering the price of this video.”

Hilary paled slightly, glancing away, some of the wind taken from her sails. When she didn’t come up with any snarky responses, I decided to come out with it.

“For the remainder of the night, until midnight, you will be my slave. You will do what I say, exactly when and how I say it. You will accept me as your Master.”

“You’re crazy,” Hilary’s chin jutted out, her eyes incredulous.

“It’s one night, my dear,” I said. “Versus a lifetime of shame when I show this video around.”

Her mouth opened then closed. I could almost see her mind racing with all the things she wanted to say. But I held all the cards.

“Go ahead and walk away,” I shrugged. “At any time that you want to leave, just go ahead. I won’t stop you. This is entirely your decision, Hilary.”

I wouldn’t ever want to take a woman without her consent. Maybe I was putting Hilary in a tough spot, but I was true to my word. She could leave anytime she liked.

“Fine,” she finally whimpered. “I’ll do it.”

“Very good,” I said, leaning back. “Then we’ll start now. Go ahead and remove your clothes, Hilary.”

“M-my clothes?” Hilary muttered, suddenly tugging at her t-shirt. She looked surprised, and I rolled my eyes. Really, of all the things to be surprised about…

“Now,” I said, snapping my fingers. “Quickly.”

That got her moving. Hilary’s eyes fell to the floor, her lips pouting and her cheeks red, as she slowly pulled her t-shirt up over her head. She moved so slowly, she was giving me a striptease without even knowing it. Inch by inch, her beautiful, tight young body was revealed to me. Her cute little bellybutton, her impossibly curved waist…and her unreal, gravity-defying tits.

Unfortunately, she was wearing a bra. It was a cute one – with little cherries all over it. And her breasts were bubbling over the top, the pale flesh quivering as she shook in shame over having to strip in front of her dad’s dirty old friend.

She unbuttoned her shorts next, letting them drop to the floor. Her panties matched her bra, with little bows at her perfect hips. Her thighs were toned and tanned, strong. Hilary sighed, standing in front of me in only her lingerie. She batted her lashes, finally meeting my eye.

“Well?” Hilary squeaked.

“Well, what? Take everything off, Hilary. Everything.”

She swallowed audibly, her eyes scanning the ceiling now. Reaching behind her, she unclasped her bra. Her breasts bounced free. Her nipples were light brown, and already hard from the air conditioning blasting in the room. I could make out goosebumps all over her body, and wanted very badly to run my tongue along her flesh. But I could be patient. I had an eyeful of teenage tits to enjoy. And Hilary had her fingers in her panties now. A second later, they joined her shorts on the floor and my family friend was standing naked in front of me.

I fought the urge to whistle.

She was shaved, which didn’t surprise me for a girl of her age. I actually prefer some hair, but it was all the rage to go fully bare. She probably read that in a Cosmo or something. Her perfect body was on display before me. She was 5’8 and weighed around 110 pounds, her body the definition of an hourglass figure.

“Turn around,” I commanded, my voice husky and gruff. Hilary rolled her eyes but obeyed, spinning on her heel. I admired her pale, perky, bubbly ass. My fingers itched to squeeze it, but I had lots I wanted to do before that.

“Turn back,” I said, and Hilary obeyed again. She looked pissed when she turned. She crossed her arms across her chest.

“So? Is this it? Did you get your pervy fill? Can I go now?” Hilary spat.

She was asking to be punished. Begging for it. I smirked at the anger in her eyes.

“Hardly,” I said. “And if you keep up this entitled brat act, I’ll have to punish you.”

“Punish me?!” Hilary gawked. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t think you want to find out,” I said, hoping she might actually take me up on the challenge. I figured there would be time enough to show her some discipline, but I’d be more than happy to skip to that part of my schedule if she was determined to be a brat. However, Hilary seemed to get how serious I was. She dropped her hands to her sides and sighed.

“Okay,” she mumbled.

“Okay…what?” I asked.

“Okay…Mr. Miller,” Hilary grit out. I grinned at her pained expression. At least she was trying – I had to give her that.

“Very good,” I said. “For that, I’ll give you a reward instead of a punishment. Come here, Hilary.”

She hesitated before walking towards me. I licked my lips as she approached. Her breasts swayed with each step. I patted the sofa beside me, and after another moment of hesitation she sat down. She folded her hands in her lap and looked down at them.

“Look at me,” I instructed. She turned her face towards mine. Grabbing her chin, I pulled her close and closed my lips around hers. She went stiff as I tasted her sweet cherry lip gloss. Pushing my tongue against her mouth, I willed her to open up and let me in – and she did. Hilary surrendered to me, parting her lips so I could claim her mouth.

She tasted so sweet and fresh. Her mouth was warm and wet, and my cock twitched to life as I thought about burying it in her throat. I twined my fingers into her hair, yanking until her head was forced back on her neck. Hungry, I started to kiss down her neck, nibbling her ear along the way. She lay back, docile, letting me kiss her. When I reached for her breast, she gasped.

“Oh, naughty,” I murmured against her flesh. “You like it, don’t you?”

She whimpered as I pinched her nipple, the same way I’d watched her do to herself in the gas station. Her body trembled under my rough hands. Her young flesh yielded to me. I made my way up her neck to her ear.

“Tell me,” I ordered. “I can tell you like it, you dirty whore. So just say it.”

Her breathing was labored, almost to the point of panting. When I looked at her face, her eyes were lidded, her cheeks red.

“N-no,” she muttered. “You’re old and gross!”

“Tsk, tsk,” I chided, pulling away. “That’s rude, Hilary. I told you what would happen if you kept up that attitude, didn’t I?”

Hilary looked away. I could tell she was embarrassed by the clear arousal in her body.

“You can leave right now,” I reminded her. “There’s no one keeping you here. Go on home if you want.”

“No,” Hilary whimpered. “I…I’ll stay.”

“Then you’ll have to face the consequences of your actions,” I said. “You’ve been a brat your whole life, Hilary. I don’t think your father ever once disciplined you. So I’m going to do it now, for him. It’s for your own good.”

“Sir, what are you…” Hilary’s voice cut off into a cry as I grabbed her slender waist and pulled her over my lap. She squeaked as I put one hand on her upper back, holding her down firmly. Her belly was warm on my thighs, my hard cock pressing up against her flesh. Her ripe buttocks begged for my attention.

“I’m going to spank you, Hilary,” I told her. “That’s what happens to bad little brats.”

I pulled back my hand and slapped her ass. She squealed, squirming in my lap. I slapped her again, and she looked up at me with the strangest look in her eyes.

“Mr. Miller,” she whined as I spanked her again. Already, her flesh was getting adorably red. Her thighs parted, and I swore I could see a glimmer of arousal between them. I rubbed the red marks my palm had left before pulling my hand back again. “Wait!”

I indulged her, wanting to know what that strange look was all about.

“Is it supposed to feel…good?” Hilary whimpered, clearly ashamed but licking her lips in excitement. My spirit billowed.

“No,” I growled, biting back my grin. “It’s supposed to hurt.”

To prove my point, I spanked her again, harder than before. And then again, even harder. She made cute little cries of pain each time my hand hit her flesh, and I watched as her thighs slipped ever-farther apart. She was squirming in a way that made it clear she wanted more, pushing her ass back into my hand each time I spanked her.

“Please,” Hilary moaned, and I don’t think she even knew what she was begging for. Her cheeks were bright red, her eyes dazed. I waited before striking her again, watching her bare pussy drip with arousal. I couldn’t help myself – I needed to feel that tight little snatch. Slipping my hand between her legs, I thrust two fingers into her pussy while my thumb rubbed her clit.

“Oh, GOD!” Hilary cried out, thrusting back against my fingers. I held her down firmly, but she managed to thrust her hips up and down, fucking herself on my hand while I rubbed her clit. “Sir! I’m gonna cum!!”

“Do it, you filthy little whore,” I ordered. Her tight little body shuddered, her pussy clenching down on my fingers, a thin trickle of juice running down my wrist as she came. Hilary ground her body down on my lap for maximum contact as she climaxed, and was left dripping and panting as I pulled my fingers free.

“Mr. Miller,” she murmured. “I never…like that…”

“Yes, well,” I coughed, wanting to hide my mirth. “You’ll have to pay double for enjoying your punishment like that. On your knees, little Hilary.”

She slowly obeyed me, keeping her eyes away from mine, nearly weeping in shame. She knelt between my legs, hands folded in her lap again, her nipples hardened to points. I sighed in relief as I unzipped my pants, unleashing my nine-inch cock. It was so hard that it hurt.

“I assume you’ve given plenty of blowjobs before,” I said. “Based on what a little tease you are. You know you act like a whore, right?”

“Yes, sir,” she mumbled, reaching for my cock.

“Do you like the attention? Do you like making men want you?”

“So what if I do?” Hilary shot back, quickly regaining some of that fire I always saw in her.

“So,” I grabbed her by the ponytail, making her squeal. “It embarrasses your father. And it makes you a worthless little tease. Now, show me what a good little cocksucker you are. Go on. Take me in your mouth, Hilary.”

She glared at me. But she didn’t say anything else, just grabbed the base of my cock. She stared at it for a moment, taking in its width and length. Then she closed her eyes and started to lick. Whatever else I could say about Hilary, she proved to be one hell of a cocksucker. I leaned back, savoring her long, slow laps as her tongue covered my flesh. She flicked the head each time she drew her tongue up my shaft.

“Open your eyes,” I demanded. Hilary did, her blue eyes blinking open at the same moment she finally closed her lips over the tip of my cock. I groaned as she made her way down, never breaking eye contact even as she filled her throat with my shaft. She kept going until I felt the back of her throat, and her nose pressed into my pubes. She pulled back, breathing through her nose, only to bob back down and take me all the way again. She started a maddening rhythm, swallowing me whole each time.

I still had my hand on her ponytail, and I grasped it tight. I waited until she was deepthroating my cock again, then thrust my hips forward and held tight to keep her head in place. I wanted to rape her bratty little mouth.

Her eyes began to water as I cut off her oxygen. It only made it hotter for me to ram my thick cock into her throat over and over, until I could feel my balls churning. The base of my spine tingled, and I relaxed into the couch before letting go. To my delight, Hilary swallowed the first few bursts of cum that hit her throat. More and more of it filled her mouth, until her cheeks were full and it leaked from her lips. I emptied my balls into her belly, watching her swallow desperately as I gave her more and more of my hot jizz.

When I finally released her, Hilary gasped for air. Her tongue collected the few drops of cum that had leaked from her mouth. I watched her eyes roll back as she swallowed it, savoring the taste.

“You are a good little cocksucker,” I praised her. “I bet you’re an even better fucktoy.”

“What?” Hilary’s eyes popped open. “But you…but I…”

“Oh, I’m not nearly done with you,” I promised, grabbing my cock and stroking it. It was still wet from her mouth, and in a few moments I had myself thick and throbbing again. Thank god for little blue pills. “I’ve had your mouth. Now I’m going to take your pussy.”

“Wait!” Hilary squealed. “I’m not…I’m a virgin!”

That made me pause. Really? I barely believed it. There was no way such a hot little tease was a virgin.

Then again…something about the way she looked at me made it impossible for me not to trust her.

“Is that so?” I said, continuing to stroke myself as I considered this new development. “Well then…I guess I’ll just have to go slow.”

“Please,” Hilary’s eyes teared up. “I’m scared, Mr. Miller.”

“Hmmm,” I mused. “Well…I suppose there’s something I could do to make you relax…”

She looked up at me, desperate and hopeful.

“Alright,” I sighed. “Because I’m a nice person…I have to go get something. You are to be bent over this couch when I return.”

Hilary was mute, merely obeying me at that point. I wondered if I’d totally broken her. Maybe she’d enjoyed sucking my cock more than she expected. Maybe she just realized that she was going to lose her virginity to her older family friend, and was making peace with that. I didn’t really care, so long as she was docile.

I went to my room and got the vibrator I kept in a drawer for special occasions. I hadn’t had a special occasion in a while. I turned it on, just to make sure it still worked. It worked just fine. Returning to the living room, I was treated to the wonderful vision of my 18-year-old brat bending over the couch. She stood with her ass in the air, her hands on the couch cushions. Her thighs were spread, showing the juices that continued to drip from her pussy. She glanced at me over her shoulder, pouting.

“This should get you very relaxed,” I promised, standing behind her and switching on the tiny, bullet-shaped device. The buzzing sound made Hilary’s eyes widen, but as I slowly drew it up her inner thigh she groaned in pleasure. I teased her flesh for a while, just drawing the vibrator up and down her thighs and outer lips. When she was panting and shaking, I finally drew it up her slit. She cried out as it grazed her stiff clit.

“Yes!” Hilary cried. “Oh, my! Sir, yes!”

I couldn’t help but reach out and squeeze her ass. My hard cock was perfectly aligned with her slit, and it took all my self-control not to just ram into her. Instead, I gently teased her opening, steadily circling her clit with the vibrator. She grunted as her arousal rose. And then I felt it: she pushed her hips back, ever so slightly, forcing my cock to penetrate her.

“I’m going to do it now,” I warned her. “Do you want it, Hilary?”

“Yes!” Hilary moaned. “Yes, please! I’m ready, I’m ready for your cock!”

“Such a little whore,” I chuckled.

“I’m a slut,” she moaned. “Fuck me like a worthless whore, please!”

She really wanted it. And I was more than happy to give it to her. With a groan of satisfaction, I sank into her wet, tight, virgin pussy. Her hymen gave me barely any resistance – probably worn plenty thin from all her masturbating. She screamed anyway as I stretched her slit for the very first time, staking my claim as the first man to ever fuck her. The little girl I’d watched grow up was now impaled on my cock while I held a vibrator to her clit.


“So…so big,” she grunted as I started to fuck her. I wanted to take it slow, but decorum failed me and before I knew it I was ramming into her. At first, I could only fit a few inches inside – then a few more – until finally I had all nine inches buried in her tight hot cunt. 

“I want you to cum for me, Hilary,” I grit out. My balls were already churning with the delicious feeling of this teenage pussy clenching around me. “Like you did at the gas station. Cum like the naughty little slut you are.”

“Sir,” she groaned, throwing her head back. I rubbed her clit with the vibrator, then clicked the control up a notch. The sudden increase drove her wild, and soon I felt her bucking and creaming around my cock. I rammed into her, letting her clenching slit milk my flesh until I was ready to burst. My balls churned, and I thrust forward, burying myself balls-deep into her virgin cunt and letting go.

Rope after rope of thick, hot jizz filled her up. She moaned and writhed in pleasure as I came inside her for the first time. I didn’t care if she was on birth control or not. Hell, I liked the idea of knocking her up. Making her have my baby while her father thought she was just a slut who fucked truckers for money. That thought drove me through the end of my orgasm, until my cum was leaking out around my shaft and I was finally going limp.

I pulled out, noting a bit of blood that colored my cum pink. She wasn’t lying, after all. I knew it. Grinning, I watched her collapse. I checked my watch. It was 8pm.

“You…you came inside,” she mumbled, face pressed into a cushion. “I’m not on anything.”

“We can worry about that tomorrow,” I said, watching her tight teenage body continue to shudder in aftershock. “I still have four hours with you.”

Her bright blue eyes gazed up at me. They were blank at first, vapid. Her lips were parted, and she was practically drooling.

Then, to my surprise and delight, she smiled.

“So…” she said thickly, rolling over on the couch to expose her body to me. “What now?”

I spent the rest of the night fucking her in every hole. By the time midnight came around, she was practically calling me Daddy. And when I finally granted her freedom, I found her unwilling to take it.

“But…what about, you know, the birth control?”

“We can go to the pharmacy tomorrow,” I told her, quite ready to go to bed and sleep off the exhausting evening I’d spent with the teenage nymph.

“And after the pharmacy…maybe we could…um…”

I laughed in her face, making her glow with anger again. I put my hands on her shoulders, squeezing them gently.

“Anytime you want to get fucked or spanked, you just come around,” I told her. “I’ll consider it a favor to your father if it keeps you from riding those truckers, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” she beamed, rising onto her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips before leaving. The last I saw of her that night was her long blonde hair flipping over her shoulders.

But trust me…that wasn’t the last I saw of her. Not by a long, long shot.

Taking His Order

There were two things I wanted in the summer before I went away to college: a car, and to lose my virginity.

Both of those things had to do with college. I wanted to have a car so I could get around the rural town where I’d be going to school. And I wanted to lose my virginity so I wouldn’t be that loser on campus who hadn’t had sex.

But both of those goals were looking pretty out of reach by the 4th of July. I’d been working my tiny butt off at Gopher’s, the nice restaurant in town – but my manager, Mr. Tony, always gave me the lousy shifts, and my tips were abysmal. And as for my virginity…well, let’s just say I had higher aspirations than the blockheads I went to school with. I wanted to pop my cherry, but it felt like a total waste to just give it up to some has-been linebacker at a keg party.

Not that I would have any trouble getting one of them to sleep with me. Getting into my pants was certainly on plenty of dudes’ summer goals list. It comes with the territory when you’re a hot, 18-year-old gymnast. I’m 5’3 with oversized tits and a cute, heart-shaped ass. With green eyes and long brown hair, I’m a catch.

Which was why I didn’t want to throw myself at just anyone. Surely, someone would come around offering something in return for the honor of taking my v-card.

But on that Wednesday as I gazed around the basically empty restaurant, things were looking bleak. I had exactly one table: two old dudes with their two old wives. The dudes couldn’t help but check me out whenever I came around, and their wives couldn’t help but throw me death stares. I probably wouldn’t get shit for tips out of them. The dudes would have if they were alone, but with the wife around? No way.

If only Mr. Tony would put me on a night shift once in a while, I might actually be able to save enough for a car. But he only put his “best girls” on the night shift. I didn’t know what I needed to do to be one of his “best girls” but believe me, I’d do it if it meant no more boring lunch shifts.

I stared at the clock as it edged towards the last hour of my shift. My only table paid up, leaving a measly tip and a big mess for me to clean up. Since this shift was so slow, there wasn’t even a busboy on staff to do that dirty work for me. I stomped into the kitchen with their dishes and threw them all in the sink.

“Hey! Watch it!” The pimply dishwasher shouted as the dirty water splashed up at him.

“Oh, shut up,” I spat back, earning some nasty looks from the kitchen staff. Whatever. Any of them would give their left testicle just to cop a feel of my tits, so they could take their nasty looks and shove them. I pushed the swinging door open and stomped back into the main room.

“Jenny,” Mr. Tony’s voice surprised me. He was standing at the server’s station, his arms crossed. Mr. Tony wasn’t too bad looking, even though he was old enough to be my dad. Still, I never liked seeing him because it usually meant I was going to get yelled at.

“Yeah?” I asked, approaching him. My apron had shifted a bit and I slid it back into place around my hips. My uniform, a black skirt and white blouse, felt stuffy. I’d jazzed it up a bit with cute lacey socks and heeled Mary Janes, but it was still atrociously boring.

“I need to talk to you in my office,” Mr. Tony said, his eyes appraising me. He didn’t seem that pissed, but it must have been serious for him to pull me off the floor.

“Uh, what if we have a customer?” I asked.

“We won’t,” Mr. Tony said, and nodded to the front door. To my surprise, the Open sign was flipped to Closed. Dinner shift started at 7, with lunch ending at 5. It was only 4. So we had closed an hour early. Made sense, given how slow it was. I trudged along behind Mr. Tony until he led me into his office.

His office was boring. File cabinets, a tidy desk, a couch along one wall. Mr. Tony stood leaning against the desk and gestured for me to sit on the couch. Mr. Tony always wanted his employees to feel comfortable, or whatever, so I guess he wanted his office to be like a living room. Why else would he have a stupid couch in there?

I sat down, smoothing my skirt down as I did so that it wouldn’t ride up. Folding my hands in my lap, I waited for Mr. Tony to talk. He was standing above me, so I had to look up to meet his eye.

“Jenny, you’ve worked here since May, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Since school let out.”

“Right,” Mr. Tony smiled. “You told me you were saving up for a car.”

“I am,” I nodded again. But your dumbass schedule is getting in the way, I thought to myself.

“Well, you can’t be getting very close, given the shifts you usually work,” Mr. Tony observed. My eyebrows lifted in surprise. I didn’t really expect him to just say it. I shrugged.

“Kinda,” I said.

“Jenny, I’ve been watching you,” Mr. Tony said. His eyes rolled up and down my petite frame. The office felt a little bit hotter than it had a moment ago. “And I think you’ve got what it takes to be one of my best girls.”

I immediately sat up straight. This was exactly what I needed! Mr. Tony noted my response and smiled.

“I guess that interests you?” He said.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “Very much!”

“Good,” Mr. Tony said. “But you should know…it does require something from you.”

“Anything,” I trilled. “Totally, like, anything! Mr. Tony, just tell me what you want and I’ll do it!”

His smile darkened.

“I want to fuck you,” he said. My blood seemed to stop flowing for a long moment. What?! How could he just come out and say that? Gross! Ew! No way! I wasn’t going to let this weird old dude fuck me!

“Now, before you say no,” Mr. Tony put up his hands in a placating gesture. “You should consider how much money you can make on night shift. You can expect to take home upwards of $200 a night on a weekday. On a weekend…”

I already know the weekend nights were major bank. My mouth was practically watering at the thought of that cold, hard cash.

“And I’m only asking for this one afternoon,” Mr. Tony said. “One afternoon, and you can buy your car by the end of the month.”

I sat back, considering. I did want the car. And I also wanted to lose my virginity. Mr. Tony was actually offering me the chance to kill two birds with one stone. He was an adult, so he probably knew what he was doing and wouldn’t be too awful. And he wasn’t that bad looking.

“I’m a virgin,” I blurted out, wondering if that would change the situation. Mr. Tony’s eyebrows lifted, but his expression didn’t really change.

“That’s alright,” he said. “I don’t mind.”

I could have laughed. He didn’t mind? Puh-leaze. I could have sold my virginity on the internet for major bucks. In fact, that might be a better idea…

“We can start slowly,” Mr. Tony’s eyes roamed my body again, notably more hungry this time. “Jenny, would you undress for me?”

I scoffed. I hadn’t even agreed yet! But I guessed that if I could get my clothes off, then the rest would be easy. I looked down at my ugly outfit and dirty apron. I could start with the apron and see how it felt. I untied it and lay it on the couch beside me. Mr. Tony waited patiently as I fiddled with the hem of my skirt.

“This offer expires by the time night shift starts,” he advised. “I know you want it, Jenny. It’s written all over your face. You know you can trust me to take care of you, right? I always take care of my  best girls.”

Well, the night shift girls did seem really happy and totally normal…so it couldn’t be that bad. Swallowing, I stood up. I closed my eyes tight before unzipping my skirt. It swooshed down my legs with a rush of cool fabric, and landed around my ankles. My cheeks burned as I quickly undid the buttons of my blouse. Finally, I was in my bra and panties in front of my boss. I peeked through my eyelids and saw him staring.

“All of it,” he said with a gentle nod of his head. “I want all of it off, Jenny.”

I’d come this far. What was a little more fabric? With a deep breath, I undid my bra and released my D-cup breasts. The office’s cold air had my nipples hardening as soon as they hit the air. I leaned down, peeling my panties off. Finally, I stood before Mr. Tony – fully nude, for the first time in front of a man.

He eyed me like he was appraising a racehorse he was going to bet on. Then he lifted a finger and twirled it in the air, indicating that I should turn around. Red-cheeked, I turned so that he could see my perky little ass. If it impressed him, he didn’t let on at all.

“Alright, good enough,” Mr. Tony said. “You can go ahead and approach me.”

I sighed, gathering my courage. All for a car, I told myself again. Turning, I walked across the room until I was within Mr. Tony’s reach. I thought I could feel his body heat, but it might have just been in my head. My breath was hard and heavy, my pulse racing. I was about to lose my virginity – to my boss!

I squealed as Mr. Tony grabbed me around the waist. He twirled me around, setting me down on his desk. I admit, I was surprised by the ease with which he picked me up. He must have been much stronger than he ever seemed. I instinctively clung to his biceps as he lifted me, and I felt their hardness with some admiration.

Sitting on the desk put me almost eye-level with Mr. Tony. He licked his lips, his hands still on my waist. As they slowly moved down my thighs, I shuddered. His palms were surprisingly soft, and comfortingly warm. I almost felt good as he traced down my thighs to my knees, then back up again. His eyes followed his hands’ path. He moved past my waist, up my curvy abdomen. His nails were ticklish on my flesh, and I squeezed my thighs together. As his hands slowly approached my breasts, nervousness clawed up my throat. I broke out in a sweat. I stared at his eyes, but he was only interested in my body.

“M…Mr. Tony…” I stammered.

“Relax,” he murmured, just as his hands finally reached my breasts. At first contact, my stomach flipped. And not in a bad way. I moaned, his hands cupping my heavy breasts from below. It was…a relief. He slowly massaged my flesh, warming it. But despite the heat building in my chest, my nipples were still hard. And when he brushed his thumbs over them, they seemed to get even harder. The sensation sent a thrill down my spine, straight to my pussy.

“You like that?” Mr. Tony growled, finally looking me in the eye. I nodded, swallowing hard. My back arched slightly, giving him better access to my tits. He tweaked my nipples between his fingers, making me cry out slightly. I squeezed my thighs again, enjoying the throbbing warmth I felt between them.

Closing my eyes, I lifted my face towards the ceiling. Mr. Tony continued to play with my nipples, making me feel increasingly excited. When he stopped, I moaned in complaint. But a moment later, I was crying out again as Mr. Tony leaned forward and licked my tender breast. Cupping my tits, he squeezed them together and started to kiss my flesh, moving between my nipples, sucking and licking each one in turn. The more he kissed and sucked my tits, the wetter I felt between my legs. My boss was old enough to be my dad…but he was turning me on!

“Oh, god,” I murmured, feeling an urge to reach down and touch myself. My body shook with need. Mr. Tony pulled away, blowing a cold breath over my now-wet nipples as he did. I pouted, wanting more. But he just chuckled, stepping forward and putting his hands on my knees.

“Spread,” he demanded, pulling my knees apart. I yielded, my toes curling in anxiety. It was really dawning on me now, what was about to happen. Was he just going to…ram it in?

I wanted to ask, but he seemed very busy looking down at my virgin slit. His hands crept up from my knees, tickling their way up my inner thighs. The sensation made me shudder. I knew I was wet, and I wondered if he could tell. The closer his hands got, the more nervous and excited I felt.

“Nice and wet,” Mr. Tony growled. “Not bad, for a virgin.”

“Th-thanks,” I stammered, unsure of how to take the compliment. A moment later, it didn’t matter anymore. Mr. Tony’s fingers were tracing the lips of my pussy, probing my flesh as I gasped and squirmed in response. It felt soooo good. Much better than it should have, given the circumstances. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy being violated by my boss in exchange for money – but I was. As his fingers reached the top of my slit and found my swollen clit, I could only lean back and groan as pleasure whipped through me.

“That’s right,” Mr. Tony growled. “Be a good girl and relax for me.”

It was hard not to relax, with his fingers circling my clit the way they were. I’d only masturbated a few times before, and I wasn’t prepared for his expert touch. My hips seemed to clench, rising slightly as he teased and tortured my sensitive button. Closing my eyes, I let the sensation wash over me, the building pressure in my muscles becoming nearly unbearable.

“Open your eyes,” Mr. Tony demanded. “Watch me while you cum.”

Panting, I did as he said. To my surprise, his head was between my legs. The moment our eyes met, he pulled his fingers away and replaced them with his tongue. All the pressure inside me seemed to implode, fireworks going off in my stomach as I shuddered in pleasure.

“Oh, god, Mr. Tony!” I cried out, unable to stop myself from clenching my thighs around his head, holding him tight to my slit as I came on his mouth. My virgin pussy clenched again and again, until finally I was dripping wet and felt totally limp. My thighs fell from Mr. Tony’s head, and I nearly collapsed back against the desk. My tongue lolled, my vision blurry. I could see Mr. Tony wiping his lips as he rose up, but it took me by surprise when he grabbed me again. This time, he twirled me off the desk and onto my knees in front of him.

Shaking my head to clear it, it was impossible not to recognize the shape his pants were making. I was eye-level with my boss’ hard cock. I swallowed hard. There was only one reason I’d be on my knees in front of him.

“Take out my cock and suck it,” Mr. Tony said. “I want you to get it nice and hard before I fuck you.”

My mouth went dry. My mind raced. Despite the glowing warmth of my orgasm, doubt crept back in. I’d watched a little bit of porn, so I knew what it looked like to give a blowjob but…

“I…I don’t know how,” I finally admitted. “I never did that before.”

“Start by taking it out,” Mr. Tony sounded annoyed. “You can do that, can’t you?”

Yeah, I guess I could. Swallowing back my nerves, I reached out and unzipped his slacks. Shimmying them down, I gasped as his cock popped free. It seemed only half-erect, yet it was as thick as my wrist and longer than anything I’d seen in sex ed class. How was I supposed to get that into my mouth? I looked up at Mr. Tony, pouting. Maybe he’d see how unfair it would be to ask me to suck a dick his size…

“Now, start licking,” he said. He reached down and stroked my hair, gently fisting my ponytail. It was very slight, but I realized what the gesture meant: he was in charge. He’d show me what to do…and how to do it. I took another deep breath and leaned forward.

I started licking the head, treating it like an ice-cream cone. It tasted musky and manly…not that bad. I felt it stiffen under my tongue, and that made me feel really good. I guess I could do this, after all. Pleased with myself, I began to lick the thick, throbbing shaft. I reached out, grabbing the base to steady it as I tongued and bathed his cock.

“Good girl,” Mr. Tony sighed, encouraging me. I wrapped my lips around the tip and rolled my tongue across and around it. With his shaft wet from my mouth, I could slide my hand up and down it. I was trying to be like the girls in pornos, hoping it would please Mr. Tony. Maybe if I was good enough he would finish in my mouth and I wouldn’t have to give him my virginity.

Inspired, I forced another inch of his cock into my mouth. His fist tightened around my ponytail. When I tried to pull back and breathe, I found myself unable to move! And Mr. Tony was slowly shoving his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I put my hands on his thighs, blinking up at him, wondering what was going on.

“Just stay still,” he breathed. I gurgled my response as his cock plunged forward and hit the back of my throat. I gagged, and he immediately pulled out, letting me get a few gasping breaths before he thrust in once more. This time, I fought my gag reflex and Mr. Tony’s cock hit the back of my throat.

I struggled to breathe, my eyes starting to tear up. My tongue lapped at the underside of his cock. I could feel him thrusting gently against my throat, almost as though he was trying to go even deeper. His breathing was hard and labored. I could feel his cock getting stiffer and bigger, throbbing against my tongue. I shut my eyes tight, preparing for him to cum in my mouth…

But he didn’t. He pulled out violently, leaving me gasping and sputtering. Spit dripped down my chin onto my tits, and I fell back onto my ass. Mr. Tony kept stroking himself, looking down at me, a feral look in his eyes. Somehow, the raw carnality of that look made me feel hot inside again. My tight young pussy throbbed as I stared at his cock and realized that soon it would be inside me!

“Bend over the couch,” he growled. “Stick that pretty little ass up in the air for me, Jenny.”

Panting, I crawled away from him and did as he said. I put my hands on the couch, feeling the soft cushions under my palms. My ass was in the air, my legs spread. I shivered, my stomach clenching as I prepared to hurt.

“Please…be gentle,” I whimpered as he approached. He grabbed my ass with one hand, squeezing my flesh, digging his nails in.

“Of course,” he grumbled. “I’m not a cruel man. I’ll be gentle. I’ll even make you like it.”

I doubted it. Having him eat my pussy was one thing. But I couldn’t possibly enjoy my boss taking my virginity with his giant cock. Right?

He slid his cock between my legs, rubbing it against my pussy. I gasped as it brushed my clit, stimulating it again. I bit my tongue, lowering my head.

“Just…get it over with,” I begged. “Please, Mr. Tony. Just…just fuck me!”

I thought I heard him chuckling, but I could barely hear anything over the sound of my own heart racing. I could feel plenty, though. I could feel it when he began to press himself inside me, splitting my virgin slit in two. I forced myself to breathe slowly, steadily. Inch by inch, Mr. Tony forced his oversized cock into my tiny slit. When he stopped, I realized he must have hit my barrier…he began to pull out, and he grabbed my hips. Was that all?

“AHHH!” I screamed as he suddenly plunged forward, ramming through my hymen at full speed. All at once, I felt my boss’ prick fill my pussy, taking my virginity once and for all. The pain tore me apart. I felt like I was being split in two, burning from the inside out. A sob escaped my throat, then another as Mr. Tony pulled out a little then pushed forward again. I was stretched beyond my limits, and each thrust drove me crazy with pain.

But the more Mr. Tony thrust back and forth, the less it hurt. My body was warm – not with the burning pain, but with something else. I stopped sobbing and started moaning. Opening my eyes, I watched the couch moving slightly as my boss railed me. His huge cock hit every inch of me, driving deep with each stroke. My tits swayed as our hips met again and again. Digging my nails into the couch cushion, I felt my head going light as a new, strange sensation built inside me.

“Oh, m-my god,” I breathed. “Mr. Tony, it feels good!”

“I know it does,” he grunted. “Try touching yourself.”

I whimpered, slipping a hand between my legs. My clit buzzed, jumping as I started to circle it with the tip of my finger. Immediately, my senses sharpened. My jaw slipped open and my tongue lolled. Eyes rolling back, I let the heat build and build in my belly. Something felt coiled inside me, ready to spring. And the faster Mr. Tony fucked me, the more I liked it. Soon, my hips were moving with his. His balls slapped against my slit, his hands slapping my ass. I howled for more, and he gave it, until he was fucking me like a stallion.

“Yes! Yes, please! More, more!” I begged.

“Cum for me,” he growled, demanding it. “Cum like the little fucktoy you are!”

I don’t know what it was about that dirty word, but it did the trick. All at once, the coil sprang free, the heat exploded, and I came so hard the world spun. My pussy clenched down around Mr. Tony’s shaft, and he groaned. Thrusting deep inside me one last time, my boss pumped his jizz straight into my virgin womb. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed against my pussy, filling me up. My hips jerked with each fresh burst, my body craving his seed. When he finally finished and slid out of me, I collapsed forward, whimpering.

“Wow,” I mumbled into the couch. “That was crazy…”

“Yes, well,” Mr. Tony panted. “You held up your end of the bargain. You can start on the night shift tonight, if you like.”

I turned to him. I was leaking blood and cum down my thighs, and I was sore and glowing at the same time. I hardly felt qualified to ride my bike home, never mind work a shift!

“What about tomorrow?” I asked.

“Fine, fine,” Mr. Tony said, waving his hand in the air. He went back to his desk, sitting down as though he hadn’t just taken his 18-year-old server’s virginity. I felt kind of awkward, so I got up and began to collect my clothes together.

“Um…thanks,” I muttered, getting dressed as Mr. Tony jotted something down in a binder.

“Be on time,” was his only reply. I let myself out of the office and walked down the hall. The night shift was already arriving to prepare for service – had that much time passed? It didn’t feel like it, but then again…it was hard to keep track of time, considering the circumstances.

Cindy, one of the evening servers, noticed me as I approached. Her eyes flashed up and down my disheveled clothes, taking in my messy hair and blushing cheeks. She grinned.

“So, I guess you’ll be joining us for dinner service?” Cindy asked.

“Uh…tomorrow,” I admitted, looking down. I was kind of embarrassed to be caught right after the act. What would Cindy think of me? Then again, I realized, she must have done the same thing to get to be one of Mr. Tony’s “best girls”.

“Cool,” she shrugged. “See you then!”

She was so chill about it, it made me feel much better. I lifted my head and returned her smile before leaving the restaurant. My bike was waiting for me where I had chained it up, and as I undid the lock I grinned to myself. It wouldn’t be long before I’d be driving to work instead of riding…and all because I rode my boss’ dick!

Begging My Boss

When you babysit for a family for two years, you learn a lot about them. Like, the kids’ favorite movies, the wife’s perfume, the sound of the husband’s footsteps on the porch. By the time I turned 18 and had been sitting for the Peters for two years, I knew almost everything there was to know about them.

Including the incredibly sad fact that Mrs. Peters was a stone cold bitch.

She was perfectly pleasant to me. And she was a good mother, too. But with Mr. Peters? She was the ice queen. I watched her give him the cold shoulder over and over again. They’d leave for a party or something and she’d stalk out the door before he could put his hand on her lower back. Then a few hours later, they’d come home in silence and she’d go up to bed while Mr. Peters drove me home. And I could just tell from his mood that he had no hope of getting lucky that night.

It wouldn’t surprise me to know that they hadn’t had sex in the entire time I babysat for them.

Chloe, their daughter, also noticed the strain between her parents. That was sad, too. Chloe was the sweetest little girl. I really grew to love her, almost like she was my younger sister. Or maybe even like my daughter.

Anyway, I felt really bad for Mr. Peters. He was a really good-looking older guy. He was my father’s age, but he worked out all the time and looked way younger. He had distinguished salt-and-pepper hair, nice blue eyes, and an adorably rough, permanent five-o-clock shadow. I couldn’t imagine why Mrs. Peters didn’t see what I saw in her husband. If he were my husband, I wouldn’t let him go a day without some relief.

It’s a woman’s job to take care of her man. I have always known that. What else is a woman for, except raising kids and helping their men relax?

The tension in the house just got worse and worse over time. I graduated high school and was going to community college in the city by the time things started to really boil over. One night, Mr. and Mrs. Peters went off to a party. They came home only two hours later. Mrs. Peters stomped up the stairs and slammed the door. Mr. Peters came into the living room, looking distraught. Chloe was already asleep, and I was watching television. I turned it off quickly as Mr. Peters entered the room.

“Everything okay?” I asked. “I thought you guys wouldn’t be back until midnight.”

“Everything’s…fine,” Mr. Peters sighed. He pulled out his wallet. “I’ll pay you for the full time, Nina. I know you’re saving up for a car.”

“Oh, you don’t have to…” I tried to stop him.

“Yes, I do,” Mr. Peters said, holding out the money. “Please, Nina. I know how much you mean to Chloe. How much you mean to this family. Chloe needs you right now…”

His eyes glanced up to the ceiling, up towards the bedroom where his wife was noisily undressing.

“Of course,” I said, taking the cash. Our fingertips met and my stomach jolted, the way it always did when Mr. Peters and I touched. “I love Chloe. And you…guys.”

I blushed. I almost revealed something I never ever wanted Mr. Peters to know.

“Thanks,” Mr. Peters said, clearly not perturbed. He probably didn’t even notice. Poor guy had a lot on his mind.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, hoping that I could help in some way. Maybe he just needed someone to listen. Mr. Peters glanced at me.

“Erm…no, no, that wouldn’t be appropriate,” he said.

“Mr. Peters, you can trust me,” I said. “Anyway…I do still need a ride home.”

“Of course,” Mr. Peters said, running a hand through his hair. “Let’s go.”

He led me out to the car, jangling his car keys the whole way. His nervous tick. I bet I could take some of those nerves away, if I had the chance. But I would never overstep my boundaries that way…unless he asked. And Mr. Peters couldn’t possibly interested in a young girl like me. Even with my B-cup breasts and slim, toned body, I knew he would only be interested in a real woman. I’d never even had sex before!

My house was a good twenty minutes away, and usually Mr. Peters and I would just chat about music or something. He was really funny, and had the best taste in music. But that night, he was silent for the first five minutes. I felt more uncomfortable as time went on, and shifted in my seat. Mr. Peters noticed, glancing over at me.

“I’m sorry, Nina,” he said. “I’m just not feeling my best tonight.”

“I understand,” I rushed to assure him. “It seems like you two had a fight?”

Mr. Peters sighed.

“Well…yes, I suppose we did,” Mr. Peters said, his shoulders slumping. “But it’s nothing you need to worry about, my dear.”

“It might make you feel better to talk about it,” I suggested. Before I could stop myself, I had reached across the emergency brake and lightly touched his thigh. The car swerved slightly as Mr. Peters jumped at my touch, while I quickly removed my hand and held it against my chest. What was with me tonight? It was like seeing my boss in such a state had really made me want to comfort him.

“Marriage is just…difficult,” Mr. Peters said, his eyes continually glancing towards me. “Linda and I don’t see eye to eye anymore. And tonight…tonight things kind of came to a head.”

I nodded, glad that my inappropriate touch hadn’t scared him off.

“It’s my fault,” he said, knuckles whitening as he clutched the steering wheel. He was getting kind of emotional. “I was hitting on a younger woman! There. I said it. I’m sorry, Nina. I shouldn’t be telling you this…”

“No, please,” I implored, ignoring the pang of sadness in my chest when I thought of Mr. Peters being with someone else. Someone other than…me. “Mr. Peters, I’ve seen how Mrs. Peters treats you. And I know it’s not my place to say…but you deserve better. How can anyone blame you for showing interest in someone else? Mrs. Peters acts like she doesn’t even like you!”

Mr. Peters licked his lips, and I caught his eyes. For the first time ever, his gaze swept up and down my body – really looking at me, if you catch my drift. My heartrate increased, my breath quickening. I felt so good under his eyes…

“You’re too young to understand,” he choked out after a moment, turning his attention back to the road.

“I’m not,” I insisted. “Sir…trust me. I…I get that men have needs. I may not have much experience, but I’m very much aware that a woman should always try to please her man. And Mr. Peters, there are lots of women who would try much harder than Mrs. Peters. For you? Boy…I…”

I stammered, wanting so badly to tell him how I felt. But he was so on edge. I didn’t want to make him mad or ruin my relationship with him and Chloe. Mr. Peters turned towards my street.

“You’re a very nice young lady,” he finally said. My heart plunged. I knew that’s how he saw me. I looked down at my lap, embarrassed. “And you shouldn’t talk like that.”

“Like what?” I asked. I was angry at myself, and it was coming out in all the wrong ways.

“Like you…like you’re interested in me,” he said.

“But I am!” I blurted out. I squealed, putting my hand over my mouth. My eyes widened. I stared at Mr. Peter’s profile in the passing streetlights, wondering how he would react. I thought I saw his lips twitch, but otherwise he was impassive.

“You just don’t know,” he finally muttered. We were pulling up to my house. He finally looked at me, his eyes…sad. I felt so bad that I’d made him sad. That was the last thing I wanted. What I wanted more than anything in that moment was to just make him feel better. I knew how, too. I’d practiced a few times on guys from my school. Nothing serious, since they were all dumb boys. But I’d wanted to know what to do just in case…

Well, anyway, I couldn’t help but glance at his lap. I licked my lips. I knew that I could make him feel really good…if only he’d let me.

Mr. Peters coughed.

“Nina? We’re here,” he said.

“Oh, right,” I blushed. I put my hand on the door handle. “Erm…I’m sorry.”

“For what?” Mr. Peters said. “I should be apologizing. Thank you for listening, Nina.”

“Anytime,” I promised, nodding fervently. “Really, Mr. Peters. Anytime you need anything from me…I’m here for you.”

He opened his mouth like he had something to say, but then he closed it again, a strange look on his face. I bit my lip before opening the car door and getting out. Mr. Peters waited, as always, for me to get inside before driving off. I leaned against the door, my heart pounding and skin flushed, thinking about how I’d just admitted my feelings to Mr. Peters…and how he didn’t seem to care at all. I ran upstairs and cried myself to sleep.
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The next week, I was really nervous about going for my usual Friday night babysitting gig at the Peters’. I hadn’t spoken to Mr. Peters – or Mrs. Peters – since the week before. As my dad drove me, I fidgeted in my seat. What if I got there and Mr. Peters told me to go home, that I was fired because I was so inappropriate?

I rang the doorbell, butterflies in my stomach. When the door opened, all the butterflies went away – replaced by concern. Mr. Peters looked awful! I mean, he was still handsome, but he looked miserable. He was wearing gym shorts and a white t-shirt – he always dressed much nicer than that. And I could see past him, into the house. It was a mess! It looked like no one had cleaned the place up since I’d been there a week before!

“Oh, jeeze,” Mr. Peters said when he saw me. My dad had already driven off. “I forgot…I forgot…”

“Mr. Peters, what’s wrong?” I said, stepping inside.

“Linda left,” he admitted. “Nina, Chloe is at a sleepover tonight. I don’t need…”

“She left? Left where? For how long?”

“For good,” Mr. Peters said, rubbing his face with his hands. That explained the state of the house…Mr. Peters worked full time. He couldn’t possibly take care of Chloe and clean the house and make dinners all at the same time. I dropped my bag and turned to him.

“Well, Chloe might not be here, but please let me stay,” I said. “Let me help you. I’ll clean up the house and even make dinner. You can relax and watch tv or something. You look like you need a break.”

Mr. Peters stared at me for a moment, and I was afraid he’d say no. But then his shoulders slumped.

“That would be great,” he sighed. “Honestly. Thank you, Nina.”

“No problem!” I said. “Go sit down in the den. I’ll bring you a beer!”

Mr. Peters gave me a strange look, but then he did as I suggested. I got a beer from the fridge and brought it to him in the den, where the TV was on to a basketball game.

“Now, you just relax and let me take care of everything,” I promised. I could whip that house into shape in no time, and I was a pretty good cook too. By the time the sun set, I had the place looking good and a fully cooked lasagna ready to be eaten.

Mr. Peters came into the kitchen looking amazed.

“Nina, this place looks amazing! And that smells even better,” he said, pointing to the lasagna. “You’re an angel.”

I warmed all over at his praise. Dishing out a heaping serving of lasagna, I set the plate before him and got him another beer. Soon, we were eating and chatting like normal. He seemed much better than he had when he opened the door. I carefully avoided talking about Linda – Mrs. Peters – or anything that could remind him of her. When we finished eating, Mr. Peters leaned back with a sigh.

“That was the best meal I’ve had in years,” he said. His face darkened. “Linda was an awful cook.”

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Peters,” I sympathized. “This must be so hard for you.”

“Thank you, Nina,” he said. “You’ve always been so good to us. I’m really glad to have you in my life.”

“Let me do the dishes while you go relax,” I said.

“Oh, no, I couldn’t…”

“Yes, you can,” I insisted. “A man like you deserves a stress-free night once in a while.”

He gave me another one of those strange looks before returning to the den. I cleaned up the kitchen, then went to join him. He was watching some crime drama, and I sat on the couch beside him.

“Well,” I said. “Is there anything else I can do to help?”

“No, no,” Mr. Peters said. “You’ve already done enough. More than enough.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, feeling jittery just from sitting so close to him. “Because you know…I know a man needs more than just food and a clean house.”

My mouth went dry as I waited for him to respond. Would he get mad? Was I coming on too strong? With Mrs. Peters out of the picture, he’d need a woman around the house…

“Nina, do you know what you’re doing to me?” Mr. Peters asked, his voice sharp. “I don’t think you do.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled. “I just…I really, really want to…to make you feel good.”

Mr. Peters sighed.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” he said. I shook my head fervently and slid a little closer.

“No! I do! I’ve thought about it a lot. I know that Mrs. Peters wasn’t fulfilling all your needs, sir. I can just tell. And a man needs to have a woman who’ll take care of every need. I could do that for you. Please, Mr. Peters. I’m putting everything on the line here.”

“Do you even know what you’re talking about?” Mr. Peters sounded desperate. “What needs are you talking about?”

I blushed. I didn’t want to say it aloud, but…

“Sexual,” I whispered. “Mr. Peters, sir, I’m 18. I’m not a child.”

He licked his lips, another strange look on his face. I noted how his nostrils flared.

“What would you do to take care of my sexual needs, Nina?” Mr. Peters growled. His eyes were travelling up and down my body again, lingering on my chest. I was wearing short shorts a v-neck t-shirt, showing enough cleavage that I hoped he would want to see more.

“Um…I could touch you…there,” I said, leaning in. “You could do anything you want to me, sir.”

“You don’t mean that,” he shook his head.

“I do,” I nodded, pleading with my eyes. “Let me show you. Please? Please, Mr. Peters, can I just…just…”

His fingers twitched. I was nearly pressed against him. My eyes glanced down to his lap, and I was excited by the hardness I saw under his loose-fitting shorts. I was really doing it!

“Just what? Just touch my cock? Fine! You want it so goddamn bad…”

Mr. Peters reached down and pulled at his shorts. I gasped as his cock sprang into view, half-erect and already huge. It was thick as my wrist and longer than any I’d seen before. My nipples tightened, my body excited by finally seeing Mr. Peters’ cock. I would finally be able to do for him what his wife never did.

“Thank you,” I moaned, crawling onto the floor and kneeling between his knees. He watched me hungrily, holding himself at the base. “Thank you, sir. I just want so bad to make you feel good.”

“Then do it,” he growled. “Go ahead. Stop begging and do it.”

My body flushed as I reached forward and gripped his cock. He groaned, releasing himself as he swelled up even more. Licking my lips, I slowly stroked his beautiful member, watching it gradually grow bigger and bigger. Mr. Peters leaned his head back, closing his eyes as I began to jerk him off. My mouth watered for more, and I leaned in close, reaching my tongue out to the tip. When it made contact, Mr. Peters’ whole body jumped and he looked down at me again.

“Oh, fuck, Nina,” he groaned. I loved the way my name sounded on his lips, and wanted to hear it again. Keeping my eyes on him, I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked. Mr. Peters reached out, grabbing my head with one hand, burying his fingers in my hair.

My whole body was lighting up as I sucked my boss’ dick. Inch by inch, I took him into my mouth, until he hit the back of my throat and I couldn’t fit anymore. I used my hand to stroke him while my mouth bobbed up and down on his thickness. I fought my gag reflex, forcing him deeper and deeper into my throat. He watched me in a stupor, putting the gentlest pressure on the back of my head.

“Jesus Christ,” he moaned. “It’s been so fucking long…I can’t last…”

He was going to cum! Mr. Peters was going to cum in my mouth! I was so excited, I started to suck him faster. He increased the pressure on my head, forcing me further down his shaft with each stroke. My throat stretched, aching, as my airways were blocked and my eyes watered. Gazing up at him, I watched his face contort with pleasure. Soon, he was holding me so tight that I couldn’t move at all. He was thrusting his hips up and forcing my head down, breathing hard.

“God, yes,” he groaned. “Take it, Nina. Take my cock. I’m gonna cum in your sweet little throat…”

I groaned in desire, and reached for his balls. Stroking the tender flesh, I cupped him in my palm as he gave one last violent jerk. Closing my eyes, I felt him bursting in my throat. Hot, thick jizz dripped down into my stomach, filling my cheeks and spilling from my lips. It was like he was dumping two years of cum into my belly, he jerked again and again in my mouth as the thick ropes slid down my throat.

I choked as he finally pulled out, the last few bursts of jizz landing on my face. I eagerly licked it down, savoring the salty taste. Mr. Peters was panting. I loved seeing how loose his body was now, how much more relaxed. Wiping away and lapping up the last of his cum, I crawled up to sit beside him on the couch.

“So you’ve done that before, I can tell,” Mr. Peters said. I blushed, wondering if that was a bad thing.

“Well…I wanted to know how to do it in case I…I just wanted to make sure I’d know how,” I explained, stammering slightly.

“It’s alright,” Mr. Peters grinned. “I’m not judging you. That was amazing, Nina. I’d like to return the favor, if you’d let me?”

“Oh,” I blushed harder. I never expected that! I knew that guys could go down on girls, but I’d never experienced it before. I’d only ever touched myself…thinking of Mr. Peters, of course. The idea of him touching me was almost too much to bear. But did he really want to, or was he just being polite? “You don’t have to, sir. I know you’re probably tired now, I know it takes a lot out of guys when they cum.”

“Nina, my wife hasn’t touched me in two years,” he said, eyes feasting on my body. “I have plenty of energy.”

My chest felt like it was blooming.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I don’t want you to have to do any work.”

“Nina,” Mr. Peters growled, leaning closer. “It’s not work. I’m not going to ask you again. I want to taste your pussy, and make you cum. And if you don’t tell me to stop right now, that’s what’s going to happen. Understand?”

My jaw dropped. He was crawling over me now, forcing me back against the couch until I was laying underneath him. His muscled body pressed mine down. When he finally lowered his lips to mine, I felt like I could have cum from a breeze. He tasted so good, and his tongue forced its way past my lips, taking charge.

His hands came to my breasts, squeezing them through my shirt and bra. My hard, tight nipples ached for his touch, while my pussy throbbed with heat. Mr. Peters ripped my t-shirt, tearing it as he tugged it down to expose my bra. With a sure hand, he unclasped the front of my bra, parting the cups to reveal my chest.

I moaned in satisfaction as his mouth left mine and travelled to my tits. He sucked and nibbled the flesh there, avoiding my tender nipples while cupping my breasts from below. He made feral noises, biting down on my flesh, leaving marks. I wanted him to mark my entire body. Desire whipped through me, and I cried out when he finally sucked my nipple between his lips. First one, then the other. All the while, my hips thrust upward against his thigh, my slit getting wetter and wetter.

Mr. Peters sucked and licked my nipples for what felt like hours, until I was panting and sweating and my panties were soaked. I needed more.

“Please,” I begged. “Mr. Peters, my pussy…”

With a growl, the older man yanked my shorts down, taking my panties with them. The cool air was like a slap against my exposed flesh. I’d shaved, as I always did, and was totally bare. Mr. Peters knelt between my thighs, his fingers trailing up and down. He licked his lips, staring at my virgin slit.

“Has anyone done this to you before?” He asked.

“No, sir,” I shook my head. “I’m the only one who’s ever touched down there.”

“You’re a virgin?” Mr. Peters asked. I nodded.

“Is that bad?” I asked. “I was waiting for…for you.”

“It’s not bad,” Mr. Peters grinned, squeezing my thighs as he lowered his head. “I’ll be happy to pop your cherry tonight, Nina. You’ve been such a good girl.”

I gasped as his tongue dipped between my lips, slowly tracing up from my slit to my clit. Mr. Peters circled my clit with his tongue, teasing me.

“Play with your tits for me,” he growled. I grabbed myself, pinching my hard little nipples. He watched, licking up and down my pussy, never touching my aching clit.

“Please,” I begged again. “Please, please, sir, don’t tease me anymore!”

“I’ll do what I want,” he murmured, his lips so close to my clit that I could feel his words. “When I want. This is my house. I’m your boss. Don’t you forget that.”

I had no words to respond, as he finally licked my throbbing clit. It was a million times better than anything my fingers could do. My already-wet pussy was dripping, and my hips thrust up to meet his mouth while my thighs clenched around his head.

“Yes, sir!” I cried. “Oh, thank you! Thank you, Mr. Peters! It’s so good, so good, so good!”

He suckled my clit between his lips, circling it with his tongue again and again. I tweaked my nipples, feeling a familiar pressure blossom in my womb. When he slipped a finger inside me, not quite reaching my barrier, I was ready to burst.

“Sir, I’m gonna…I’m gonna come…please!”

Mr. Peters curled his finger, stroking my pussy as his tongue danced over my clit. With a groan and a shudder, my body released. My pussy flooded and clenched around his finger, and I cried his name. He kept his mouth on me through my orgasm, driving me further and further into the abyss. When my spasms began to subside, he wiped his lips and stared down at me. I blinked, taking in the sight of him.

He was hard again.

“You…again?” I asked, reaching for his shaft. He slapped my hand away, taking himself and stroking.

“Yes,” he said. “But this time, I’m fucking you, Nina.”

I shuddered. My pussy still throbbed, hot with pleasure. And I was wet as a river. But I was afraid. I knew it was going to hurt.

“Lay still,” Mr. Peters said, leaning down again. “You started this, Nina. Remember?”

“Yes,” I murmured, breathing in his manly scent. “It’s okay, Mr. Peters. I want you to take my virginity. I want to please you.”

“Good girl,” he repeated, nuzzling my hair while guiding his cock against my entrance. I stiffened when he made contact, then more as he slid an inch inside me. He groaned loudly in my ear, holding my hips down tight so I couldn’t move. With each inch he dug deeper inside me, my pussy stretched more. The pain was sharp and sudden, and I whimpered underneath him.

“Stay still,” he reprimanded. “It’ll be easier if you don’t move. Let me do it, Nina.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, forcing my body to relax. Finally, I felt him hit resistance inside me. My spine went stiff. Mr. Peters pulled out slightly, thrusting back in. Again and again, lubricating himself with my juices, stretching my virgin slit to fit him. He went faster and faster, harder and harder…the anticipation was making me desperate. I wanted so badly for it to be over, for him to be all the way inside me at last.

“Please,” I begged. “Sir…”

He grabbed my hair, fisting it tight. He rammed against me, thrusting his hips hard enough to tear through my hymen. I screamed as bright red pain flashed across my vision. My boss’ long, thick cock was filling my virgin slit past its limits. I was stretched to the edge, my body shaking with pain. He began to withdraw, thrusting forward again. His hips moved in a slow rhythm. Each time, he drove a little bit deeper. And each time, the pain subsided. In its place was something much different.

“Oh, sir,” I whimpered as pleasure began to take root. “It feels good…”

“I know it does, Nina,” Mr. Peters grunted. “It feels good for me, too. I want to cum in you. Your pussy is so tight and hot. Do you want that, Nina? Do you want me to cum inside?”

“Yes!” I cried, arching my back, thinking about Mr. Peters’ hot cum spilling into my bare cunt. I wasn’t on birth control but I didn’t care. There was nothing hotter than the thought of Mr. Peters filling my virgin womb with his jizz. My hips rocked back and forth with his, friction and heat building a fire inside me. I clawed at his back, whimpering his name again and again.

“That’s right, my little slut,” he cooed. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? You like getting fucked by the man who pays you?”

I never really thought of it that way, but it was hot.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please give me your cum, sir!”

“Shit,” Mr. Peters hissed, his hips jerking wildly against me before ramming hard into my body. I clenched hard, pleasure rocketing up my spine as the first hot burst of his jizz filled me. I cried out, clinging hard to him as I came. Each time my pussy clenched around him, he released another rope of cum in me. Over and over, he emptied his balls into my virgin slit until I was leaking and he was going soft. Breathing hard, Mr. Peters rolled off me onto the couch.

“That was amazing,” I said, turning towards him and pressing my tits to his chest. He chuckled, slipping an arm around me.

“Was it?” Mr. Peters said. “You’d like to do it again?”

“Yes!” I cried. “I want to do it again! I want to do it…every day! Every night! Mr. Peters…I want to take care of you always. I want to clean and cook, take care of Chloe…and I want to make sure you never go without sex. You can bend me over or use my mouth anytime you want to, Mr. Peters.”

“Jesus,” he shook his head. “Linda never once promised me all that. But if we’re going to make this work, you really have to stop calling me Mr. Peters…”

“What should I call you?” I asked. He stroked my hair, smirking.

“Well…I liked the sound of Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” I repeated, nuzzling close. “Anything you want, Sir.”
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