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Yes, Professor

“Amanda, I’d like to see you after class,” Professor Adams said. My classmates were all packing up to go and enjoy the rest of the summer day. I had planned to go meet my friends at the beach. I was the only one stupid enough to sign up for a summer class after senior year. The last summer before I went to college was supposed to be all about partying, but I thought it would help me in college if I took a class. Creative writing seemed like a good idea, seeing as how I wanted to be a writer when I grew up.

Boy, was I wrong. It had been a nightmare all month, and now Professor Adams was making me stay late! He eyed me with a sour look on his face as I shrank back into my seat. A blush crept up my cheeks. What did I do wrong this time?

Professor Adams was a good teacher, I guess, but he was really strict. He even looked strict, if that made sense. He was in his forties, with brown hair and cold black eyes. Kind of pudgy, like he didn’t take care of himself. And I guess I could blame his eternally bad mood on the fact that he was teaching creative writing at a community college. He clearly had much bigger plans for himself, but they didn’t pan out. As a result, he was pretty mean. Especially to me.

I really wasn’t used to that. As a young, 18-year-old girl with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a hot body, I was kind of used to being treated like a princess. Especially from fat old dudes who wanted me to like them. I thought Professor Adams was especially mean to me specifically because I looked like every man’s dream girl, and he knew he would never ever get a chance with someone like me. That, plus his failed career, had to make him pretty spiteful.

Anyway, I wasn’t looking forward to dealing with him after class. Especially not alone. It was hard enough dealing with his creepy looks in class. One on one, it would suck twice as bad. But I couldn’t very well refuse him, so I just waited for the last stragglers to filter out of the room. Professor Adams stood at the door until the room was empty except for the two of us, then closed the door. I wasn’t positive, but I thought I heard the lock click. Probably just being paranoid, though. That’s what I told myself as I sat there, watching Professor Adams slowly return to his desk. He stood leaning against it with his arms crossed, staring at me at my desk.

“So,” he said. “I read your last story.”

“Oh,” I said. “Um…was there a problem?”

“I’d say so,” Professor Adams said with a kind of dark smile. “While technically proficient, it was hardly competent when it came to the details and tone.”

I blushed, feeling very embarrassed. Why did he have to make me feel like that? My story was a cute little love story between two high school students. I based it on my own high school boyfriend. We had broken up after graduation, and although I was heartbroken I understood that it wasn’t going to work out when we went to college. I was trying to process all my feelings by writing it out. So to have Professor Adams trash the story felt especially bad, like he was trashing my life!

“Sorry,” I muttered. “I tried.”

“I don’t know how hard you could possibly have tried,” Professor Adams scoffed. “It was totally bland. Very unrealistic.”

“Unrealistic? But it was all based on my real life!” I blurted out, wanting to throw up with my shame and the growing unease I felt being alone with Professor Adams.

“Was it? Well, that’s sad,” Professor Adams said. “There was absolutely no chemistry between your characters. They were totally sexless. Pitiful, really. There was no…passion.”

I blushed even harder. I did NOT want to discuss sex with Professor Adams! I didn’t want to discuss sex with anyone. I was a virgin. My high school boyfriend wanted to wait, and so did I.

“You want to be a good writer, don’t you?” Professor Adams said. I nodded. I did want to be a good writer. I loved writing. I was planning on majoring in it. I wanted to write a book someday. It was what I wanted more than anything! “Then you need to grow up.”

I cocked my head, puzzled. What did that mean?

“You don’t understand anything about love, or sex,” Professor Adams went on. There was that three-letter word again. Yuck! “And you can’t be a writer without understanding those things. It’s impossible. You’ll never be anything but a silly little girl playing pretend.”

My mouth was dry with shame. I guess he had a point. All the best books are written with passion. And my life was very short on passion. I looked down at my hands, my heart sinking.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I gasped, my eyes widening as I looked at him. My gross old professor actually just asked me that! He rolled his eyes at my reaction.

“Will you calm down? I’m a grown man. Sex is nothing to me. I don’t care what you do with your teenage boyfriend. I just want to confirm my suspicions.”

“Uh…um…” I stammered, feeling compelled to answer but not really wanting to.

Professor Adams sighed.

“That says it all,” he shook his head. “You’re wasting my time, Amanda. And your own time. I think you should stop coming to class.”

“What?!” I cried. “You can’t be serious!”

“I’ll make sure you get your tuition money back,” he said. “But I don’t want you wasting space and time. Other students here are serious about writing. A little girl like you doesn’t deserve to take my attention away from them.”

“I am serious!” I protested, tears now filling my eyes. “I promise, I’m serious! I’ll do anything to be a writer. I swear!”

“Ha,” Professor Adams barked. “Sure you are. Sure, you’ll do anything. I’ve heard that before.”

“I mean it! Please, don’t kick me out,” I whined. I really was serious. I would do anything he asked if he just let me keep taking the class. I wanted to be a writer – and if he said I needed to do something to become one, I would do it.

“If you really were willing to do anything, you would have to prove it,” Professor Adams mused. “And I don’t think you’re ready to prove anything. Not the way I’d need you to, anyway.”

“I am!” I said. “I am ready! Whatever you want, Professor Adams!”

He studied me, beady little eyes travelling up and down my body. I was leaning forward, my v-cut shirt showing off cleavage. His eyes landed there and stayed there.

“Fine, I’ll give you this one chance to prove it,” he said, licking his lips. My stomach dropped. I was starting to feel like I knew what he was going to make me do. “As I said before, all good writing comes from passion. And all passion, regardless of what form it takes, comes from one place: sex. If you want me to teach you, you’ll have to prove you’re open to passion. You’ll have to have sex.”

“Oh,” I said softly, the horrible realization crashing down on me. “Oh…”

“I knew you weren’t ready,” Professor Adams laughed, looking away. “Waste of time….”

This was it. This was the make or break moment of my life. If I refused this challenge, could I ever really be a good writer? Was this the universe trying to show me the road to my fate? My stomach churned, my body burning with shame and horror and uncertainty. A lump in my throat choked me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Fine,” I squeaked. “I’ll do it. How…how will I prove to you that I did it?”

“Oh, you misunderstand,” Professor Adams said. I still had my eyes closed, and I could have sworn his voice was much closer than before. Peeking through my lids, this suspicion was confirmed. Professor Adams was standing right in front of my desk. His dumb shirt tucked into his dumb khakis, which showed a notable and grotesque bulge at the crotch. He was grinning. Before I could react, he reached forward and swept a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. I let out a strangled sound while fighting the urge to run away. “I’ll be the one fucking you, Amanda. It’s the only way.”

“S…sir…” I could only say, my mind going blank. Lose my virginity to Professor Adams? Really? Was I honestly going to do that? If I wanted to be a writer, did I have a choice?

“That’s a nice way to start,” he chuckled, stroking my cheek now. “I like that. Sir. You can keep calling me Sir.”

He was so gross! A fat old pervert who wanted me to call him Sir! So why wasn’t I bolting from the room, running out of the building? Why was I just sitting there, letting him stroke my cheek?

“Very good,” he murmured. “You have a lovely, naturally submissive air about you. It will serve you well. By the end of the day, I will have you begging on your knees. I will ignite such passion in you that you will have the potential to be a great writer. You want that, don’t you?”

I could only nod. I didn’t even feel like crying – I was way past that. I was horrified and disgusted, but I also knew this was the only way. And something about the way Professor Adams touched me like he owned me…my body was reacting. It was really confusing.

“Stand up,” Professor Adams ordered. I bit my lip as I did what he said, rising on shaky legs. Maybe this would be quick. A guy like him couldn’t hold out too long with a girl like me, right? Professor Adams smiled his sick smile at me again. “Good girl.”

Ugh. I hated the way butterflies fluttered in my stomach when he said that, like I actually cared about him saying I was good. My whole body was shaking as Professor Adams put his hands on my shoulders. I closed my eyes, wincing at the weight of his palms on me.

“I’ll start slow, for your sake,” Professor Adams said. I could feel his words against my lips, hot puffs of air. I shrank back, but it was too late. He put his lips on mine, his tongue pushing into my mouth and sliding against my tongue. It was like kissing my ex-boyfriend, kind of, but Professor Adams was much more forceful. He gripped me tight, pulling me into an embrace as he slid his tongue down my throat. Rigid, I felt his hard cock against me. I moaned in disgust, but he didn’t stop, just kept devouring my mouth, kissing me like I was some tramp in a porno, shoving his tongue down my throat. The longer it went on, the more I forced myself to relax. It wasn’t that bad…was it? Professor Adams put his hand on the back of my head, holding tight around my waist and shoving his hips forward. He tasted like mint. I let my shoulders slump, preparing myself for what would happen next. Somehow,  in the process of forcing myself to relax, I started to kind of enjoy it. He was a gross old brute, but it was hot to think that he was so hard for my tight teenage body. And the kiss was so forceful, so demanding, I couldn’t escape his grip if I tried – and that was weirdly sexy. My nipples even tingled, and I experimented with moving my tongue against his. He groaned into my mouth, dropping both hands to my ass and squeezing. Shocked, I tried to pull back, but I was pinned between Professor Adams and the desk. Something inside me exploded a little bit when he finally pulled away, dragging my lower lip in his teeth.

“Not bad, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “I can tell you were enjoying that. That’s good.”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed.

“Gotta be careful,” Professor Adams grinned. “You might enjoy it so much you forget all about writing and decide to just be a little whore. I’d like to see an innocent little thing like you turned into a cock-worshipping nympho.”

That would never happen! I was going to let Professor Adams fuck me this one time – and that was it!

“I’m getting ahead of myself,” he chuckled. “Go ahead and strip for me. Make it nice. Writers need confidence, and nothing says confidence like a striptease.”

Ewww. Professor Adams backed up to his desk, his erection clearly visible. I looked down at my short shorts and tight t-shirt. Confidence? I didn’t feel very confident – I felt cornered. But I had committed to this. Sighing, I unzipped my shorts and let them drop to the floor, standing in front of my teacher in only my panties. I had my shirt half-way off when Professor Adams interrupted.

“Are you as bad at following directions as you are at writing? I said striptease, not throw all your clothes off like you’re about to go skinnydipping. Seduce me, Amanda.”

I gulped, blushing hard in shame. I closed my eyes and pictured a music video. Something really sexy. Breathing slowly, I moved my hips back and forth, swiveling them as I slowly pulled off my shirt. My c-cup breasts, all perky and bubbly, spilled from the cups of my demi-bra as I unhooked it and dropped it to the floor.

And then I froze.

I was half-naked in front of my professor. I’d never been half-naked in front of anyone – ever! And my nipples were hard! Was I actually aroused by this? Why did I feel all tingly and damp between my thighs? I wanted to cry with the self-loathing that rolled through me when I realized I was actually trying to seduce a man old enough to be my father.

“Why did you stop?” Professor Adams growled. “I want to see those tits bounce. Jump up and down for me. Now.”

God, this was so embarrassing! Tears filled my eyes as I did as he said, jumping up and down in place so that my big, healthy tits bounced for Professor Adams’ pleasure. He looked like a wolf in a cartoon, salivating over my perfect, teenage, virgin body on display before him.

“Take your panties off,” he growled. I stopped jumping. This was it. The last shred of modesty I had. With a whimper, I rolled them down until I was completely naked in the middle of the classroom. If anyone knew what was happening, my friends or classmates or parents…

I wanted to go home.

“Come here,” Professor Adams said. “Look at me.”

I shuffled forward, dragging my eyes to meet his. They sparkled with dark delight. As though he enjoyed my reluctance, my surrender. He growled a bit as I got within arm’s reach of him – a second later and he was picking me up by my waist, swinging me around and sitting me on the desk. I gasped, his big hands hot on my body, the movement fast. Professor Adams forced my knees apart by stepping between them. He was going to fuck me. He was just going to defile me right there on the desk, without…

Oh. He wasn’t doing that – yet. I moaned as Professor Adams grabbed my breasts. It was the first time a man had ever touched them, and my hard nipples immediately reacted. Brushing his thumb across them, Professor Adams kneaded and groped my young flesh, panting with lust.

“Look at me,” he growled again, and I forced myself to meet his eyes. His unabashed lust made me squirm, unwelcome tingles running from my nipples to my pussy. “That’s right. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like it, don’t you?”

He tweaked my nipples and I arched my back with a cry. It felt so good, my body flush and shaking as he teased and stroked my sensitive, virgin flesh. Dampness spread between my legs as my old teacher played with my body.

“Say it,” he growled. “Tell me how it feels.”

“G-good,” I moaned, and then cried out once more as he leaned down and put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. Shame and lust both flamed in my cheeks as he sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal, or the dirty old man he was. I couldn’t believe I was letting this old perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“Don’t worry, my little fuckpet,” Professor Adams said with a wry grin. “There’s plenty more where that came from. But first, I want to see if you’re finally getting passionate for me…”

Couldn’t he see for himself? My nipples were hard, my cheeks red…what more proof did he need that I was aroused? Did he just mean to embarrass me – again? Professor Adams reached down between my legs, and thrust two fingers inside me. I screamed at the sudden intrusion – pain and satisfaction alike as he pushed forward, heedless of how my tight virgin pussy resisted.

“Professor! Sir! Wait, please, wait! It hurts, I…oh!” I gasped as he pulled his fingers out just as suddenly as he’d thrust them in. He sneered, bringing his fingers to my lips and shoving them into my mouth. They were wet with my juices, and I had no choice but to suck them dry.

“That’s it,” Professor Adams said. “Taste that? There’s your passion, little girl. You’re finally learning. Now, it’s time for you to repay me for doing you this favor. I don’t have to waste my time fucking a useless little virgin, but I’m doing it because I care. So get on your knees and thank me.”

My heart hammered against my ribcage as I slid down to my knees. I blinked up at him, a tear rolling down my cheek. I felt like I’d never felt before – warmth radiating all through me, hot wet desire between my legs, disgust and shame at prostrating myself in front of this old pervert adding an edge to my lust.

“Thank you,” I said. “Thank you, Sir.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Professor Adams laughed. I realized he was unzipping his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing – and thick. Really thick, and long. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip as he stroked it slowly before my face. I’d never seen one in real life before. Professor Adams certainly was teaching me a lot. I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“I want you to thank me with your mouth,” he growled. “Be a good little girl and suck me off. It’s the least you can do to thank me. Stick your tongue out.”

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

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “Worship it, Amanda. You’ll have to get used to that. If you want to be taken seriously, you’ll probably have to suck off a lot of editors and publishers. That’s the only way for a girl to really get ahead in the industry. If you’re serious about being a writer, you better learn to adore cock. Love it. Love sucking it, fucking it, taking it in your ass.”

I groaned, looking up at his dark, leering eyes. I didn’t know what to do, how to react. I’d come too far to turn back – but I’d never sucked a cock, and didn’t know what to do.

“I don’t know how,” I whimpered. “Show me, please, Sir.”

Professor Adams grinned.

“What a sweet little cum slut you’re turning out to be,” he said. “Just sit still with your mouth open and your tongue out.”

I took a deep breath and did as he said, keeping eye contact while opening my jaw wide. Professor Adams grabbed the base of his cock and pushed it forward until the head slipped against my tongue. His other hand tangled in my hair, taking control of my head. He pulled me forward while sliding his cock between my lips.

I immediately felt like gagging and choking as the smell of him overcame my senses, the taste of his pre-cum sliding down my throat. But it all just made my mouth water, providing even more lubrication for Professor Adams to rape my mouth. His cock pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on itHe groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

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

No, I didn’t! Not really, anyway. I mean, it was kind of hot, being at his mercy, being forced to service his cock, breathing his musky scent as he raped my throat. Okay, it was so hot that I was dripping wet. But I didn’t like it.

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, making me gag. Tears were finally flowing down my cheeks, an automatic reaction to the feeling that I was choking. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat.

I moaned around him, whimpering; I could feel his cock swell, ramming into my throat over and over until he was out of breath. With a grunt, he shoved himself all the way in, every inch buried in my mouth, my nose pressed into his pubes. His hips jerked, and a hot, salty, musky liquid filled my throat. It spilled back into my cheeks, dripping from my lips, as Professor Adams spasmed and thrust again and again. He poured his cum into my throat, and I could only swallow it, feeling it drip down into my belly, filling it up.

“Very nice,” he said, breathless, as he pulled away. His limp cock trailed cum from the tip, and I coughed and gasped for air. Thank god he came, I thought. Surely, that meant this was over. He couldn’t come again so soon, right? “Now, it’s time for you to learn what all that passion is good for.”

What? I didn’t understand. All I knew was that Professor Adams was yanking me off the ground by my hair, throwing me onto the desk again. His chubby body pressed me down while his hands spread my knees wide, exposing my virgin slit.

“What do you mean, Sir?” I whined. “I thought…”

“You don’t think I’d actually let you leave here without experiencing the full range of sexual activity, do you? No, my pet. You’re my student, and my job is to teach you. Now, I’m going to teach you how to come.”

“What?” I gasped. There was no way this gross old perv was going to make me come! I was just doing all this to stay in his class. I wasn’t actually enjoying it! My heart raced as he shoved me back onto the desk.

“I bet you’ve never even had an orgasm,” he taunted from between my legs. “That’s why your writing is so stiff and dull. You have no idea what it feels like to climax. That ends today. After today, you’ll know just how good a man can make you feel. And I’ll bet you’ll be desperate to feel it again and again.”

“Sir…” I moaned, blushing bright red. He was right, of course. But now he was kissing my bare stomach, making me wiggle as tendrils of excitement reached through my body. I was throbbing between my legs, my slit aching while my clit swelled. All my blood was rushing to my pussy. Cold air blew over my hard nipples. He slipped his fingers between my pussy lips, sliding them up and down, spreading my wetness from top to bottom. My lungs felt too tight, I couldn’t get enough air. And I couldn’t regulate my body temperature. I didn’t know what I wanted, but I wanted it so bad that it hurt.

“Shut up and lay back,” Professor Adams barked. His lips were inches from my mound. His fingers never even grazed my clit, but electricity tingled all around it. My hips thrust upwards on their own, my body needing release. I looked up just in time to see Professor Adams between my legs, licking his lips. His fingers stopped at my slit and entered slowly, spreading me once more. Then he leaned in and kissed my pussy, wrapping his lips around my clit. I cried out, my head slamming into the desk as my muscles gave out. My hips bucked upward to meet his tongue, my thighs trembling with tense need. It all made sense now. What I wanted, needed, so badly. Professor Adams’ tongue brought me utter ecstasy as it lapped and suckled my clit, his fingers gently probing my tight virgin slit. Years of teenage lust boiled down to this one moment as my professor ate my pussy on his desk. He swung my calves over his shoulders, and my thighs clenched around his head.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, my voice cracking as warmth exploded from my slit, radiating all through my tender body, every muscle releasing at once. My pleasure was a single point of light, flashing wildly before going out, leaving me breathless and sweating on his desk. Professor Adams lapped at my juices before releasing my flesh and crawling up my prone body. I felt…empty.

“More,” was all I could say. Professor Adams laughed in my face. I felt his cock, hard once more, pressed against my thigh.

“Oh, you want more? You’ll get more. A lot more. You’re getting it all, little girl,” he said. “Every inch.”

This was it. He was pressing the head of his cock against my virgin pussy, thrusting slightly. I was about to lose my virginity to my professor, on his desk. Trembling with fear and need, I bit my lip and waited. I didn’t have to wait long. Professor Adams groaned, burying his head into my neck, as he slammed his cock against my hymen and ripped it open. All at once, I felt him filling me up, stretching my tight slit with his thickness. I screamed out in pain, all pleasure disappearing. It felt like I was being torn in two. Professor Adams thrust his hips again and again, driving deeper and deeper, until I felt him slide every inch inside me, his balls resting against my ass, my pussy fully defiled and innocence corrupted.

“Sweet, tight, virgin pussy,” he groaned, beginning to fuck me in long, hard strokes. “So good.”

He heaved himself up so he could watch me, and grabbed my tits, kneading them while fucking me on his desk. I closed my eyes, trying to block out the pain.

“Look at me,” he ordered. Blinking, I made eye contact and moaned. “That’s right. You’re going to be my little fuckpet. I’m going to fuck you every single day, until you finally learn your place. You want to be a writer? You’re going to write all the dirty things I do to you, and share them with the class. You’re going to write down every sick fantasy I put into your head. I want you to be the nastiest little slut in the city.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, feeling his words excite me despite their abusive nature. The pain was…fading. Slowly. And something else was taking its place. My body was waking up to something new. Professor Adams held me down, using me as his plaything, and I liked it. I could feel a need swelling inside me: for more, faster, harder. I wanted my professor to ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted this old man to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“There you go,” Professor Adams laughed, watching my facial expressions change. “Thatta girl. Now I’m going to show you how a real slut takes it.”

I moaned as he pulled out, then squealed when his arms encircled me again and I found myself flipped over, my toes on the ground, bent over the desk. My tits pressed against some random papers while Professor Adams spread my thighs again and plunged forward. He grabbed my hair, shoving my face cheek-first into the desk. He could go so much deeper not. I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

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

 “Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried, until I felt that swelling pressure again, and I knew I was going to come. My professor slipped a hand around my waist and his fingers found my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed, grinding against him desperately, clenching again and again while my body bucked. My pervy old professor, buried in my tight virgin slit, made me come so hard that I was drooling. I didn’t even notice when he pulled out, smearing my juices upwards, around my rosebud. I definitely did notice the pressure there when he started to push against my ass.

“Last stop,” he grunted. “I’m gonna fuck your ass so hard, little girl.”

I didn’t have time to process it: I just felt him sliding forward, tearing me open, my virgin asshole barely able to fit him. I clenched my teeth as he steadily plunged forward, until every inch was buried in my ass. His balls hit my dripping slit, and he grabbed my hips like a saddle before fucking me.

I whimpered, feeling the pain morph into something else – discomfort…and a sort of pleasure. Enough that I could stand it as he went faster and harder, the sound of our bodies smacking together filling the room.

“Ready to take all this cum up your ass?” Professor Adams asked.

“Sir,” was all I could say. “Yes, Sir.”

He slammed forward one last time, until I was sure he was going to break something inside me, and came. His hot seed filled my rosebud, rope after rope of it splashing against me. He stayed inside me for what felt like five minutes, just emptying his balls into my ass. When he finally pulled out, leaving me dripping and broken, I couldn’t move. My body felt achy and stiff, yet light and satisfied.

“Well, there you have it,” Professor Adams said. I heard him zipping up and doing his belt. I still couldn’t move. “That should give you enough material to work with for the rest of the summer. Though you can only benefit from more. I’m always happy to help my students find inspiration. But for now, you at least know what passion is. What sex is. I expect you to put your knowledge to good use for your next story.”

“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, finally gathering the strength to get off the desk and look for my clothes. I should have felt embarrassed, stumbling around naked in front of my professor. But he’d just filled my stomach and ass with cum – there wasn’t much use in being embarrassed.

“And I meant what I said,” Professor Adams suddenly grabbed my arm, pulling me close. “You’re mine, Amanda. Or I could contact your future professors, tell them just how low you’ll go for a grade…”

My eyes widened. He wouldn’t, would he? But of course, by the look in his eye, I knew he would.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. He let me go, smiling.

“Good,” he said. “Then I’ll see you tomorrow. With a new story.  Write about this encounter.”

Professor Adams left me in the room alone to gather my things. I couldn’t walk normal – my ass hurt and leaked so much that I wobbled. And when I got into my car, I found it hard to sit down as well. But I had a lot of sitting to do that night: in front of my computer. I had an assignment to complete.

And I did it. I wrote the story of how I lost my virginity to my creative writing professor. What do you think, Professor Adams? Is it passionate enough?

Do you think I have potential as a writer now?

Or just a slut?


Bonus Story: Put It In, Coach!

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

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

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

And then he went and ruined it with Sandy Samuels!

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

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

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

Even closer than I thought.

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

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

My hopes proved fruitless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Coach…?”

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

“It is?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

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

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

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

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

Oh my god! Those words were so dirty!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C-Coach…” I moaned.

“Yes, Sally?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I waved goodbye and let the door slam behind me.

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

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

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

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

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

“But…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do,” I said. “Thank you, Coach.”

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

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

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

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

He smiled, very wide.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I grabbed his shoulders and bit my lip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because I could get pregnant!”

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

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

Coach Jefferson smiled and patted my stomach.

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

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

Now, I loved him as Coach.

And that was even better.


Bonus Story: Free for All

“I just can’t believe you’d be so thoughtless,” Master said. I stared down at my knees, shame breaking over me in hot waves. My cheeks burned, my eyes throbbed with unshed tears. I knew he would be even more upset if I cried. And the last thing I wanted was to make Master more upset. “I was so worried about you!”

I should never have done it. I should have come right home, the way I always did. Or at least called Master to make sure he was alright with me getting coffee after class. But dance class had been especially rigorous, and my phone was dead. Alright – I’ll be honest. I forgot! I just forgot. The girls in class invited me for coffee, and I went. And that wasn’t a bad thing – Master would never be mad at me for having friends.

But I didn’t tell him I was going, and he had to wait at home for me, worried. He couldn’t get in touch with me. My wonderful, devoted, all-knowing Master had driven himself half crazy wondering if I was alright. I had caused him distress. That was the opposite of my purpose in life. I am meant to give him pleasure, and nothing else. I am here to be his devoted servant, his loving slave.

I am lucky to have Master, and I took him for granted.

Now, I knelt at his feet, naked, head bowed in shame, as he scolded me. I knew I was in for a punishment. I just had no idea what sort of punishment a crime of this magnitude called for. Surely, more than just a spanking. More even than a whipping. More than a session on the Sybian, more than a night and day of food and bathroom deprivation. I’d never done anything this bad before.

What if Master didn’t even want to punish me?

What if he wanted to get rid of me?

“This is….I’m going to have to think about this,” he said slowly. “I’m going to have to really teach you a lesson this time. Get on all fours and open up. I’ll think better with a clear head.”

I scrambled to obey, happy that he wasn’t immediately kicking me out. I got onto my hands and knees and spread my lips wide. Master didn’t look at me as he unzipped himself and took his cock in hand. I drooled at the sight of it, my stomach clenching in excitement at the thought of having Master’s cock in my throat. He stroked his cock a few times, until it was so hard that it throbbed and pre-cum gleamed at the tip. He snapped his fingers, and I went to work.

I savored the tip, rolling my tongue over it. Keeping my hands behind my back, where they belonged, I lathed his shaft with my tongue, getting every inch of it. Only when I had worshipped his cock for five minutes did I finally take it all into my mouth. Stifling my gag instinct, I swallowed him whole, leaning forward until my nose pressed into his pubes. And then I was bobbing up and down, sucking hard as I could. Master put one hand gently on the back of my head to control my speed. He held me in place with his dick all the way in my throat, thrusting his hips slightly.

He released me and guided my head up and down his dick, now slowly, now quickly, then faster and faster until he grabbed my head with both hands, held it at the base of his cock, and pumped his load right into my throat. I swallowed every drop, eagerly filling my tummy with Master’s seed. I was disappointed when he finally began to go limp against my tongue.

“Alright,” he sighed, putting himself away. “I think I know what to do. Take a shower. You’re still sweaty from dance class. Then come back down here in your slut heels, make-up, and nothing else.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, bowing my head as I got up. I rushed to do as Master said, washing myself clean in the shower first before blow-drying my long red hair. I accented my lips with bright red lipstick, and did my eyes in heavy, smoky shades. With a liberal application of blush, I looked like a proper whore. And when I slipped on my thigh-high stripper boots, I went straight past whore to full-on nympho.

Master liked me to look natural around the house. He only had me dress up this way when we were going out to the club where I would be showed off and passed around. My pussy was wet just thinking about those nights, where strangers would take their turns spanking me or whipping me before emptying their balls inside me. Master loved what a good, obedient slave I was, and he loved being able to share me with his friends. And since it made Him happy, it made me ecstatic.

I went back downstairs, where Master was waiting for me with my leash and collar in his hands. He snapped the collar around my neck and pulled on the leash, leading me out the door and into the car. Living in the country has its advantages – no neighbors means my naked comings and goings aren’t an issue. Master opened the car door for me, still a gentleman despite his anger. I slipped into the passenger seat and waited.

He got behind the wheel, then turned to buckle me in. His hands grazing my body made my hair stand up, the slightest brush of his knuckles on my tummy making me want to moan in pleasure. Master had trained me to be extremely sensitive – even a single breath across my breasts would have my nipples hard as diamonds, and a hand laid on my thigh could drive me mad with lust.

Knowing this, Master put one hand on the back of my neck as he backed out of the drive and started down the road. He kneaded the flesh there, putting me into a trance. My tongue lolled, my eyes unfocused through the window. All there was in the whole world was Master’s hand slowly massaging my neck.

So it seemed like no time at all had passed before we turned off the small gravel road we lived on, making a left onto the larger road that went towards town. This road wasn’t busy by any means, but it was certainly busier than ours. And it was busier the closer you got to town. Master drove about half the way into town before pulling off to the side of the road. A pickup truck passed us, the driver waving through the window when he caught site of my bare breasts. Master chuckled, removing his hand from my neck and making me groan with need.

He had pulled over and parked the car on the small strip of grass that separated the woods from the paved road. A weathered old post stood in the grass, no longer being used for anything particular. At least, not until Master tugged me out of the car and led me towards it. He slipped the end of my leash over the post, essentially tying me to it. I would never take off my leash or collar without Master’s permission.

I blinked in confusion, wondering what he had planned. He had never exposed me to the world like this before – even when we went to the club, he usually draped me in a robe to hide my body from onlookers. But here I was naked for all to see, right on the side of the road! Looking both ways, I saw no traffic coming, but I knew eventually someone would drive past.

Master left me bound to the post, returning to the car and opening the truck. I watched as he pulled out a plywood sign. He came back to me, sticking it in the ground near the post.

“Made this while you were getting yourself ready,” he explained. I read the words he had painted on the plywood: I am being punished. Please help me learn my lesson. Use at will.

I gasped.

He wasn’t…he didn’t…really?

“That’s right, my pet,” he said, returning to stand over me. He put his hand on my hair, gently stroking it. I could have purred in contentment, despite the churning anxiety in my stomach. Any moment, a car could come down the road and…

“You’re to be a good girl, and take your punishment with enthusiasm,” Master went on. “I promise, I won’t be gone longer than I think you can handle. And you’ll learn to never, ever, make me worry like that again.”

“Yes, sir,” I sniffed as he cupped my chin and stroked my cheek. It stoked fires of arousal all over my body, but I was still sick with nerves. Something terrible could happen – and Master wouldn’t be there to protect me!

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be watching. Don’t worry about how, but I promise I won’t let anything bad happen.”

Ah, that’s why I love Master. He can read my mind, and always knows how to make me feel better. He backed away, maintaining eye contact all the way back to the car. I decided to make Master proud. I straightened my back, making sure my C-cup breasts were on full display. I would be the best little cum dumpster in the whole state, if that’s what Master wanted.

I blinked back tears as he drove away. And then there was only the waiting. Bird chirped around me. The day was warm, but not hot. The road was silent and still. For five minutes, ten, fifteen…

And then I heard it. The telltale sound of tires on pavement. I whipped my head in the direction of the noise and saw a dust cloud in the distance. My heart pounded harder with each passing second. Soon, I could make out the shape of a pick-up truck. Then, I could see that it was black. Then, I could see that it was a Ford. And then it was squealing to a stop and pulling off to the side of the road.

“Well, well, well…”

Two men hopped out of the back of the truck as the driver emerged from his side. Sweat beaded at my temples, my mouth dry with fear. The driver was a fat guy with gray hair, much older than Master – he must have been in his 60’s. I could imagine what he thought, seeing a 21-year-old girl naked and tied to a post on the side of the road. The two men from the back of the truck were younger, but not by much. They could have been brothers, both blonde and wearing sleeveless flannel vests. They looked like blue-collar guys coming back from a job. Perhaps the older, fatter man was their contractor.

At any rate, they approached with smiles on their faces, three pairs of eyes studying me with blatant hunger.

“What do we have here?” The fat guy said. He read the sign aloud, as though the younger ones couldn’t read it themselves. “Bad girl, huh? Need to be taught a lesson?”

They stood there waiting, as though they expected an answer, but my brain was racing and skipping like a record at the same time.

“Uh-huh,” I managed to cough out.

“Well, you’re pretty enough,” the fat one said, crouching down in front of me. He reached out, taking my chin in his hand. I fully expected to recoil in horror, but I just thought of Master watching and remained calm. I tried to enjoy his musky smell, the roughness of his worked hands. I closed my eyes, breathing slowly through my nose.

“Nice ass, too,” a new voice said from behind me. I opened my eyes. One of the younger guys had walked around me and was standing behind me, staring at my ass.

“Shit, I could use a little relief,” the other young one chuckled. “What do y’all say?”

“I say we do this little lady a favor, and help her learn her lesson,” the fat one said, rising to his feet and unzipping his pants. This was it. Time to show Master that I truly was sorry. “Name’s Jerry, hun. You can start off by sucking this.”

Jerry shoved his cock against my cheek, sliding it up and down my soft young flesh. His cock wasn’t as long as Master’s, but it was fairly thick. I opened my lips wide, thinking of Master to make myself salivate. A sudden push on my upper back had me falling forward onto all fours. I couldn’t catch myself at first, and fell tits-first onto the grass.

“Sorry,” the voice behind me said. “Little rough.”

“Don’t apologize,” the other young man said. “Clearly, she’s a dirty little skank. We don’t need to be nice to her.”

As though to prove this, he stepped forward and spit onto my back. The three of them laughed. Jerry grabbed my ponytail, yanking me up again until he could slide the tip of his cock back and forth between my lips. Behind me, I felt something stiff pressing against my pussy. I groaned, despite my fear, at the pleasurable feel of a cock stretching my slit.

While Jerry kept teasing his cock against my lips, slapping it against my outstretched tongue, the young man behind me immediately start to pound at my cunt. I whimpered as pleasure rolled through me at his sudden, rough use. He grabbed my ass with both hands, fucking me hard enough for the sound of his balls hitting my thighs to echo down the street.

“Shit, this is good,” he panted. “And I bet she loves it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, the word muffled around Jerry’s cock. He finally began to inch it past my lips, a bit at a time, clearly enjoying the way my tongue curled and lapped around his shaft. I treated him as well as I would treat Master, making sure to slather his cock as it entered my mouth.

I kept my eyes on his, his cheeks reddening as his cock got even harder. My hips, meanwhile, were acting on their own, my body’s need usurping any nerves. I wanted to cum on this fat cock drilling my slit. I pushed back against him, matching his rapid pace. The third man was stroking himself, watching me get fucked at both ends and love it.

“Aw, shit,” said the man behind me. “I can’t hold back. Too fucking sweet, I’m gonna cum in her.”

My eyes rolled back in desire, the thought of being filled up with cum driving me into overdrive. Jerry’s cock slid down my throat. I fought my gag reflex, relaxing every muscle until every inch of his cock was buried inside my mouth. He groaned, holding my face in both hands and fucking my throat slowly, savoring it.

“Cum with me, you dirty whore,” the voice behind me ordered. “Show me what a good little fucktoy you are, and cum for me.”

It was all I needed, and I was tipping over the edge. Right as he pushed his cock against my womb and burst, my muscles released and I came. He shot rope after rope of sweet seed into my unprotected cunt, and I milked him dry, the spasms of my climax working in tandem with his throbbing cock. He cursed, squeezing my ass tight as he filled my pussy with jizz.

To my delight, Jerry was so turned on watching me cum that he groaned louder than ever and rammed into the back of my throat. A moment later, I felt him swell and then a hot rope of cum splash into my mouth. I swallowed it eagerly, the musky taste drawing my orgasm out longer, my belly filling with seed. It filled my cheeks, leaking from my lips, and I desperately lapped it up as Jerry pulled out. The man behind me pulled out, too, stumbling backwards.

With all the action, I hadn’t noticed another car approaching. But sure enough, right as the third man was approaching me, a sedan parked behind the truck. Everyone looked over as two men exited the car. I gasped, and the three men with the truck all backed away.

It was a cop car, and these were cops.

“Shit,” Jerry groaned. “Put your dick away, Mike!”

“Hold on, hold on,” one of the cops said, approaching the scene. Mike – the third guy – didn’t have time to put his cock away. I could only look up with pleading eyes and hope that Master would rescue me before I would up in county jail.

“Looks like we stumbled into a situation, Len,” one cop said, turning to the other with a smirk. Len nodded, his eyes sparkling.             

“I’d say that’s an accurate assessment, Joe,” Len said. “Let’s see now…bad girl, huh? Learning a lesson? And I expect you boys were just doing what the sign said?”

“Yes, officer,” Jerry said. “But we were just leaving…”

“Now, why so fast? Looks like this fella hasn’t gotten his chance at the whore,” Len said, pointing to Mike and his hard cock. I gasped, relieved and shocked at the same time. These cops seemed weirdly cool about this. Like maybe they were into it?

“Go ahead, boy,” Joe said. “We won’t stop you doing your civic duty. Teaching little nympho skanks a lesson is the American way.”

“For real?” Mike said, stroking his cock again, looking down at me. I was still entranced by the cops – one was short and fat, the other tall and lean. I couldn’t believe they were going to let this happen!

“For real,” Len said, crossing his arms, grinning. “Let’s see what this baby can do. Then maybe we’ll do some disciplining of our own.”

“Sweet,” Mike grinned. His hard cock gleamed at the tip with pre-cum. He walked around me, studying me, my tits swinging below me, cum leaking from my pussy. “I want to get her to ride my cock.”

“Good idea,” Jerry said. “That’ll be fun for both of you, I’m sure.”

“Alright, slut,” Mike said, kneeling behind me before sitting down on the grass. “Back up onto this cock. You gonna ride me like a rodeo.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed, looking back at him. He leaned back, relaxing, his cock sticking straight up. While the cops and the other two men watched, I got onto my knees and shimmied backward until I was positioned over his cock. This put my tits on display again, and I saw both cops lick their lips, staring at them. Mike grabbed my hips and pulled hard, yanking me down onto his cock, burying the whole thing inside me at once. I squealed as he grabbed my tits from behind and pinched my nipples.

“Fuck me, whore,” he ordered. Being a good slave, I immediately began to ride his dick. I started slow, wiggling my plump young ass in his face on the way up, swiveling my hips on the way down. He held onto my tits, squeezing them as I bounced up and down on his rod. Heat radiated through me, from my nipples down to my slit.

He groaned, feeling my tight wet cunt clench around his shaft. Impatient, his hands moved to my hips and he started to move me up and down at his desired pace, which was quicker than I could go on my own. His strong muscles helped me ride him fast and hard, and when I felt him reach around to find my clit, I cried out in pleasure.

“That’s a good whore,” he breathed into my ear. “Cum on my fat cock. Tell me what a dirty slut you are when you do it.”

“I-I’m a  d-dirty slut!” I gasped as his cock rammed into me and triggered another orgasm. “I w-want your cum, inside me, need it, please!”

“Shit, yeah,” Mike grunted, slamming me down onto his cock before emptying his balls inside me. He shot load after load of thick cum into my needy cunt before finally releasing me and pushing me off his dick. I fell forward again, but was surprised to find myself caught by two strong arms. I looked up, directly into Len’s eyes. His cop hat shadowed his face, but he was grinning wide. Sun glinted off his badge. Mike slipped out of me with a wet plop, and rose, wiping grass off the butt of his jeans.

“Well, we gotta get back on the road,” Jerry said. “Thank you, officers, for your service.”

“You’re mighty welcome,” Joe said, tipping his hat. Len was already feeling me up, groping my tits as I waited on all fours for what would come next. Or who.

The three men got into their truck, honking as they drove off. While Len continued to play with my tits, Joe walked around my body, eying me.

“We see bad girls all the time, but none are as nasty as you,” Len said with a wink, his face right in front of mine. I was less nervous now that I knew the cops weren’t going to arrest me. They wouldn’t hurt me. I could relax and enjoy the act of being used on the side of the road by any stranger who happened to drive by.

“I’m gonna fuck her ass,” Joe announced, the statement punctuated by the sound of his zipper going down. I was already pretty loose from the orgasms, but I forced myself to relax even further. I focused on Len’s hands teasing my flesh, bouncing my breasts up and down while a noticeable bulge grew in his pants. Joe slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, then smeared the cum and juices up around my rosebud. I moaned as he slipped a finger inside me, stretching me slightly.

“Seems like you enjoy having your asshole fucked,” Len observed. “Is that right? Tell us, girl.”

“Yes, sir,” I sighed as Joe positioned his cock against my hole. “I’m a good little ass slut.”

“That’s right, you are,” Joe groaned, sliding inside me slowly. I gasped as my ass stretched to fit his huge, fat cock. Whimpering, I pushed my hips back as Joe pumped my ass. Len stepped back, releasing my tits, and unzipped himself. Holding his cock in one hand, he stroked himself slowly, watching me take a stranger’s cock in my rosebud. My flushed cheeks and lidded eyes told him the whole story, how much I enjoyed having my tight young body used over and over again by strange men.

“How old are you?” Len asked.

“21,” I answered.

“My daughter’s age,” Len chuckled. “You’re pretty young to be such a desperate little cum addict.”

“Yes, sir,” I whined as Joe fucked my ass harder and harder. “I’m a cum dumpster! I need cum in every hole!”

“That’s right, you do,” Joe grunted. “And I’m about to fill your sweet little ass.”

He spanked me as he spoke, drilling me hard now, ramming his cock in and out with no regard for my comfort. I threw my head back, knowing I could cum any moment just from the way he was abusing my bum.

“Please,” I moaned. “That’s so hot!”

“Yeah? Gonna make you cum? Having your ass full of cock and cum makes you cum?”

“Yes, sir!” I cried as my muscles tensed to the point of pain. My clit throbbed, my pussy dripped, and I was burning up inside. If I could only touch myself, or…

Joe slammed against me, his cock swelling and stretching my ass even more. Just as the first burst of cum filled me, he reached around and rubbed my clit. I shuddered, letting go, bucking my hips up to drive him even deeper. Arching my back, my face on the ground, I came hard on the cop’s dick pounding my ass. He dumped what felt like a gallon of cum into my tender hole, rubbing my clit over and over until it began to hurt and the orgasm began to fade. He pulled out, shooting one last rope of cum across my ass.

Len, watching us, was throbbingly hard. His veiny cock made his hand look tiny as he stroked it. Mouth watering, I tried to crawl forward and suck it down, but he quickly lifted his boot to my head and shoved me to the ground.

“Greedy bitch,” he growled. “You’re getting this in your nasty little cunt. I want you to lick dirt while I fuck you, you stupid cunt.”

I moaned, burying my face in the ground as he abused me. My ass high, my tits pressed to the grass, I waited for him to take his position. Len stepped behind me, lining his cock up with my slit. He leaned over, grabbing my hair and pushing my head down harder into the ground. He used his other hand to grab my breast, squeezing it hard right as he slipped into my dripping cunt.

“Fuck, yeah, nice young pussy,” he said, ramming all the way into me at once. He kept his hand on my head, keeping me down while kneading my breast and jackhammering my slit. I drooled onto the ground, pleasure ripping through me at the constant stimulation. I was cumming again in seconds, muffled moaning making him fuck me even harder. I peered through the grass and noticed a 18-wheeler pulling up to the side of the road. Len spit down on my lower back, cursing and spasming as he came, adding another load to my already-used cunt.

“Looks like I made the right wrong turn,” a voice came from above me, and I realized that two more cars had pulled up while I was watching the 18-wheeler and getting fucked by the cop. As soon as Len released me, a new man was yanking on my ponytail, shoving his cock between my lips.

Another stranger kneeled behind me and began to fuck my ass, putting all his weight on me so that my hips were forced down to the ground, my back bent upwards in an upward dog position. Thank god for the dance classes that kept me loose. I closed my eyes, feeling the pain and pleasure of having my throat raped and my ass fucked at the same time.

More men came after that, and then more, and then more – until I lost count altogether. They spit on me, came on me, pissed on me. The sun reached its lowest point, and the sky was getting pink and orange, when I was finally left alone once more. Panting and spread on the grass, covered in cum and dirt and spit and piss, I couldn’t do anything but breathe and feel the effects of my many, many orgasms.

A shadow swept over me.

I looked up, expecting another cock waiting to be served.

Instead, I saw Master.

“Well,” he said, smiling. “Looks like this was an effective punishment.”

“Y-yuh,” I managed to nod, crawling on all fours towards him. “Th-thank you for punishing me, Master.”

“Of course, my pet,” he said, not touching me since I was filthy – but his eyes seemed to caress my body, and that gave me warmth and energy. “That’s my job. To teach you lessons.”

“Yes, sir,” I bowed my head, knowing that I would never forget to tell Master where I was, ever again. I didn’t mind fucking so many men, no matter how they humiliated me or how exposed I felt. But being without Master for so long was torture. I only felt whole now that he was back, retrieving my leash and leading me back to the car. I climbed into the passenger seat, resting my head against the window, and waited for him to sit beside me. Next to Master: that’s where I always belonged, and that’s where I intended to stay.
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