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      I never thought of myself as being a bad girl. I studied hard, pulled in perfect As, and stayed on the straight and narrow. My parents laid down the law at a young age. No dating until I was through college. It felt like growing up cloistered in a medieval convent. Even crazier, they sent me to a private super-strict college. Living at this school meant constant supervision from teachers. Instead of spending my weekends on innocent dates, I studied calculus and wrote practice essays.

      I turned twenty in the middle of the year, and somehow I thought things would be different. I wasn’t a teenager any longer, but I didn’t kid myself. I still lived at school and relied on my parents for everything, including the large tuition bills in my near future. Twenty came and went and my mother and stepfather were no closer to letting me live like a normal girl than a few years ago.

      I decided it was time to take matters into my own hands.

      Andrew was a sexy, blue-eyed boy from my science class. After school study groups had brought us close over the years, and I could tell he wanted to get closer. A kiss in the library stacks began weeks of clandestine meetings, sneaking around in empty classrooms after classes ended or on the rare occasions when we could sneak off campus.

      I had no illusions of true love. This was a fling that would end when I went off to the real world and relative freedom, but here and now, this was everything I wanted. - a taste of teenage normalcy and rebellion, all wrapped up in a handsome blond-haired, blue-eyed package.

      Speaking of package, I had seen Andrew’s for the first time this afternoon. We snuck away from our study group into the empty theater to make out. I was on Andrew’s lap, his lips mashed against mine and his hand under my shirt, squeezing my nipples through my bra until they stood up in tight points.

      Andrew was hard inside his jeans. I could feel the bulge pressing against my own heat, and, feeling bold, I slowly trailed my hand down his chest to touch it. Andrew’s hips bucked upwards as I stroked his cock through the rough denim, and, inthat moment, I wanted nothing in the universe more than to touch it without the denim between us.

      My hand went to his zipper and Andrew stilled. “You sure, Ellie?” he asked, tentatively. 

      I nodded and crawled off his lap to kneel on the cool auditorium floor as I eased the zipper down. His cock jutted out of the V in his jeans, covered in the red flannel of his boxers. I stroked it a few times, the soft fabric a sharp contrast to the hard flesh it concealed. Then I pulled it out of the fly of his boxers. It was thick and veined and the symbol of everything a good girl was supposed to avoid.

      I licked my lips and lowered my head into his lap. Andrew groaned loudly and tangled his hands in my hair, tugging on my blonde curls none too gently as he filled my mouth with his thick length. I bobbed my head up and down, trying to take it all in, but my brief forays into internet porn hadn't seemed all that concerned with breathing. I choked a few times before finally settling into a rhythm. My mouth stretched around his shaft and I flattened my tongue, swirling it around the head like his dick was cookie dough ice cream. 

      “Ellie! Ellie, I’m gonna come!” Andrew was kind enough to warn me, so I expected the flood of salty fluid in my mouth. I kept sucking on him through the aftershocks before lifting my head and swallowing daintily. Still gasping for breath, Andrew pulled me against him and kissed me. 

      “Let me take care of you,” he said, reaching for the button on my jeans.

      I was dripping wet and wanted nothing more than to let Andrew bury his face between my legs, but a quick glance at my watch changed that. “Curfew starts in a few minutes, and you know Mr. Decker has it out for us,” I sighed, reluctantly standing up and leading a shaky-legged Andrew out of the auditorium. 
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        * * *

      

      Annoyed and beyond frustrated, I prepared myself for a night of sociology homework, until I realized that I had the room to myself because my roommate was off with her boyfriend. Bringing Andrew over was far too risky in case of bed checks, but a phone call was another story. Cell phones were forbidden in school but just about everyone still had one.

      I grabbed the phone and settled myself on my bed, dialing Andrew’s number from memory. He answered on the second ring. “Are you back at your room?” I asked.

      “Yeah, I am,” he answered, sounding confused. 

      “Are you alone?” When he agreed, a smile curled across my lips. “So am I. And I’m feeling very frustrated from earlier. What do you think I should do about it?”

      “I think you should touch yourself and tell me what you’re doing.” Andrew’s voice had gone from confused to surprised to sounding like he had just hit the lotto in the space of a few seconds. First a blowjob and now phone sex? If I was a teenage boy, I’d buy some Powerball tickets.

      “I’m lifting up my skirt, Andrew. I took my panties off before I called you. They were so wet.” I traced my fingers up my inner thigh before I reached the apex of my parted legs. “Having your cock in my mouth got me so wet.” Teasingly, I stroked my outer lips, moving in smaller and smaller circles until my fingers were touching my dripping center. “I wanted you to put your fingers inside me. Did you want that?” I asked, my voice catching as my fingertip brushed my clit.

      “Yes!” Andrew’s voice was strangled, and I knew without asking that his pants were down and he was stroking his cock.

      “I’m putting two of my fingers into my pussy, Andrew. I’m so wet that they just slide right in.” I moaned, even though my fingers weren’t what I really wanted. I may have been a virgin, but my body didn’t care. My pussy wanted to be filled with a thick, hard cock. Cocks were in short supply though, so my fingers would have to do. My narration dropped off for a moment as I focused on my own pleasure. My juices were coating my hand and I added a third finger, pumping them in and out while I rubbed my clit with my thumb.

      “My pussy’s so tight. It’s squeezing my fingers so hard. I wonder how it would feel to you if you had your cock inside me?”

      “Shit Ellie, you’re going to make me come again saying things like that!”

      I laughed, my voice low and husky like some Hollywood sex goddess. “That’s the idea. Knowing you’re touching yourself makes me even wetter.” The speed of my fingers increased. I was so close to falling into that chasm of pleasure. I just needed something more.

      Andrew cried out in my ear as he found his release. The image of him shooting those thick ropes of come across his chest made me shiver, but it wasn’t the orgasm I was desperate for. I glanced up and saw Mr. Decker standing in the doorway, a look of shock and fury on his face, and my orgasm slammed into me like a freight train. My body spasmed as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, and he just stood there and watched.

      When I could speak again, I said quietly, “I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow,” and hung up. My legs were splayed open and my fingers were still buried in my twitching pussy. All the while he stood there. Watching.

      My eyes drifted to his crotch, and I saw the bulge. He was hard. I made him hard.

      I removed my hand but didn’t bother closing my legs. Just like that old saying with the barn doors, there wasn’t a lot of point in closing them now.

      “Hi Mr. Decker,” I said weakly.

      Anger radiated from him, and all I could do was stare at that tent in the front of his pants and wonder what it was hiding. Finally, he broke the silence. "‘Hi Mr. Decker?’ I catch you masturbating while you’re talking about sucking some boy off like a little whore and all you can say is ‘Hi Mr. Decker?’ What kind of behavior is that?” He started pacing back and forth, and I watched as his hand idly drifted to his crotch, cupping his erection and rubbing it through his pants. “And you’re just sitting there with your legs spread open like you’re waiting for something.” He stopped and stood perfectly still, staring at me with burning eyes. “Are you waiting for something, Ellie?”

      I shivered. Inside my sensible white bra, my nipples were stiff peaks and despite having come only a minute ago, my arousal was still burning. Cautiously I sat up and leaned back on my elbows and widened my legs, making it absolutely apparent that the view he was getting wasn’t an accident. “That depends on what you’d like to give me, sir.”

      Mr. Decker sat down on the edge of the bed between my splayed legs.“I know where your mouth has been,” he said sharply. “But what about this?” His large hand covered my pussy and he began caressing it, spreading my wetness across my entire mound. “Have you let that boy put his fingers in here?” One finger pushed inside me and feeling more like two of my own. “Or his tongue?” A second finger and he scissored them apart, stretching my tight passage. “Or his dick?” A third finger pressed inside and he began fucking me with those amazing fingers, his wrist twisting with each thrust of his hand to drive them deeper into me.

      “Nooooo,” I answered, drawing out the word as sparks of pleasure lit behind my eyes.  I rocked my hips against his hand, craving more of that friction and that incredible feeling of fullness.

      Satisfied by my answer, he brushed his thumb over my clit, chuckling softly as my hips jerked upward. “You haven’t let any boys touch you. What about girls?” he inquired, never faltering in the rhythm of his hand. “All these years with female roommates. Do your friends ever slip their hands inside each other’s panties?”

      I flushed and murmured my assent. "Molly," I whispered. My equally virginal best friend had gotten herself a boyfriend this year and wanted to practice. When we were younger, we had practiced kissing, preparing ourselves for prince charming. Years later, our hormonal bodies had us yearning for a different kind of release. Sleepovers started innocently enough, with hands skating over clothed bodies, softly squeezing each other's breasts before our boldness grew.

      Molly was the first to push down my pajama bottoms, her fingertips probing the sopping crotch of my panties, a move I mirrored on her. In the dark, stretched out on our thin twin beds, fingers delicately slipped inside two pairs of sensible white panties and we stroked each other to breathless orgasms, biting our tongues to keep quiet in the silent house.

      It never went further than that. Molly’s boyfriend took over the duty of keeping her needs satisfied, and that sleepover became just another memory I turned to when I needed a quick orgasm.

      Mr. Decker was watching me during my trip down memory lane. His fingers stilled and I whimpered in protest until he began spreading them apart, stretching my virginal passage, making it obvious that I would need to accommodate something larger very soon. 

      “So you and your little friend had busy fingers. What about tongues? Did you put your head between her legs and press your tongue inside?” I shook my head, but couldn’t control my pussy as it clenched around his fingers at the image.

      He drew his fingers out of my body. “Well,” he said. “You’ve never eaten a pussy, but you’d like to. I can understand that. It’s delicious.”

      “Please Mr. Decker!” I begged.

      “Please what?” he demanded. “If you want something, you have to say it.”

      My cheeks burning, I looked him square in the face and stated loudly, “Please, lick my pussy.”

      “Was that so hard?” he laughed and ducked his head between my legs, licking a stripe up the center of me before sliding his tongue between my lips to that untasted place. His tongue followed the length of my slit and flicked at the hidden nub of my clit at the tip, sending lightning bolts through me.

      “Mr. Decker!” I shouted, my hips rocking upwards to press harder against his mouth. I had been masturbating for years, using my fingers and a detachable shower head to find any release I could, but the pleasure rolling through me was too much to describe. It was every toe-curling, eyes rolled back into my head cliche I’d ever heard from the dirty parts of romance novels. I spiraled higher and higher, the pressure building in me until the point of pain until it happened.

      My entire body tensed and my mouth fell open in a wordless screen as the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced wracked my body, tremors and muscle contractions rolling through me from my head to the tips of my toes, all of it radiating out from that perfect place between my legs.

      Mr. Decker lifted his head up. His lips were smeared with my juices, and I reached up and grabbed him, pulling his face down to meet mine. That amazing tongue probed the inside of my mouth, stroking my own and filling me with the salty-sweet taste of my own juices.

      My hands went to the fly of his pants, the fabric stretched taut over his erection. My fingers fumbled with the button and zipper, and I was surprised to feel nothing but hard flesh in my hands. No boxers for Mr. Decker.

      I wrapped my hand around the length of his cock and gave a few timid strokes before he pulled back, standing up and stripped his gray slacks off. The crisp white button-down shirt followed, and Mr. Decker stood before me, naked and aroused. My teacher was a very good-looking man. Everyone I knew had made sure I knew it, the bolder ones telling me in no uncertain terms what they’d like to do to this straight-laced teacher. If only they knew.

      His hair was black and wavy with just a touch of gray at his temples. His eyes glinted like flint when something displeased him, which was often, but right now they were smoldering with hidden fire. Long hours spent in the school gym gave him a sculpted chest that could rival any high school football star’s. My eyes followed his trim waist to that perfect V of his hipbones and the turgid organ that jutted out between them.

      My eyes widened. Andrew’s cock had seemed huge to my nonexistent experience. Mr. Decker’s was gigantic. Easily nine inches and thick with ropy veins wrapped around it. I couldn’t imagine it would fit in my mouth or my pussy, but I had a feeling I was about to test that theory.

      “You like sucking cock, hmmm?” The question seemed rhetorical so I sat back on my heels and stayed silent, unbuttoning my shirt and shrugging it off. Mr. Decker’s eyes flicked to my chest and the plain white bra that covered my chest. “Take it off,” he ordered, “But leave the skirt on.”

      I complied, unhooking the bra and freeing my breasts. My nipples tightened in the cool air, and his eyes hungrily raked my bare skin. “You like sucking cock,” he repeated. “Did he come in your mouth?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did you swallow his come?”

      “Yes,” I answered defiantly.

      “You can be a virgin and still be a little slut. I think that’s what you are Ellie. Sucking a boy’s dick, letting your best friend finger fuck you, masturbating and having phone sex, even asking your teacher to lick your pussy.” Every filthy word he said went straight to my clit. His hand stroked that thick cock as he strode to the edge of the bed. “You like sucking cock so much, and you were always a good student. I haven’t needed to check your homework for quite a while, but I want to see what you’ve learned.” He tangled his hand in my curls and tugged my head downward. “Open wide for Mr. Decker.”

      The blunt head of his cock bumped against my lips, spreading the salty taste of his precome across them before he filled my mouth with his organ. My lips were stretched wide to accommodate his girth and his tight hold in my hair held my head stationary while he fucked my mouth. His thrusts were thankfully shallow to start with, giving me time to get used to his size. Gradually he began pushing in deeper, urging me to take more and more of his length into my mouth. I choked and tried relaxing my throat, and he took that as an invitation to deepen his thrusts. The wide head of his cock struck the back of my throat, gagging me, but this was a test. If I didn’t pass this, I had no doubt Mr. Decker would come in my mouth and leave me here, wet and aching for his cock to fill me up.

      My cheeks hollowed out as I increased the suction around his cock, bobbing my head as his grip started to loosen in my hair, showing Mr. Decker what a good student I was. I pulled off, long enough to trace my tongue along the vein, following it up his length. I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked hard on the throbbing flesh. A small burst of salty fluid filled my mouth, and I could tell Mr. Decker was close.

      “Stop.” The order was sharp, and I froze. He pulled his cock from my mouth with a loud pop and pushed me back down on the bed.

      "You suck cock like a professional. If Yale doesn't work out for grad school, I think we have an alternate career choice for you." Mr. Decker pushed up my wrinkled plaid skirt, bunching it around my waist and revealing my pussy to his gaze. I was laid flat on the bed, my legs dangling over the side. My pussy was the perfect height for him to fuck me if he took just one more step forward. “You’re a horny little slut aren’t you?” he asked, taking that step. The head of his cock resting against my opening. “I watched you finger fuck yourself until you came, and I ate you out, and you’re still ready to spread for your teacher’s dick.”

      “What about condoms?” I asked. “I’m not taking anything, and if you come inside me, I could get pregnant.”

      Mr. Decker scoffed at my concerns. “Why would I ever wear a condom with a virgin? If your tits start to swell and your belly starts to grow. . . well that’s just what happens to slutty little girls who spread their legs. But you’re going to take every drop of my come inside your pussy, Ellie. And you’re going to love it.”

      "I am a dirty little girl, Mr. Decker,” I agreed eagerly. He pressed forward just a bit, his head breaching my soon-to-be non-virginal passage. “You should fuck me like one.”

      “Oh, I intend to.” He pushed forward, his girth stretching me open. About halfway inside, I felt him stop as he reached the thin membrane of my hymen. He paused, waiting for me to adjust.

      "Do it, Mr. Decker! Take my virginity! Split me open on your big cock!”

      “Gladly.” Mr. Decker reared back and slammed forward, tearing through my hymen in one stroke. The pain felt like being torn apart, just for a few moments. When it passed, all I could feel was this incredible sensation of fullness. Mr. Decker’s cock filled me up the way my fingers never could.

      Standing up let Mr. Decker get the leverage to pound me like a man possessed. His cock slammed home and his balls slapped against my ass with each thrust. I’d be walking bowlegged tomorrow, if walking was even an option.

      "You're MY girl? Do you understand?" he grunted, punctuating each word with another snap of his hips. "This tight little cunt belongs to me. Say it."

      "Yes, Mr. Decker! My cunt belongs to you!” I was his now, and the thought of letting anyone else touch me hadn’t even crossed my mind. Andrew was sweet, but his cock could never fill me up the way Mr. Decker’s did. I was getting closer and closer to reaching another peak. Despite or maybe because of the rough treatment, my first orgasm with a cock inside me crawled closer and closer.

      “Your teacher’s going to fill you up with his come,” he groaned. I felt the first splashes of his hot come spill inside me, and that was enough to pitch me over the edge.

      “Mr. Decker!” I screamed, my inner muscles clenching around him, milking his cock of every drop as I shuddered and bucked beneath him.

      Mr. Decker pulled his cock out of my oversensitive pussy and collapsed on the bed next to me. His seed mixed with my own juices dripped out of me, making a mess of the bedspread. After a few long moments, Mr. Decker sat up and grabbed my shirt from where it laid on the floor. Thrusting it into my hands, he said "Put that on and make yourself look presentable. We're going out to the library, and I want you to sit there with my come dripping down your thighs. I want you to think about what will happen when that come starts growing inside you."

      I shivered at the image and rushed to obey.
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        * * *

      

      The library was almost empty this time of the evening. Students regularly sat with the teachers, especially when getting study help, so even if someone had noticed us sitting next to each other, no one would bat an eye. The entire time I was aware with every step of the mess covering my thighs. I wondered if everyone around me could smell that I was freshly fucked.

      There were a few students, and we sat side by side at a table in the corner. I barely remember what book we were pretending to read because my mind could only focus on one thing. I just fucked my teacher and I desperately wanted to do it again. My jaw hurt and my well-used pussy throbbed, but all I wanted to do was go back up to my room and spread myself open to be taken again and again and again.

      Mr. Decker watched me with hooded eyes, searching for any signs of regret or remorse. There were none to find. I felt Mr. Decker’s hand snake under my skirt, taking advantage of the concealing table. A seeking finger found my clit, swollen and over-stimulated, and started rubbing.

      “Mr. Decker?” I whispered. “Am I allowed to come if I can be quiet?”

      He laughed darkly. "Of course you can, my horny little girl."

      There were a few people around, completely oblivious to what Mr. Decker's fingers were doing to me under the table. A few other students came by and said hello, and Mr. Decker casually chatted with them. All the while, he never paused in his ministrations on me. When it came, the orgasm was more gentle. It rolled over me in waves, sending shudders through my body. He stroked me through the aftershocks and eased his hand out from between my legs, licking his fingers casually, just like he was licking away salt from a plate of fries.
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