
Owning Heather by Steven Seven



Genre: Erotica


Status: Completed


Published: 2019-05-17 18:17:40


Updated: 2019-05-25 05:11:47


Packaged: 2019-05-28 19:24:57


Rating: Stroke Story


Chapters: 8


Words: 37,366


Publisher: storiesonline.net


Summary: I had no trouble drawing 30-year-old druggie Donna into my orbit with sex and money and a dribble of drugs. I literally saved her life. Donna was raising her 14-year-old daughter Heather alone. The girl had the same blue eyes, pure white skin, and golden blonde hair as her mother. First I became the sexual Master of Donna and then Heather. Now I own Heather completely. In the beginning, I kept the girl exclusively for my own use. Then I began sharing the young beauty with her schoolteacher.






Chapter 1


	
I hate drugs. I hate what they do to people who can’t resist them. I hate drugs for what they do to families. I hate drugs for what they did to Donna, the mother of young Heather. I hate what Donna did to young Heather.

But I can’t be a hypocrite. I’ve used drugs myself. Mild ones like marijuana. Psychedelics. A couple of other drugs, once or twice. But I could take them or leave them. They never ruled my life.

What did rule my life was sex. And I was pretty good at it. I had no trouble drawing broken-down, 30-year-old, blonde druggie Donna into my orbit with sex. I literally saved her life. She had been raising Heather alone ever since the girl’s father had abandoned them before Heather had reached her first birthday. By the time I came along, Donna was in poor shape. I had a good job and money in the bank. I knew how to cook and how to manage a life. Which is more than could be said of Donna. She was still pretty, but Donna had seen better days because of her use of every sort of drug that came her way.

I helped Donna get a job as a waitress in a 24-hour diner. It didn’t pay much. But it kept her out of the house so I could have my way with Heather.

Pretty, sad, sweet young Heather. Soft, pure, virgin, 14-year-old Heather. The girl had the same blue eyes and pure white skin as her mother. She had the same golden blonde hair. Heather probably looked like her mother Donna had when she was young and innocent. Donna had fairly well screwed up her own life due to drugs. She was a neglectful and resentful mother towards young Heather. I saw the situation immediately the first time Donna brought me home. It was exactly what I was looking for.

You see, much as I enjoy sex with women, I like it even better with young girls. Especially young girls around Heather’s age. Still just a couple of years into puberty. Still just a little girl, really. Still innocent. And perfectly ripe for me to use and abuse sexually. If I could work things out just right to keep her mother in line and out of the way.

I’ve done this before. Come to the rescue of a single mom with a cute, young teenage daughter. Made myself indispensable to the mom. Become the trusted great white father-figure of the daughter. Brought the girl along, step by step, until I had her where I want her: trusting, dependent, vulnerable. And then raped her. Not brutally. Not by force. Rape only in the sense that it’s illegal for a grown man to have sex with a teenage girl. But I made her ok with it. I bent her to my will gently, yet persistently. Oh, sometimes I might have to raise my voice. Sometimes I had to be the stern Daddy. Stern but loving. That’s when I would make it clear that she had to do what I wanted because I was in charge. And she had to please me. For her own good. Yes, I would make the girl believe that she OWED me sex. Only later in the process (much later) would I make it clear that, not only did the girl owe me, but I OWNED HER.

I’m getting ahead of myself here. Let me pull back to the early days. The days when Donna first started working the night shift as a waitress. Those early nights when I was alone with 14-year-old Heather. The nights when I began having my way with her. The beginnings of my wonderful sexual training and abuse of the precious blonde girl. The days when her blue eyes gazed up at me and she said “Yes, Daddy” to everything I ever wanted to do with a young teenage girl.

I began with Heather as I had begun with all the other young girls I had seduced and eventually commanded. We began with hugging, snuggling, and intimate touching. I made her sit on my lap in her pajamas while I wore my bathrobe with nothing beneath it. We watched something on the TV. I usually chose an old movie suitable for young teens. Something without violence or sex. Often a very old Disney film. Usually a film with a pretty young blonde girl in it. Heather would sit in my lap and rest her head against my chest. I would stroke her long blonde hair. I gave her soft kisses. I touched her chest, her crotch, and her bottom. At this early stage, I did not yet put my hand inside her clothing. I rubbed her from the outside. If she tried to resist or brush my hand away, I rebuked her. “Now, now, young girl” I would say in the tone of a parent in charge “you have to let me do this. It makes me happy. You’ll come to like it too. With practice. This is what a young girl must do for her Daddy. And I’m your Daddy now.”

I kissed the girl on the pure white skin of her face, pecking her cheeks with soft kisses as I brushed my fingers through her long blonde hair. Then I settled my mouth on her lips. With a little practice, though, Heather became quite a good young kisser. Her lips were incredibly soft. I liked gently nibbling on them. I taught her to do the same to me. Then I worked my tongue inside her young mouth. The mouth of a teenage girl has such a sweetness to it. I could never be sure I wasn’t imagining it, but Heather’s mouth always tasted of flowers and honey to me.

Every night that her mother was at work for the first week, Heather sat on my lap and we kissed and touched one another. At this early stage, I ran my hands over the tops of her pajamas. I let her keep her young body covered. My bathrobe was a different story, though. I opened the front and make her touch my chest. My erect penis had already been bumping against her bottom. With my robe open to expose myself, I made the girl look at my penis and touch it. I pointed to all its parts and named them. I told Heather which parts were most tender and which were the most fun for me. I made her touch the shaft of my penis, the head of it, and the sensitive area beneath the head. I made her touch my testicles, and caress them. Her soft young hands felt amazing.

The girl had been somewhat hesitant at first. But through a combination of cajolery and parental authority, I made the 14-year-old blonde touch every inch of my dick and my balls. Although I wanted to go much further, it was still too early for that. Heather was in her first stage of sexual training. Her real sexual abuse had not even begun yet. We were still in the preliminary kissing and fondling stage. I had to be patient.

Some guys would have taught the young girl to give them a handjob already. Not me. Not yet, anyway. Truth to tell, I don’t really care for handjobs. They’re only necessary for basic training purposes. When I get to do exactly what I like, I only stick my dick inside a girl. I only use a young girl’s mouth, cunt, and ass. Outside stuff like handjobs are only for a girl’s introductory training. Fucking the young girl’s cunt, ass, and mouth were my real goal. But we weren’t at that entry stage yet.

In those first few weeks, Heather did transition from me being the only one naked to the young girl being naked too. We did this when I insisted that Heather needed to take a bath every evening. On the first bathing night, I sat outside next to the tub and helped her wash. I was entranced by Heather’s pure white skin and the pale pink color of her young nipples. The light patch of golden pubic hair above her cunt was enchanting. The snowy white roundness of her buttocks was delightful. When I made the girl spread her butt cheeks and expose the pale pink star of her young anus, I almost raped her anally right then and there.

But I held myself in check. I was practically shaking with desire. Yet I controlled my lust and merely washed the girl down from head to toe with a soft bath sponge. Heather’s legs and feet were not to be ignored, either. I don’t have any special attraction to feet. However, I know how to give a good massage, and how important the feet are to that process. I stroked the girl’s legs and massaged her water-softened feet. She practically melted in my arms after that.

I always insists that we kiss, just as we had been doing on the previous nights this week. As Heather grew comfortable with her nightly baths, I took to running my hands all over her body. I gently tweaked her pink nipples. I touched and spread the outer lips of her young cunt then ran my fingertip lightly up the slit between them. Turning to her rear end, I ran a finger-tip softly around her lovely anus. With her buttocks, I was more firm. I squeezed and patted and slapped those beautiful white globes as I kissed Heather’s lips. Then gently but insistently I thrust my tongue into the girl’s mouth.

When the bath was over, I dried her. Then I wrapped the girl in a towel and led Heather by the hand to the bedroom where I removed my robe. We lay together, naked, kissing and hugging one another. I gazed into the limpid pools of her blue eyes. I began to finger the girl’s clitoris and vagina. Despite herself, Heather began to experience a pleasure she had never known before.

We kissed a while longer. Then my lips departed from hers and I kissed my way down her neck to her flat chest. I gently sucked on each of her well-formed pink nipples. I kissed Heather’s belly and then down to her lower abdomen until I reached her crotch. I sniffed at her pubic hair and her moistened girl slit. Then I began to use my tongue on her clit and on her slit. I used all the skill I had developed with women and young girls over many years. Heather grabbed at my head air as I licked her young cunt. The young girl’s hips writhed as she moaned in pleasure. I ran one finger around the Heather’s swollen young clit as my tongue lapped at her juicy cunt.

“Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” Heather cried out in joy as my finger and tongue gave the 14-year-old blonde beauty her first orgasm.

Afterward, we lay together cuddling and laughing. I kissed her deeply. Heather tasted her own girl cunt juices from my mouth for the first time. After a while, I told her that it was her turn to give me the kind of pleasure I had just given her. So I put Heather through her paces with giving me a handjob. As I said, I am not a fan of the handjob. Nevertheless, in the beginning it’s a necessary thing for a young girl to learn by hand how to stimulate a man’s penis. She must see how an erection rises and how a man ejaculates. The girl must see how much pleasure this gives a man. And she must learn how to honor a man’s semen.

Since this was the first time that I allowed Heather to work her 14-year-old hands on my penis, she was clearly a bit frightened. I assured her it was all OK. I guided her young hands. I even showed her a porno video from my collection. It showed a girl her age giving a proper handjob. So Heather was not surprised the first time my penis spat semen at her.

Now there’s another thing about me that is rather particular. I do not like wasting my semen on a girl’s face or body. My cum must go inside the young girl. Into her mouth, cunt, or asshole. But since we were still in the first few weeks of Heather’s sexual training, it was still too early to cum inside her. Nevertheless, when her young hands worked me up and made me ejaculate onto both of us, I instructed her carefully but firmly what she must do next: Eat it. Lick it up and eat it. I told her to use her tongue to lick the cum from my body and swallow it. Then I used my fingers to wipe my semen off the Heather’s body and put it into her mouth. I made Heather eat every drop of my cum.

Very few young girls like the taste of semen. That’s ok. It doesn’t matter whether they like it or not. I demand they eat it, and I will not compromise on that. Heather was typical in her distaste for cum. That didn’t stop me from forcing her to eat it. I began by giving her a stern order. Then I slapped her naked ass when she dawdled. I told Heather that a good girl always eats her Daddy’s cum. And I am now her Daddy. Reluctantly, she agreed. Heather ate all of my cum that first night. And she would go on to eat it every time after that. She had no choice.

As we lay together skin to skin on that night when Heather had had her first orgasm and she had first given me one, our mouths were redolent of the juices and ejaculates of sex. I kept one hand on the girl’s ass. Gently but insistently, I rubbed the girl’s anus until I had pushed one fingertip into the young girl’s asshole. “See” I said, “this is another special place where we’ll enjoy ourselves.” Then I pushed in a little deeper. Heather’s anus was so tight and her asshole was so small. I smiled to myself at the thought of what it would be like when the time came for me to fuck Heather up the ass.

But that time was not yet, I thought. First Heather should learn to give me a proper, cum-swallowing blowjob. That would be tomorrow’s lesson.




Donna began to suspect that something was going on between Heather and me. A woman can sense these things. Especially a mother. But Donna needed me. She could not afford to live on her meager earnings as a waitress. I paid most of the bills. I kept both Donna and her daughter fed. They lived in my house. If I kicked them out, Donna and Heather would be homeless. Besides, I also kept Donna well-fucked and I doled out small amounts of drugs so she wouldn’t get totally strung out. Donna wanted my dick and my drugs and my warm, comfortable house more than she cared about her daughter. The sad reality was that Donna didn’t care much about her daughter anyway, or what happened to the girl. Donna knew I would care for her and her daughter better than Donna herself would alone. So I fucked the mother just enough to keep her happy, and gave her just enough drugs to keep her from going off the reservation. I also began ramping up a series of mind control techniques that I had used successfully in the past with other mothers of young girls. This was made easier in this case by Donna’s attitude. For her part, Donna seemed to prefer ignoring whatever I was doing for her daughter. Most nights, she left young Heather to me, to do with as I pleased. And what pleased me was to sexually exploit and abuse Heather for all the pretty young girl was worth. And she was worth a lot!

On this evening, after Donna, Heather, and I had finished eating the dinner I had prepared, I told Donna that Heather and I would wash the dishes while she got ready for work. Donna put on her waitress uniform, then came downstairs again. She gave me a kiss. Then Donna told her daughter “Do whatever Steven says. Remember, he’s your Daddy now. Don’t disobey him!”

As soon as Donna was gone, I said to Heather “OK. Tonight is for some special kissing.”

Last night I had licked Heather’s cunt and fingered her clit to her first orgasm. Today I would begin showing the girl some instructional porn videos. These were specially made teen-lover versions designed to teach a girl all the basics of oral, vaginal, and anal sex. They were non-threatening, cheerful, and encouraging. The hebephiles who made them knew a lot about girl psychology. The video only used the most benign clips of young girls taking the penis of a grown man into their mouths, their cunts, and their young assholes. The girls were well-practiced, so there was no crying, no distress, and no damage to their young bodies. Heather was fascinated by what she saw. No doubt a bit frightened, too. But in my experience of using these videos with other young girls in the past, the videos were enormously helpful in preparing a girl for her upcoming sexual abuse and exploitation. They took a quite a lot of the fear away.

There’s no question in my mind that every young teenage girl should learn to suck a grown man’s dick and swallow his cum at the earliest possible stage. Some might say that at her age, Heather was getting a bit of a late start. Giving a proper blowjob is the most important job any girl will ever have. So she’d better start learning and practicing while she’s still a young teen. Practice makes perfect, after all!

I pointed Heather to my favorite chair in the living room. The child heaved a sigh of resignation. She was already getting used to the sexual abuse I was inflicting on her. I sat down in the chair and the girl sat in my lap. I pulled her blonde head toward me and began kissing her soft white cheek. Heather was such a pretty girl. Beautiful, really. Her blue eyes were dazzling. When she grew up, Heather could easily become a movie star someday. She had a natural sensuality. If I hadn’t started sexually abusing the girl at 14, she would probably have grown up to be a sexually confident young woman. You know the type. That might well have happened if she hadn’t fallen into my hands; the hands of a hebephile. I fast-tracked the girl into hardcore sex early. So now she’ll probably grow up into a slut with deep issues. Or maybe she’ll be scared of sex when she remembers my big penis getting shoved into her young holes and stretching them beyond belief. But what do I care? Heather will just have to deal with it. The young bitch is dynamite. I’ll get everything I possibly can out of her while I have the chance.

Heather turned her head slightly towards me. I gave her an approving smile and said “Yeah, that’s better.” I kissed her young mouth. The girl’s lips were a natural pink, without any lipstick. Yet Heather’s lips were also surprisingly prominent and full for such a young girl, unlike most of the other young teens I had had, whose lips tended to be very thin. And yet she was still only 14-years-old.

“OK” I said “now just let me set you straight, little girl. Don’t resist anything I do with you tonight. You’ve seen all the basic videos. We’re going to pace ourselves and do everything you saw over the days to come. Just relax and go with it. Never say no to anything. And never try to stop me from doing anything to you. Don’t even try. It’ll all go easier for you and you’ll feel better if you just do what I tell you. Understand?”

Heather responded to my question with a resigned and sullen “Yes, Daddy.”

I kissed her. “Good girl” I said. “After we’ve practiced everything for a while, you’ll really start to like it. You’ll be surprised. Young girls even start asking for these things” I lied. Very, very few girls ever asked for sex at age 14. But the rare ones who do are precious gems. They are the pearls that every teen-lover longs to own.

I told Heather to show me how she’ll cooperate with me. She responded to my command by turning her head to face me and putting on an insincere smile. I took her head in a two-handed grip and lifted her face to mine. The girl’s mouth fell open for me to kiss. I puckered my lips and engaged in the delightfully taboo art that is kissing. Here I was, a full-grown man, kissing a 14-year-old blonde girl as if she were an adult woman. I was turning young Heather into a woman at an early age. What a delight!

I slid one hand behind her sleek blonde head. Then I burrowed my adult tongue into the girl’s warm, moist, sweet young mouth. Heather surely felt the bulge of my erect penis pressing on her thigh through her jeans. She must have known by now that my dick would be coming out soon, and her own clothes would be becoming off. After a few minutes of kissing, with some occasional strokes to brush strands of blonde hair away from her face, it was time to go to the next phase.

“OK young girl” I said “it’s time to get undressed now.”

Sometimes she asked me what we were going to do next; which of the sex acts she had watched in the teen-lover training videos. Not this time. The girl didn’t even bother. Maybe she sensed from my mood it was going to be one of the more dirty things. And she was right. After the girl and I had removed all our clothing, the young blonde climbed back into my lap again. I aligned her naked white girl-body with my naked man-body. I placed her facing me with her knees widely astride my thighs. In this position, I resumed kissing her mouth and face. I caressed her head. I told her to put a hand on my penis and stroke it lightly. Meanwhile, I ran my hands all over her body before focusing all my attention on her tender young bottom. At my command, Heather handled my cock by lightly squeezing and stroking, but not a full-on handjob. At the same time, I fondled the girl’s soft young white ass cheeks. My first few gropes and strokes of her teen buttocks soon progressed into her butt crack. Gently but firmly, I began inserting my middle finger against the 14-year-old’s anus.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” Heather said between sucked in breaths. I continued applying finger pressure to get through the girl’s anus until I felt the tight rubbery give of her outer sphincter. With additional pressure, my finger pushing its way into the teenager’s asshole.

“Ahh!” I said. “There we go. My finger is in your pretty young asshole now, Heather. That’s nice. It’s good. Don’t worry; you’ll get used to it.”

I nibbled on her ear. Heather was grimacing at having her anus penetrated by my finger. She lurched upward slightly as my finger progressed further up the girl’s asshole all the way to my second knuckle. It felt so good to have my finger lodged in the young girl’s warm, tight, rectal gateway. “Relax, Heather. Don’t worry about it. Just concentrate on holding my dick.”

As I probed Heather’s rectum with my finger, she gripped my penis. I sighed with pleasure as I mused on why I loved molesting young girl assholes so much. How much I did it with any particular girl varied, though. I probably would not have done it half as much with this one if Heather’s face had not been so achingly pretty. Of course, the range of female body types has a lot of variety.

Heather squirmed. Her flinching became more vocal. “OK, hold on” I said. Apparently, having my dry finger up her ass was irritating the girl’s tight sphincter muscles. The inner one was the problem today. Maybe it was sensitive from a recent shit or something. I pulled my finger out of Heather’s asshole and made her get off me so I could check both my finger and her anus. The white skin of my finger looked clean enough, without any brown shit streaks or red blood. Heather’s anus was not torn or bleeding. Anyway, before resuming finger-buttfucking the girl, I went off to retrieve the lube.

When I returned, we got back into position with me sitting in my favorite chair and Heather straddling my legs while facing me. I kissed her face as I rubbed lube into her ass crack and anus. Now my finger could easily glide past the girl’s tight anal sphincter muscles. It was better for the girl, too. Heather didn’t wince, or squeak, or frown as much. Pretty soon I had my middle finger back up the girl’s rectum, finger-fucking her all the way up to my base knuckle. The child had taken my finger as far up her asshole as it could do. After a couple of minutes of this, I switched to my index finger. It was easier to get the entire length of that finger inside the girl’s asshole with room to spare. Even so, just putting my big hand in Heather’s ass crack caused her young buttocks to part. This took away the roundness of her ass shape. For her, it was much like sitting on a toilet. As I finger buttfucked the girl’s rectum, I imagined my fingertip could feel the first bend in her colon. It was hot and squishy up there. I knew that someday I would get my dick so far up the girl’s rectum that I would enter her colon. That was my idea of the ultimate anal conquest.

All the while as I fingered Heather’s asshole, I kissed her forehead, nose, cheeks, and mouth. Her small soft hand remained coiled around my erect penis. If this went on my longer, I would be ejaculating while my finger was up the girl’s rectum. But then another urge took over. “OK sweetheart” I said, “get up and turn around.”

Heather knew this was an instruction to turn around and sit with her back to me. The girl sat on my hairy crotch. Actually, the 14-year-old would soon be impaled on my 6-inch dick. Ass-fucking the young girl would be the most difficult thing Heather had yet experienced at my hands. It was going to happen sooner or later as part of my ongoing sexual abuse of the girl. Already on previous night Heather and I had practiced with my dick rubbing up and down in her butt crack. Tonight my penis would finally penetrate the girl anally. Now it was time for Heather’s first buttfuck.

I hoisted Heather by her armpits. I had previously shown her all the teen-lover training videos. She knew about a man putting his dick into every single one of a young girl’s holes. So my intent tonight was obvious. Heather understood that I wanted my dick up her asshole.

“Come on, Heather” I gasped. She was getting quite heavy. “You can do it, sweetheart. Relax. Just let it go in. Let Daddy’s dick go up your pretty young ass.”

I shuffled myself in the chair to adjust my position as I maneuvered the exquisite young teenage girl into her first ass-fuck. I supported her weight as my dick met the girl’s pink anus, to ease my own discomfort as much as anything. I felt my cock head pushing in her. I knew that the lube plus the extreme rigidity of my erection plus Heather’s anal elasticity would make entry into her rectum possible. Sure enough, as the young blonde beauty let out a whine of protest, the first inch of my dick suddenly lurched into Heather’s asshole. At that point, I could let gravity do the work. I released her armpits. In a reflex action against her discomfort, Heather put her hands down on the chair arms to support herself. I smiled at this, but Heather couldn’t see me with her back to turned toward me. The first anal entry of my dick into a young girl’s rectum was always a memorable experience. It certainly was for this young blonde beauty getting buttfucked, as well for me. Heather would remember the moment I first buttfucked her for the rest of her life.

“Don’t lift off,” I said. My dick was positively throbbing as I sodomized girl’s pure white ass. I pulled down steadily on her shoulders, forcing my penis deeper into the girl’s young rectum. “We’re nearly done.”

Heather’s young girl asshole was so tight! It felt like her anal sphincters and young rectum could almost cut my penis in half. I enjoyed the hot grip of her stretched asshole for several more seconds. And then, as my balls roiled with rising cum, I vocalized my joy.

“Yeah! Yeah, young bitch!” I cried out as I shot loads of cum into the 14-year-old’s rectum. During the joy of my orgasmic release, I sank my head back and closed my eyes. I lowered my hands from Heather’s shoulders to the small breast mounds on her chest for an urgent grope of the girl’s nipples. As the tingle of my ejaculation continued for several more seconds, I pinched and tweaked Heather’s pink nipples. I opened my eyes. Heather turned her head. Her deep blue eyes looked at me over her shoulder. She kept pulling faces of deep discomfort, but didn’t cry. “Good young bitch!” I exclaimed in pleasure. “Good girl. Good young girl, Heather. That was a good buttfuck. We’re going to be doing this a lot from now on.”

Heather frowned at me. I smiled back at her. The girl turned away from me. I had to stop myself from laughing at her helplessness. Heather had learned by now that she could not prevent me from using her sexually in any way that pleased me. She knew that if I wanted to buttfuck her again, I would do it whenever I wanted. Her ass was mine, all mine!

My cock twitched with the relief inside Heather’s narrow rectum. I resisted the temptation to thrust hard up the girl’s asshole. Heather’s pained reactions and my experience in buttfucking other young girls told me I was at the limit of what this girl could take at this stage without physical injury. As it was, Heather might have a few small tears in her anus and rectum. Those would heal of their own accord in a few days. And the girl will certainly feel sore when sitting down tomorrow. Also, my cum will take about three days for all traces drain away from the young girl’s asshole. This is a useful fact to remember, in case my activities ever came under suspicion.

After a couple of minutes, I lifted Heather off my penis. I breathed one last, long sigh of satisfaction. The girl was indeed a good young buttfuck. And I was satisfied for the moment. But by no means was I done for the night. I had begun the evening only intending to finger Heather’s asshole as foreplay for my own enjoyment. My real plan was to make the girl suck me off and swallow my cum. I had only played with her anally to turn me on first. Playing with the 14-year-old’s ass was meant to be such a turn-on that I could quickly cum in her mouth later as soon as she started sucking me. At this stage of my ongoing sexual abuse of Heather, the key lesson for tonight was supposed to be teaching the girl how to take my cock in her mouth, suck me off, and swallow my cum. But I got so distracted by the joys of the young girl’s sexy white ass that I simply had to buttfuck her. Nevertheless, I was not giving up entirely on my original plan. Heather had now been sodomized, but she had not yet been face-fucked. And I was still determined to make that face-fuck happen. My young anal sweetheart was about to become my young oral sweetheart. My precious young 14-year-old blonde beauty was going to suck her pretend-Daddy’s dick and swallow his cum before she went to sleep for the night.

I took Heather by the hand. I led the naked girl upstairs to her bedroom. She was preparing to put on her pajamas when I stopped her. “We’re going to lay together naked, sweetheart” I said. “We’re not done for the night. In about an hour I’ll be ready to cum again. And this time I’m going to cum in your mouth. And you’re going to eat my cum, just like you do after you give me a handjob.”

Heather did not look happy about this. But she is a very obedient young girl. All she said was “Are you going to wash first? Your dick, I mean. It was up my ass. It smells.”

She was right, of course. My dick was redolent of the girl’s ass aroma. Much as I love getting dirty ass-to-mouth blowjobs from young girls (or adult women), I usually had them prepare ahead of time by taking an enema to clean out their bowels. (Most of the time, anyway.) Since Heather had not had an enema before I sodomized her, my penis was festooned with some young streaks and blobs of the girl’s shit.

“Yes, of course” I said to Heather. “I’ll wash my penis before I put it in your mouth.” I leaned down and kissed the young blonde on her forehead. “I always wash my penis after I buttfuck a girl and before I put it into her mouth” I lied.

Before heading to the bathroom, I went back downstairs and gathered up our clothing and put it back where it belonged. Then I went to the bathroom and washed up. By the time I returned to Heather’s bedroom, the naked girl was huddled under the covers. I slipped in beside her and spooned my body against her back. I ran one white but hairy hand over her perfect, young snow-white body. I was tempted to lodge my dick between the girl’s ass cheeks, but decided to resist that temptation. She was still a bit dirty down there. I would have to clean her later. For now, I placed one hand on her chest, grasping one of Heather’s nipples between my fingers. I kissed her on the neck. Then we simply relaxed for a while.

Sure enough, as I’d predicted, an hour later my dick was hard again. I nudged Heather to wake her up. “Wakey-wakey, darling” I said. “It’s time to give Daddy a nice blowjob.”

Heather rolled over and faced me. She rubbed her blue eyes and yawned. “Do I have to?” she asked plaintively.

“Yes, you have to” I replied. “A good girl always sucks her Daddy whenever he wants her to. And she always swallows his cum. You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy” my young property said.

I smiled. How cute! Heather’s sexual enslavement was coming along very nicely. She seldom resisted me anymore. Heather went along with very little complaint no matter what sorts of sexual abuse I inflicted on her now. The precious 14-year-old blonde beauty was now mine to do with whatever I pleased.

To begin her oral service to me, Heather followed the handjob procedure she had performed on me before. She took my penis into both her hands. She kissed it. But this was no handjob tonight. I reminded her of the teen-lover porn training videos I had shown her. The blonde girl opened her mouth and engulfed the head of my penis. This was Heather’s first time with my dick in her mouth. She used her tongue to lick the underside of my dick while she sucked me, just as she had been instructed by the teen-lover porn video. The pretty young thing began giving me a surprising good blowjob for a first-timer. I moaned with pleasure as her full lips, warm mouth, and silky tongue pleasured me. I stroked Heather’s golden hair. She sucked my swollen cock, bobbing her head on it, just as in the videos. I moaned and whispered sweet nothings. I rested one hand on Heather’s head while she sucked my dick. Soon I was so aroused, I couldn’t resist doing more. I grabbed the girl’s blonde head with both hands. I began thrusting into the young girl’s mouth, face-fucking her for the first time. Heather seemed somewhat alarmed at first. Then I reminded her it was just like in the videos. She relaxed a bit. I continued to fuck her pretty face. She continued to lick and suck my dick. We were working as a team now.

Heather’s first blowjob only lasted a few minutes. But it was wonderful. Heather sucked and licked and sucked until I couldn’t hold back any longer. She must have tasted my pre-cum. She knew what was coming next. She must have remembered the video instruction. Heather quickened the pace of her licking and sucking as I face-fucked her more rapidly.

“I’m cumming, Heather!” I yelled. “I’m cumming in your mouth!” I ejaculated load after load of semen into the 14-year-old’s mouth. The sweet young blonde gulped down my cum. She did it just as I and the teen-lover video had instructed her. Amazingly for a first-timer, Heather swallowed every last drop of my cum without spilling any.

After she had finished swallowing my cum, Heather began to pull away. I stopped her. I held the girl’s head to prevent her removing my penis from her mouth. “Oh, no, no” I said forcefully. “The blowjob isn’t over until I say it’s over, Heather. You have to keep my dick in your mouth until I’m ready to pull it out. I want you to fall asleep with my dick in your mouth.”

Heather seemed somewhat unhappy about this. But she was an obedient young girl. By this point in my ongoing sexual abuse and enslavement of the girl, she was under my power and she knew it. Heather ceased trying to eject my penis from her mouth. We both fell asleep with my now-satisfied, flaccid penis resting happily in the girl’s mouth. When I woke up almost an hour later, my dick was still in Heather’s mouth. I gently withdrew it.

I got out of bed and I walked down the hall to the master bedroom. Donna would be home in a few hours, asking for sex and drugs. She had to offer me sex before I would give her the tiny daily drug dose I allowed her. However, Donna knew that I was not always interested in fucking her these days. She had probably guessed why. But I didn’t care and apparently neither did she. Donna didn’t care what happened to Heather just so long as I kept the girl fed and going to school. As for Donna herself, she was always ready, willing, and able to give me oral sex, or vaginal sex, or anal sex, in whatever combination I might want, at the drop of a hat. Donna had no limits.

However, most nights nowadays I would usually only finger her cunt and rub Donna’s clit to an orgasm while I sucked her enormous tits, and then allow her to give me a blowjob. She always complied. Donna had no trouble sucking me off and swallowing my cum. She seemed to think it was the least she could do for me, considering how generous I was to her. Should I allow her to suck me off tonight?

I suddenly had a thought. It made me smile. I’d love to have Donna suck me off after I had buttfucked her daughter and without washing my dick first. It would be a real thrill for me to make Donna give me a dirty ass-to-mouth blowjob while her young girl’s shit was still clinging to my dick. Donna would taste Heather’s anal flavor while she sucked me. What a degrading treat!

Donna would probably guess where that shitty flavor came from really quick. Would she care? Maybe. Or maybe not. Heather was not the only female I was training at accept sexual abuse and degradation. I was also taking Donna down the road to her own sexual debasement.

I smiled as I considered how I might arrange to buttfuck Heather and then get Donna to suck me off and swallow everything. It might be too soon to try such a thing just yet. But I was going to make it happen eventually. The sexual enslavement of this mother/daughter pair was my ultimate goal. I was determined to control and own both of them!

	
	
	

Chapter 2


	
For weeks at a time my treatment of Heather alternated between extremes. Some days I was extremely sweet and kind: I treated Heather to simple pleasures, gentle hugs, fun outings, small gifts, and her favorite foods. Then for several days I was brutally exploitative: I used Heather sexually in very crude ways to satisfy my lusts.

On those days of extreme exploitation, I tended to use Heather either orally or anally. On the days when I used her anally, I spent a lot of time playing with her pretty young creamy white butt before fucking it. First, I made sure Heather had bathed beforehand. I liked her fresh, clean, natural aroma after she had bathed. She smelled so good when I kissed and licked her bottom. Her young girl butt cheeks were like snow-white flower petals, soft and tender. I kissed and squeezed them before spreading them apart to reveal the tiny pink treasure nestled between them. Leaning down to that anal treasure, I would sniff, and kiss, and lick Heather’s pretty young pink anus. I had so much fun exploring the 14-year-old’s ass! I used my fingers and my tongue to probe her asshole before I got around to the main event of ass-fucking the girl. Oh, how I adored raping Heather’s young ass! On anal days, I often raped the girl’s young asshole 2 or even 3 times. To prolong my pleasure, sometimes I held back from cumming on the first or second buttfuck. Restraining myself this way built up quite an erotic charge. When I finally buttfucked the girl to the point of orgasm, my ejaculation was massive. Cumming inside young Heather’s rectum was one of the two best types of fucks in my book.

Oral was the other best type of fuck. On oral days, I made Heather suck my dick several times each day. Some of these blowjobs were concluded with me cumming in the girl’s mouth and her swallowing my semen. Other blowjobs were short quickies without ejaculation. These blowjobs were mostly for the fun of using the girl’s mouth and exercising my dominance over her. I made Heather suck me many times on each of those days, but for only a couple of minutes each time. These brief oral violations of the beautiful, blonde 14-year-old girl were for training purposes. Heather had to learn to suck me on command – no questions asked. Early in her oral training, I had to tell the child what I wanted her to do. Then I would shove my dick into Heather’s mouth and make her suck me. After several days of this, late in Heather’s oral training, she knew the drill and responded immediately. All I had to do then was simply snap my fingers, point to my crotch, and my pretty blonde girl sex slave would drop to her knees, unzip my pants, withdraw my penis, and begin sucking it. I sometimes did this and made her perform oral sex on me 10 or 12 times per day before finally letting the girl suck me off and swallow my cum.

When I did finally cum in Heather’s mouth, she swallowed gratefully. Of course the girl was grateful: Heather knew that after I had ejaculated in her mouth I would probably not sexually abuse her again that day. After several days of this, I took Heather to the next level: I introduced the girl to forced deep-throating. Heather struggled the first few times I raped her throat. I didn’t care. Her resistance was futile. I told her that she had to learn to accept this and to cooperate with it. Day after day, I raped Heather’s throat deeply and without let-up while her blue eyes ran with tears and she made the most delightful choking and gagging sounds. I always ejaculated down the beautiful child’s throat with great pleasure. Soon enough she came to accept the fact that I would rape her throat as readily as I raped her mouth or her asshole. Heather finally gave in to being treated as my personal oral / anal whore.

So cumming inside the young Heather’s mouth, or down her throat – oral sex, in other words – was the other best kind of fuck in my book, right up there with fucking the girl’s asshole. Cumming in her rectum, and cumming in her mouth / throat, were neck-and-neck (so to speak) in the race for top spot in my teen rape Olympics.

As much as Heather disliked getting fucked up the ass, in some ways anal sex was easier for her than oral. When I raped the girl’s asshole, she only had to lay there and take it. But when I raped her mouth, Heather had to be an active participant in the event. Granted, she didn’t have to do anything when I raped the gorgeous girl’s throat deeply except survive the experience. I always ejaculated down Heather’s throat with great pleasure. She was always relieved when I finally did so. She knew then that her throat rape ordeal was over. At least for that day.

Very few 14-year-old girls could have withstood what I put Heather through on those days of intense sexual abuse. Day after day, having either her mouth or her rectum raped was very difficult. The fact that Heather survived being repeatedly raped by me and, indeed, became accustomed to it, was both amazing and delightful to me. It was a revelation, in fact. Heather’s resilience showed that beautiful child had a natural talent for allowing herself to be sexually abused in the most extreme and degrading ways. This beautiful blonde, blue-eyed girl with the snow-white face, and the good looks of a movie star had the sexual submissiveness of a gutter whore. Heather was truly the girl for me!

You may be wondering if I completely abandoned the girl’s young pussy. Not on your life! I tasted Heather’s young cunt quite often. I sniffed her snatch and licked her pretty pussy quite often. And I penetrated her vaginally while she sat in my lap on my favorite chair. We did a lot of adult-type kissing then. I treated my precious 14-year-old sex slave like a young woman then. And indeed she was a woman to me in every respect except size and age. Young girls are much better at taking commands from a man than are adult women or even older teenaged girls. If I can get a girl at the right age, I can mold her into something that few adult women ever manage to achieve: a perfectly submissive sex slave.

And that’s exactly what I was achieving with young Heather. I was molding the girl into a dynamite package of submissive, young teen sexual slavery. There was much more to our relationship than that, however. On special days, I also showed Heather my loving side. It was a very special kind of love. It was the love a father might show towards his daughter ... if he was in sexually exploitative relationship with her, that is. It was the love a man might show to the woman he was guiding and disciplining into a life of sexual servitude. It was also the love of any two people who shared an intimate sexual bond that was so very secret, and so very taboo.

Sometimes Heather and I would just lay together naked. I would caress her gorgeous young face, amazed and awed by her extreme beauty. I kissed her on the cheek. I told her how much I love her. Heather responded to these tender moments and my words of praise with real appreciation. Perhaps she merely appreciated the fact that I was not shoving my dick in her mouth, or raping her rectum, or fucking her cunt at the moment. No matter what the reason, Heather smiled when I fondled and kissed her then. I enjoyed her sweet, slightly sad smiles.

I said, “I love you, Heather.”

I treasured her response when Heather said “I love you too, Steven. You are the only Daddy I’ve ever had. And you’re the only Master I ever want to have.”

I pulled her head gently to my chest. I kissed the upper part of her forehead, at the hairline where her golden hair just began. I couldn’t be sure whether Heather really loved me or not. It’s possible for a female to fall in love with her rapist. But it’s damned rare. At any rate, I was going to keep using Heather sexually for as long as I could. I wanted to own her forever. Whether I could pull that off remained to be seen.

As we lay naked on the bed, I rested my muscular thigh over the 14-year-old’s young hip. My hairy white leg contrasted with her creamy white, smooth, bare skin. The tone of my white skin was not nearly as fair as Heather’s pure white complexion. Although my dick was leaning against Heather’s cunt, it was resting among the soft garden of her blonde pubic hair. I was not pressing my sex organ into her cunt (yet). We were just two people cuddling: an adult man laying with his teen girl sex slave, enjoying bare skin-to-skin contact. Heather was quite relaxed. The girl seemed relieved that I was not using her sexually at the moment. She smiled at me as I brushed some strands of blonde hair away from her pretty face. I gazed into Heather’s crystal blue eyes. I saw a young girl feeling comfortable in my muscular embrace. Tonight, in the moment, I was simply satisfied to feel my power in owning this child. She was my property. Mine, all mine! We chatted amiably for half an hour. I caressed her body all the while, but did not penetrate it. Heather even touched my cock gently, but did not grip or stroke it. Heather and I were bonding on a whole new level, I felt. Perhaps this is how my ownership of the girl begins to penetrate to her very soul, I thought.

Heather told me that even with all the sex stuff, I still treated her better than her mother ever had. It was true: Donna was a terrible, neglectful mother. Before I had come along, she sometimes beat Heather. I put a stop to that. I told Donna in no uncertain terms that she was never to strike Heather again, or I’d do far worse to her than she ever did to Heather. I am not a violent man by nature. But I have a temper and a physical presence that most people find intimidating. Anyone who crosses me once quickly learns never to do it again. Donna backed down and fell into line under my masculine force. In fact, it really turned her on. She went wild in bed with me on the night I stopped her from hitting Heather. Donna was under my thumb every bit as much as her daughter was. From the very start, both females were well on their way to becoming my sex slaves.

Anyway, as Heather and I lay together in our naked moment of tenderness, my profound feeling of owning her overwhelmed me with satisfaction. I knew that I could do anything I wanted with this girl, any time I chose to do it. So I decided it was time to put my young bitch back on oral sex duty for the night.

I told Heather that I loved her even more than her mother does. Then I asked, “Isn’t that so?”

“Yes, Steven” Heather agreed.

I said “So you owe me a nice blowjob now to thank me. And to finish off our lovely night. A complete blowjob. Suck me off and swallow my cum. But before you start, Heather, I want you to say ‘Yes, Daddy. I want to blow you, Daddy. Thank you for letting me blow you, Daddy.’ And then, after you suck me off and swallow my cum, I want you to say, ‘Thank you for cumming in my mouth, Daddy.’ Understand me?”

“Yes, Steven. I mean, yes Daddy” Heather said while nodding her heard in agreement. She went on to say everything I told her to say before taking my dick into her young mouth. She then began the blowjob.

“That’s it, Heather. You know how to do this, sweetie. Mmmm ... You’ve become such a good little cocksucker” I said. As the girl sucked and sucked, my arousal grew in apace.

“Faster, now Heather. Suck me faster. Bob your head up and down more. Use your tongue more” I said as I breathed more heavily. I grabbed the child’s blonde head to help her along.

“Good girl ... ugh ... good cunt-mouth ... oh, ahh ... yeah ... that’s it young, bitch ... oooh, you dirty young blowjob bitch ... yeah ... keep sucking, whore ... keep sucking your Daddy ... keep blowing me ... keep sucking me ... keep sucking, you little blowjob whore bitch” I said in between gasps.

“Here it comes ... here it comes, bitch ... your Daddy is going to cum in your mouth ... your Owner is going to fuck your pretty face ... AHH! AHH! AHH! Eat my cum, bitch! Swallow Daddy’s cum, you fucking whore! YES! Yes, my young cunt-mouth whore. Eat it! Eat every drop of your Owner Daddy’s cum” I said as I ejaculated into the mouth of my precious 14-year-old blonde sex slave. Heather quickly gulped down my cum. She kept swallowing until she had eaten every single sperm I’d ejaculated into the child’s mouth.

Heather knew from the earlier oral training I’d been giving her that the blowjob was not over just because I had cum in her mouth and she had swallowed all my cum. She gazed up at me, with some tears in her crystal blue eyes from the forceful face-fucking she had just experienced. Heather was waiting for a sign; the sign of permission that she was allowed to remove my penis from her mouth. I brushed some blonde hair away from one side of her face. Heather’s tongue continued its languid, post-ejaculatory licking of the underside of my penis. I nodded my head and smiled as I said, “You may stop sucking now.”

The real test was now at hand. Would Heather remember what I had told her to say now? And would she say it right?

Heather allowed my penis to slip out of her mouth. She coughed a couple of times. The child wiped her mouth. She looked me in the eye. “Thank you for cumming in my mouth, Daddy” Heather said with a false smile that showed she was obeying her Owner rather than expressing genuine gratitude. That was good. It showed that Heather was putting my happiness ahead of her own. That’s how it should be. That’s how it must be between a sex slave and her Master, her Owner.

I grasped Heather’s blonde head in both my hands. Gently I guided the girl up to me until we were face to face. I kissed the girl on her mouth. Heather’s breath reeked with the smell of oral sex: the odor of my penis and my semen wafted from the 14-year-old’s mouth. Daddy’s young girl was Daddy’s young woman now.

“Good girl, Heather” I said. “Good girl. Now I’m going to give you one more reward. Put my penis back in your mouth. I want to fall asleep with it there. You should be greatly honored by this.”

Heather breathed a heavy sigh. She knew her exploitation was not over for the night; only the most intense part of it was. The girl then did as I had commanded her. She moved down to my crotch, took my penis back into her mouth, and settled down for the evening. With my now-flaccid penis inside the girl’s mouth again, I rested one hand on her blonde head and patted it gently. Within a few minutes, I was snoring.

I woke up an hour later. Heather was fast asleep. My penis was still inside the girl’s mouth. I withdrew it gently, then carefully moved the sleeping girl until she was snuggled up next to me. This was truly the beginning of next stage Heather’s complete sexual enslavement. I now owned the precious 14-year-old beauty body and soul. I knew without a shadow of a doubt that I could rape or use this girl any time I wanted, whether according to a preconceived plant or simply on a whim. My power over her was almost absolute. This was enormously gratifying. To me, at least.

We lay together naked, skin-to-skin. Heather and I stayed that way all night. It was a Friday night and Donna was away for a weekend visit with her sister out of town. I would be using Heather relentlessly while her mother was away. And then, I hoped, forever after that as well. That was my plan, at least. But life has a way of making our best plans go awry, and Heather and I were about to discover.

	
	
	

Chapter 3


	
When she was younger, Heather had been a thumb-sucker. Her mother Donna told me about it. Heather confirmed it when I asked her. In times of stress, the young blonde beauty would revert to that infantile practice occasionally. I cured her of it, permanently. I gave Heather something better than her thumb to suck on: I gave her my penis. I taught the girl that sucking my dick was a perfect substitute for sucking her thumb. My dick would give her all the comfort and reassurance she needed. I taught the 14-year-old blonde beauty to suck my dick whenever she felt stressed out. At first, I had to command her to do it. Sometimes I even forced her. But after a few weeks of mouth-rapes, the young girl learned that she was better off simply sucking my dick voluntarily. As I had promised — and to her own surprise — Heather soon found genuine psychological comfort in sucking my dick. Like a girl with a security blanket, my dick became Heather’s “security penis.” She even began asking permission to suck me. Permission was always granted. Heather became my devoted young daily cocksucker. On most days, she had my dick in her mouth several times, at all times of the day and night, for a total of three hours or more.

For most of these suck-jobs, I did not cum in Heather’s mouth. I usually only ejaculated in the girl’s mouth once per day. Usually. Sometimes more than once. On occasion the young cutie got me so turned on I fed her my cum several times. At any rate, since I was her only reliable “parent” (or whatever I was; Master is a more accurate term), Heather came to depend on me for everything good in her life. One of those good things was my “security penis.” The girl sucked me gratefully. Heather was especially grateful and honored whenever I did cum in her mouth. I had told her over and over that’s how she should feel. And eventually (thanks to certain mind control techniques I used but will not specify), the child did feel that way. Heather even told me so every time, right after she had swallowed my cum. Heather adopted the habit of always thanking me for cumming in her mouth. All of this was part of the training process. It’s part and parcel of how I turned Heather into my personal little girl sex slave.

As I said, for the last several weeks as I trained Heather to serve me, I had my penis in the girl’s mouth every day. I wanted the young girl to feel loved and wanted and safe and secure. The best way to do that was to make sure she sucked on her “security penis” every day, as many times per day as possible. Since her mother Donna worked the night shift at the diner, the mother was asleep during most of the day. This gave Heather the chance to suck my penis first thing in the morning, and again before she left for school, and again as soon as she came home from school, and again before dinner, and again after dinner, and then as many more times as we had time for.

Do you have any idea how good it feels to have virtually unlimited use of a girl’s mouth like that? Especially such a beautiful, blonde, blue-eyed, creature as Heather? Let me tell you, it was sheer bliss!

In the morning, I would go to Heather’s bedroom naked. I woke her up by pressing my penis to her lips. The girl immediately opened her mouth, yawned, and then promptly began enjoying her morning suck of her “security penis.” I kept this first suck-job of the day deliberately short; Heather and I still had our morning wash to do. Heather rose from bed, stripped off her pajamas, and we walked together naked to the bathroom, where we entered the shower. As the warm water rained down on us, I bent down and kissed Heather on the mouth. Then I knelt and fondled her body from head to toe. I examined the girl closely, inspecting Heather’s 14-year-old, pure white body as if I were checking out a piece of my personal property. Which was, in fact, what I was doing. Heather belonged to me, and she knew that just as well as I did. I examined Heather’s pink nipples, her slim waist, her young hips, her belly, her coltish legs, and her lightly-haired cunt. Then I turned the girl around and examined her pure white butt cheeks before spreading them to inspect her pink, wrinkled anus. I kissed each part of her body as I inspected it. This always pleased Heather. It made her feel wanted and loved. And she was all of that!

After the daily shower, I dried off quickly then tossed on a bathrobe while Heather took more time to prepare herself, including drying her hair, combing it, and dressing in her private school uniform of white blouse, green skirt, and white knee socks. (I paid all of Heather’s school fees. Her mother could never have afforded it.) As Heather did those things, I prepared breakfast in the kitchen. We ate together and chatted about this and that. After she finished eating, Heather gazed at me expectantly. She was waiting for a signal from me. When I finally snapped my fingers and pointed to me crotch, Heather smiled. She crawled under the table, opened my bathrobe, withdrew my dick, and took it into her warm young mouth. Heather gratefully sucked her security penis while I sipped my morning coffee.

The other blowjobs of the day went similarly. After school, before dinner, after dinner and so on. I made sure that Heather wanted and needed my dick in her mouth. For her part, the girl had come to feel exactly that way. I no longer needed to rape her mouth, although I did at times enjoy forcing my dick down her throat for a delightfully brutal mouth-and-throat rape. Those times were more difficult for Heather. But she got used to them. By the time Heather came to understand that she belonged to me and I could do anything I wanted with her, she knew she had no choice but to allow me to abuse her any way I pleased. Mouth-raping her face and throat-raping her deeply was one of those ways. Heather did her best to relax and allow herself to be abused. She got really good at that, in fact. Heather was becoming a perfect young sex slave.

As I said in the previous chapter, Heather and I had spent a marvelous weekend having all sorts of sex fun while her mother was away. Donna had gone to visit her sister in another town. She was supposed to return home on Sunday night. But on Sunday afternoon Donna phoned to tell me she wanted to stay with her sister for the rest of the week. Donna asked if I could handle Heather alone for that long. I told her it would be a lot of work, but I’d do my best. The girl seemed indifferent to hearing this information. It was no secret that Heather and Donna did not get along well.

Heather and I had been lying in bed together naked when Donna called. The blonde girl sucked my dick while I spoke to her mother. Heather’s blue eyes twinkled with mischievousness as she gazed up at me. Her movie-star beautiful face was angelic. It looked even better with my dick in her mouth. The child nursed my dick almost like she was sucking her thumb for comfort and reassurance. I stroked the 14-year-old’s long golden hair while I spoke to her mother. After Donna and I had concluded our conversation, I signaled Heather to stop sucking and handed her the phone. The conversation between mother and daughter was brief. After it was over, Heather eagerly went down on me again and resumed sucking. I smiled and patted her pretty head. My little girl sex slave was coming along nicely.

It was hardly a secret at all that I would be delighted to have Heather all to myself for a whole week. I was already deep into the process of turning the young bitch into my sex slave. The longer I had the girl all to myself, the faster that process would go towards its final stage of Heather’s complete debasement and enslavement. Heather was, in fact, my sex slave already to a substantial degree. But she wasn’t fully stabilized in that role and status yet. I had to keep reinforcing the reality that I owned Heather, body and soul. It would take more time until the young girl was fully and irrevocably my sex slave without any possibility of escape. That would be achieved on the day that Heather could not even imagine wanting to leave me. We were not quite there yet. I still needed to drill the reality of her slavery, and of my Ownership of her, more deeply that into that pretty young blonde head of hers.

Before setting aside my smart phone to continue enjoying Heather’s young mouth, I opened a special app called U-No. It’s a spy-ware app that allows me to keep track of Donna’s phone. I used U-No to check that Donna was still at her sister’s place. I reviewed her movements for the whole time she was away. She went to a few restaurants and bars. The U-No app also allowed me to secretly monitor Donna’s phone call conversations. I could even switch on her phone camera and microphone without her knowing. I had set the U-No app to check for any suspicious activity, such as a man’s voice in a quiet room (like a bedroom, not a bar). Basically, I could track any evidence that Donna was cheating on me, or that she was on her way home unexpectedly. So far, so good. Using U-No I verified that Donna might been flirting, but she was not fucking anybody else. That’s good enough for now. Because I was in the process of mentally enslaving Donna just as I was enslaving her daughter. I had begun enslaving Donna first with my special (and secret) mind control techniques. Once I had Donna under sufficient control, I turned all of my attentions to her teenage daughter. Heather was my number one priority now. If all my plans went as I wished, I would eventually own both mother and daughter exclusively for good and all, forever. I wasn’t there with them both yet.

With my mind free from any immediate concerns about Donna, I could turn my full attention to my ongoing sexual abuse and exploitation of her daughter. Heather would be alone with me for a whole week. I would make sure that by the end of the week, Heather would have a well-used cunt, sore asshole, and a very tired mouth!

Most of the time when I wasn’t fucking Heather’s mouth, I was fucking her ass. Buttfucking the young girl was just as good as mouth-fucking her, except that it didn’t include the exquisite pleasure of making the girl eat my cum. Of course, I could combine both pleasures by fucking Heather up the ass first, and then making the girl give me an ass-to-mouth blowjob right before I was ready to cum. The problem with that wonderful form of sex is its danger to her health and mine. In order the minimize the danger, Heather would need to take an enema before I fucked her up the ass. That was time-consuming and, for me and for her, not particularly enjoyable. Some people get off on enemas. I am not one of them. Nevertheless, once per week, I required Heather to give herself an enema. After that, I made her take a bath to clean her bottom thoroughly. Only then would she be ready for some great anal sex followed by my favorite form of oral sex. That’s when Heather gave me her weekly ass-to-mouth series of blowjobs. I normally saved up plenty of cum for those!

Since Donna was not coming home on Sunday evening after all, I told Heather that this was our chance for begin our week alone together with a complete buttfuck and ass-to-mouth blowjob. The girl dutifully proceeded to give herself an enema and clean up according to my standard instructions for her. While she did those things I dipped into my porn collection to watch some particularly good girl ass-fucks followed by ass-to-mouth blowjobs. My five top favorite videos were of this type.

Heather entered the bedroom. She was wrapped in a white towel and smelled fresh. Her long blonde hair and angelic white face framed her crystal blue eyes. “I took an enema. I used the shower extension to wash my hiney and then I took a quick bath” she said. “Do you want me to suck you before you buttfuck me, Daddy?”

I put down my laptop with an ass-to-mouth porn video still playing. Then I turned it off. “Not this time, sweetheart” I said with a smile. “I want to play with your sweet young ass before I buttfuck you.”

Heather dropped the towel. Her long golden hair and flawless white skin made be blue-eyed beauty look like a little goddess. She and climbed on the bed. Heather lay down on her belly, reached behind to her bottom, and spread the luscious mounds of her pure white butt cheeks for me, exposing her bright pink anus. She turned her blonde head to face me. Heather smiled. “I’m all yours, Master!” The girl was already so well-trained that she knew exactly how to present herself to me for this type of sex play.

I went down on the 14-year-old’s ass, kissing her soft, clean butt cheeks, then sniffing her lovely anus. I adored the look of that lovely pink star nestled between her snowy white buttocks. I began kissing and licking Heather’s anus. Soon, her anal muscles relaxed at bit. Heather enjoyed the feel of my tongue lapping at her back door. This was the easy part of the process. Soon the hard part would begin.

I leaned back and changed my position to prepare for Heather’s anal fuck. Grabbing some lube, I slathered my dick and the girl’s anus. Then I used two fingers to press the head of my penis into Heather’s anus, forcing my way in slowly. Heather’s body shivered at my anal assault. I pushed my dick deeper into the girl’s asshole. I was stretching her anus and then her rectum. Heather grabbed the bedcovers in her hands, clawing at them as she winced and grunted at the discomfort of having a grown-man’s erect penis shoved up her little teenage asshole.

“Here it comes!” I said loudly. With that, I forced my cock in all the way, driving it right past the girl’s still-tight anus and deep into her young rectum. Heather grunted again as she squeezed her blue eyes shut so hard that I saw a tiny tear leak from one of them. The girl’s body shuddered. Her anus began to relax more as I felt my dick stretching her anal sphincter muscles. I pushed in deeper and deeper. Heather was very familiar with anal sex by this time. She knew that when I pushed in this deep, this quickly, my aim was not merely to fuck her rectum: I was aiming occupy the girl’s colon. I pushed and pushed until my dick made its way beyond Heathers rectum into the space of her colon. At that point, I had shoved my dick as far up the 14-year-old’s ass as it could possibly go. Heather let it happen as she winced, grunted, gripped at the bedcovers, moaned, and groaned. Tears now ran liberally down the girl’s cheeks. But she didn’t resist or complain. The young blonde angel’s obvious pain and discomfort made me smile. After many weeks of practice, Heather now allowed me to fuck her asshole deeply and completely. The girl understood that I had a right to do this, because I was her Owner, her Master, her new and forever Daddy, and she was my property, my slave, and my little girl.

Now that I had fully conquered Heather’s asshole, I begin thrusting in and out of her rear end with wild abandon. My thrusts were rapid and deep. I pummeled the young girl’s rectum without mercy. I buttfucked Heather without holding anything back. I did it with ever-increasing joy. My cock was like a jackhammer pounding into the girl’s asshole. My hips crashed into Heather’s soft butt cheeks, sending ripples through her young flesh. I looked down at my dick as I thrust forward, watching it disappear up Heather’s asshole, only to reappear again on the back stroke. Each inward thrust pushed the skin of the girl’s anus inward. Each back thrust pulled the skin of her anus back as it clung to my dick. I loved watching this.

As I continued to sodomize the girl, Heather began to respond sexually. After many weeks of sexual abuse, the young blonde had begun to derive genuine sexual pleasure from being sodomized. Her grunts turned to moans of erotic passion. The girl’s moans expressed her pleasure. Heather’s blonde head turned wildly from side to side. She screamed in joy as I gave the child an anal orgasm. This happened regularly now. Heather was in ecstasy.

Now it was time for the next stage in Heather’s sexual exploitation and degradation. “I did good work on your ass, little girl” I said. “Now it’s time for you to thank me by giving me an ass-to-mouth blowjob. Turn around. Kneel on the floor. Take my dick in your mouth. Don’t you dare touch it with your hands or any other part of your body except your tongue and mouth. I want you to suck me off and swallow my cum. Suck your Daddy, your Owner, your Master, my sweet young bitch!”

“Yes, Daddy” Heather said. “Yes, Master.” She did as I commanded. The gorgeous blonde girl climbed off the bed, moving somewhat gingerly because of her sore asshole. On the floor, she turned around to face me as I sat on the edge of the bed. Heather moved between my knees and knelt submissively before me. The 14-year-old beauty looked up at me. Her face was still streaked with tears, but ecstasy too from the anal orgasm I had given her. My little slave was so full of love and devotion to me as her Master.

As Heather sat there, I took her blonde head in my two hands. I swiftly guided it to my crotch. Heather opened her young mouth and engulfed the head of my dick that had been up her ass moments before. I pulled her head towards me further, forcing my dick all the way to the back of the girl’s throat. I controlled her head, pumping it back and forth, so I was basically masturbating with the girl’s mouth just as brutally as I had just fucked the young girl’s ass. I forced the head of my dick further into her mouth and down her throat. Heather gagged. Her arms flailed wildly but ineffectually, just for show. She knew better than to try to resist this forceful throat fuck. I gagged-fucked the 14-year-old blonde beauty while savoring the fact that my penis had emerged so recently from her forcefully-fucked asshole. After a show while I let the child come up for air. After Heather had coughed and then caught her breath, I grabbed her head and began fucking the girl’s throat again. I continued this way, alternating between throat-fucking and allowing the girl to breathe, for many minutes. Then I let her go. Heather looked relieved as I pulled my dick out of her mouth entirely. She coughed, drooled, and spat up a bit. Then without my touching her or even commanding her, Heather opened her mouth and began sucking my dick again. This time I didn’t need to force her. Heather did it on her own. The lovely young blonde girl sucked, licked, and deepthroated me of her own volition. As I felt my orgasm approaching, I grasped her head but did not hold it too tightly or move it forcefully. I exclaimed a joyous string of dirty words as I ejaculated into the mouth of the beautiful blonde girl. After I came in her mouth, she swallowed. I was very pleased. Heather had given me a splendid, loving, submissive, and slavish ass-to-mouth blowjob.

After a few minutes, I withdrew my dick from Heather’s mouth. I looked down at my dick. It was shiny clean and glistening from the girl’s saliva. “Good young whore” I said to Heather. “Daddy is proud of you. You served your Owner well.”

Heather gazed at me with slavish love and devotion. She knew what she had to say next. I had made her memorize the script. She had to recite in precisely every time. “Thank you for cumming in my mouth, Daddy” Heather. Then she continued with a theatrical flourish, “That was the greatest moment of my life. How can I ever repay you?” Heather gazed up at me, her blue eyes were questioning. “Did I say it right, Daddy? Did I say it the way you want me to?”

“Yes, little girl” I answered. “You said it exactly the way Daddy wants you to.”

Heather climbed back into bed. We snuggled, naked flesh-to-flesh. We were soon fast asleep in one another’s arms.

We woke up Monday morning. Without me saying a word, Heather went down on me and sucked me good morning. I did not cum in her mouth this time. It was a school day. So Heather and I followed our usual routine. Over breakfast, Heather reviewed her school schedule for the week. Suddenly, she slapped her forehead. “Oh! I forgot! Steven – I mean, Daddy. Tonight is parents’ night at school. My English teacher Mr. Harris wants to meet you.”

This was news to me, of course. And not pleasant news. I was always trying to hide what I was doing with Heather. Donna pretended not to know. Heather had been very good about keeping our little secret from the rest of the world. But I was particularly worried about school personnel. That’s why I had made Donna withdraw Heather from public school and put her into a private all-girls school of my choosing. Donna could not afford such a school for Heather, but I could. I was listed on Heather’s school record as her legal guardian (which was not really true, but no one asked too many questions).

Parents night. Damn! Why wasn’t I told about this before?

Then it clicked in my head. Donna had gone to her sister’s for the weekend and then extended her stay for a week because SHE didn’t want to go to damned parents’ night at school! She wanted me to do it. Why? Was she just lazy? Or did she want me to be found out by the school authorities? Did Donna want me to be revealed as the hebephile who was sexually abusing her daughter? The sneaky bitch. I’d find out and deal with her when she got home next weekend. In the meantime, I had to go in her place.

On parents’ night one or both of a girl’s parents were expected to go to the school, be available to talk with any teachers that asked to meet with them, and maybe meet other school staff, in addition to listening to the usual presentations about how excellent the school was and how fortunate our girls were to be there. In a meeting with an individual teacher, we would go over Heather’s academic progress and review her behavior in school. This was ordinary enough for any regular parent or guardian. But it was a different kettle of fish for a hebephile-guardian like me who was sexually abusing a young girl. The dangers of exposure were obvious. Any teen-lover with half a brain hated situations like this. A smart teen-lover keeps such situations to a minimum. He strives for a low profile, both for himself and for the girl he is molesting. Of course, avoiding these meetings altogether is also a bad idea. That sort of hiding could in itself arouse suspicion. What’s more, it was a good idea to keep some sort of tabs on the girl’s life at school. If nothing else, this would reassure me that Heather was keeping her mouth shut about how I was fucking her in every hole and using her like a cheap whore, turing the formerly innocent child into my sex slave.

At least the weather was a pleasant on this spring evening as I drove to the school. Along with other parents, I walked up to the school entrance. So far, I was pretty sure Heather hadn’t said anything about our secret activities. If she had already spilled the beans, I’d certainly be under arrest already! I had make it clear to Heather in no uncertain terms that she was not to mention our activities to any teacher or school staff or to her classmates either. She was at that age when she had some idea that what I was making her do was ‘wrong’, or at least ‘not normal.’ So it was best for me to be very direct with her about the need to shut up. At her age, young girls could be rebellious, but most often they still obeyed adult instructions. They were easily afraid and very naive, despite this awakening morality. In a few years it might not be so easy, when Heather gets it into her head she does NOT have to allow a big cock to be shoved into her asshole, or vagina, or mouth. On the other hand, Heather could grow into a lovely little slut who just accepts it and even wants it. She was certainly well on her way to the latter. Only time will tell in the long run. But that was for the future. I took things as they came, and just tried to keep things ‘secure’ for the moment. If things started falling apart, I’d just move on to a fresh location and find a fresh young girl to fuck, exploit, and abuse.

I walked through the hallway of the school until I found the door of the office of Heather’s English teacher, Mr. Peter Harris. I took a slow, relaxed breath, then knocked on the door. I prepared myself to behave in the ‘regular guy’ mode.

“Hello, Mr. Harris” I said, as the teacher opened the door.

“Ah, yes, come in Mr. Seven,” said Harris. The teacher was a youngish man of about 30, with brown hair, brown eyes, and a slightly tubby shape. He was neither handsome nor ugly. Harris wore wire-rimmed eyeglasses, a grey jacket, white shirt, and black slacks. He had a slight air of there being ‘an issue’, but that could be anything from lousy classwork to bad behavior. “Take a seat” he said.

“Thanks” I replied, trying to look casual.

As Harris closed the door behind me, he said “So, I suppose, you’re the stepfather of Heather Johansson?”

“Well, not legally, no. I am sort of like her step-father. In a way. I’m the live-in boyfriend of her mother, Donna. They live in my house, actually.” I always like to put it simply and bluntly. This was a good way to size up a person.

“Ah, I see. Well, OK, that’s fine” he said. There was a reassuring tone in Harris’s voice for some reason. As it turned out, he had only been in teaching for about 6 years.

“They’ve lived with me for 8 months now. I take responsibility for quite a lot of stuff with Heather. Her mother works shifts, so can’t she get to these things so easily” I explained.

“Oh. Yes, I see. That’s alright. No problem; none at all. Anyway, let’s begin” Harris said. He began by insisting I call him ‘Pete.’ Then he outlined Heather’s progress in his class for this term. I quickly felt at ease with him, in spite of the fact that there was something edgy about the man. And then it came. Pete said, “I’m just a young bit concerned, though.”

“Oh?” I said, trying to remain calm.

“Her work isn’t great, but it’s not terrible. Heather is quite a bright young girl. She could be doing better” he said.

“Yeah. Well. She is only 14. She’ll come along” I said, hoping that this would be enough to end the discussion.

“It’s her behavior ... well, not so much ‘behavior’, even, but...” he said, his voice trailing off.

Now I began to really worry. “Yeah?” I said, guessing what he was getting at well enough. He pictured Heather’s dour and pretty face in class, with that kind of distant look she often has; the kind of ‘emotional flatness’ behind those deep blue eyes. Girls who are being sexually abused and exploited by their fathers or their mother’s boyfriends often have that look.

“Her ‘demeanor’, I guess, is what I mean” Pete said while removing his eyeglasses and rubbing the lenses with a small square of fabric he took from his pocket.

“What about her demeanor?” I asked.

“I get the impression she is ... not totally happy” he said.

Oh, FUCK! I thought. This is it. It’s all about to come crashing down. I’ll be found out. Arrested. Tried, convicted, and sentence to decades in prison, where I’d be the target of the other prisoners. Got to avoid that! Better to run off and kill myself than to endure that.

“N-not t-totally?” I stammered. “What d-do you mean? W-what makes you s-say that?”

“Well, she seems glum, sometimes. ‘Vulnerable’, maybe?” Pete said.

SHIT! Maybe he was on to the whole thing. I heaved a deep sigh, then shrugged.

“It’s just how she is. That’s all. Heather’s been terribly damaged by never knowing her real Dad. That’s what I think” I said, hoping he’d buy it.

“Ah, yes, no doubt” Pete said, raising his eyebrows.

“You think there’s something else?” I asked. It was time to act defensive, indignant even.

“Maybe, yes. Like ... is she being bullied, perhaps? I’ve certainly seen no sign of that at school” Pete said.

“She does get picked on in our street a bit, and also does not like...” I was about to say she doesn’t like her mother working shifts, but that was too close to the truth: Heather had good reason not to like that.

“You were going to say?” Pete asked.

“Nothing. Doesn’t matter” I said, shaking my head.

“Hey, I want to reassure you, Mr. Seven, I’m not accusing you of anything” Pete said with a friendly smile.

“Good” I smiled. Outrage might have been a more appropriate response. But something told me to relax with this guy. “Call me Steven” I said.

“Err, thank you. Steven” he said. “I almost regret raising the issue, really.” He shrugged, and seemed to choose his next words carefully. “It’s just that Heather is one of my favorites. She’s a lovely girl.”

I took a moment to gauge that remark. “Yes, she is a lovely girl” I responded.

We looked one another in the eye. There was something not far from ‘terror’ in Pete’s face; his look showed extreme wariness with me.

“She’s ‘very’ lovely” Pete began. He paused and bit his lower lip slightly before continuing. “You could even say that I ... uhh ... that I have a special interest in her.”

“Special? How special?” asked I. Pete was clearly unsure what to say next. “As special as mine, do you think?”

Pete took a vital second to reply. “I hope so” he whispered.

I measured his words. “Well, Pete, before we go any further with this conversation I’d like some ‘proof’ from you as to your ‘special interest’.” I was inspired to turn the tables on him: instead of me being in a possible trap, I’d now put Pete in one.

“Proof? Um, and what would constitute that?” Pete said, his voice shaking slightly.

“I think you do take my meaning. Well, do you have a ‘picture’ of some kind in your possession?” I asked.

“Ahh. OK, OK ... I’ll show you a picture ... but of course I can always deny I showed it” he said.

“Of course” I replied, the corners of my lips turning upwards in a smile of superiority.

With some hesitation, but a kind of resolve, Pete took a memory stick from his keyring and put it into his office computer. After a couple of clicks, he turned the screen round for me to see. Behold: there was a big photo. It was a video-still of the world-famous girl, ‘Kiki.’ The pretty young blonde teen was in one of the situations she was famous for: sucking an erect penis. She was standing, stooped over a little, while the man had his hand on the back of her head.

“Jeez,” said I. “OK. That’s proof.”

“I’m glad you think so” Pete replied.

“I think she was 14 in that video, wasn’t she?” I asked

“Yes. It was one of her earlier ones” Pete answered.

“Such a cute young cunt” said I.

“Very cute. You’ll understand if I close it up now?” Pete asked.

“Yes, of course. Close the fucking thing” I said.

“She actually looks kind of like Heather, don’t you think?” Pete asked.

“Yes, a lot” I said. “It’s one reason I like Heather...” Suddenly I realized Pete had all but ‘confessed.’ I tried to mentally adjust to the new truth about Mr. Peter Harris.

“So,” said Pete, earnestly. “DO you?”

“Do I what? ‘Enjoy’ her?” I preferred words like ‘abuse’ and ‘exploit’ and ‘fuck’ but I knew those might sound too harsh to some people. Pete struck me as being one of those sorts.

“Yes. ‘Enjoy’ her. ‘Use’ her?” he asked

“OK, I’ll be frank, Pete. Yes. I have fun sexually with Heather. And I do very regularly. OK?” I said.

We looked one another straight in the eye. There was seriousness on Pete’s face, but it was not accusatorial. “Wow,” he said simply in a soft voice. “Wow.”

“Wow?” I echoed him. “So ... you ‘approve’?”

“I... ‘sympathize’” he said. “Whether I approve or not, depends.”

“On what?” I asked.

“On how ‘sensibly’ you do it. On your situation, and on how ... let’s say... ‘rough’ you are on her” Pete said, choosing his words carefully.

“OK. Well, yes. Of course I do it ‘sensibly’. It’s a discrete and viable situation. And I’m not particularly ‘rough.’ I mean, I’m not intentionally rough with Heather. It’s not about hurting her. It’s just about ‘enjoying’ her young body, as you put it.”

“Good” Pete said, nodding his head approvingly.

“So, it’s my treatment of her that’s important to you?” I asked.

“Yes. You see ... well, I’m a teacher, after all.” Pete managed an ironic laugh. I chuckled too. “I do have a true devotion and love of young girls” he said. “It’s more than just sexual attraction. I don’t want to hurt them.”

“I don’t doubt it, Pete” I said with a smile.

Pete smiled, too. He put a finger inside his shirt collar, tugging on it. Pete was sweating a little now. “I’m certainly sexually interested, yes. I mean the young pussies are so incredibly cute!”

“They are all that” I said. At this point, I knew that at this moment both our minds were on Heather: her unblemished skin, her angelically pure white face, her crystal blue eyes, her golden blonde hair, and slim girlish figure. Heather was a prime specimen of a 14-year-old girl.

“I’ve wanted to have sex with a young girl as long as I can remember” Pete said wistfully. “But my problem is that I don’t want to harm any.”

“That’s good. You’re a good guy, Pete. But the question is...” I said, letting my sentence hang in the air unfinished.

“What?” he asked.

“Where does that leave us, Pete? You and me? Right now?” I asked.

“Oh, well, rest-assured, I am not going to say anything about what you told me” Pete said. “I won’t breathe a word of what I know about you and Heather.”

“Just so long as I don’t get REALLY nasty with her, huh?” I asked.

Pete chuckled. “Well, yes, I guess so.”

“Actually, I thought you might blackmail me for an opportunity to get your hands on Heather yourself” I said with a laugh.

“Oh, haha. God, no, that’s not my style” Pete said while looking flustered.

“You wouldn’t have to, anyway,” said I.

“What?!” Pete said, eyes wide with surprise. His mouth hung open.

“Because I’m inviting you to have a piece of her” I said. There was a heavy silence. “That’s a ‘figure of speech’, you know?”

“Uh, yes, I know...” Pete answered.

“So?” I asked.

“So?” echoed Pete.

“So, would you like to get quite regular access to Heather yourself, in a discrete setting?” I felt this was a well-judged risk. It was even safer to have this guy ‘involved’. Much as I felt possessive of Heather, I also wanted to have someone to discuss her with. Someone who really knows young teens. Not just the way I do, as a sexual abuser of young teens. I like the idea of having a like-minded buddy on board the child-abuse train. And Pete was more or less my ‘level’ of hebephile, it seems. He was certainly not a sadist nor am I. Pete was definitely a bit more sentimental than I am, though. “Hey, I realize you don’t want to hurt any young girls for real, so feel free to say no.”

Pete took a deep breath. He leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for a moment. “Shit, I’m getting hard just thinking about Heather. Um, yeah. The answer is... ‘yes’.”

“Wow,” said I. “Good.”

“My thinking is...” It looked kind of amusing; the way Pete was clearly wrestling with his guilt. “Is this ... I mean she’s already ‘damaged’ in essence, based on what you’ve already been doing with her, so...”

“You don’t know exactly what I’ve been doing with her!” I said in a humorous tone.

“Uh, no, I don’t” Pete said. “But I assume...”

“Pretty much everything,” said I.

“Uh, yes. That’s what I’d guess. Anyway, so, she’s already ‘damaged’, so there’s no real risk I’d be hurting her any more than she’s already been hurt” Pete said.

“That’s sound reasoning,” I replied, nodding my head understandingly.

“I’m glad you agree” he said.

“Well, I suggest we stop the conversation here” I said.

“Yes, that’s wise. This room is pretty well sound-proof, but it’s not the safest place” Pete agreed.

“I’ll send you a text. I’ll give you a day and a time to pay us a visit. And then we’ll take it from there” I said. “OK?”

“OK.” Pete wiped his brow with the cloth he had used to clean his glasses. We exchanged phone numbers. He stood up.

“Done deal,” I said, extending a hand to shake.

“Deal,” said Pete while shaking my hand. He swallowed hard to regain his professional composure.

“I’ll be in touch” I said. And with that, I turned to leave. “I’m glad her work is not too bad, by the way.”

Pete - well, ‘Mr. Harris’ - chuckled, taken aback by the humor. “Yes, uh, it’s good.”

“By the way...” said I, quietly.

“Yes?” Pete replied.

“She’s got a beautiful young ass.” I winked at Pete.

“Oh, fuck,” Pete sighed. “Well, don’t I know - I’ve seen it every day in school, ‘clothed’, that is!”

“Well, I see it UNCLOTHED every day. When her mom’s not around, I spend a lot of time with that girl completely naked. And believe me, that child has a spectacular 14-year-old ass.”

“I don’t doubt it” Pete said, eyes wide and head nodding.

“Be seeing ya” I said with a wave.

As I closed the door behind me, I caught a last glimpse of Mr. Peter Harris looking dazed but very, VERY eager.

	
	
	

Chapter 4


	
Only two days after that amazing parent meeting on Monday evening between me and Heather’s English teacher, Pete Harris, I was ready to carry out the ‘deal’ I’d made with him. It’s now Wednesday evening. Heather’s mother Donna is still away visiting her sister until next weekend. That left Heather in my hands for the whole week. I was free to sexually abuse the girl at will. My original plan had been to continually use the beautiful young blonde to give me many blowjobs each day, and on alternate days to sodomize her. I might even eat her pussy and fuck it, if I was in the mood. In any case, I was careful not to inflict any substantial damage on the girl’s tender young body. In particular, I didn’t want to over-use the child’s pure white ass. Giving her a day to recover between days of sodomize was the wise thing to do. However, knowing that I would soon be sharing Heather with Peter caused me to leave her ass alone entirely since Monday. I had last buttfucked Heather on Sunday. This extended time without anal sex gave Heather’s tender, pink anus and snug rectum three days to recover. However, I did make the girl continue to suck many dick many times each day. Her mouth needed the practice. And I needed to exploit the young blonde’s mouth for my sexual satisfaction. She swallowed lots of cum.

With respect to her teacher, it was good not to leave things hanging for too long. I didn’t want to give Pete too much time to ponder what he was about to do. He might get an attack of teacher’s conscious or panic or something and change his mind. Even worse, he might decide to report my activities with Heather to the authorities. But that was highly unlikely. He would also be ruined by association with me. Besides, as Pete put it himself, this was the opportunity he had been waiting for his entire adult life. On Wednesday afternoon, I sent him an invitation via text message. He got my message and confirmed he would come over at 8pm. In the hour before his arrival, while I had Heather alone, it was important to ‘prepare’ the girl.

Up until this moment, Heather’s daily life with me had been pretty much the same as it had been since she and her mother had begun living with me 8 months ago. Wednesday afternoon when Heather arrived home from school was no different from any other school day. As soon as she arrived home, the girl had to undress completely and give me a blowjob. Frequent oral sex had become standard operating procedure in Heather’s life as my young sex-slave-in-training. Being a very obedient young girl, Heather had adapted well to this routine. What’s more, I trained her to crave my dick. It was her “security penis” which she sucked to feel comforted and loved. Whenever I went all the way and ejaculated in her young mouth (which was often), Heather swallowed gratefully. She knew that she had done well to bring me to the point of cumming in her mouth. That was the signal of her success as a little cocksucker. Indeed, Heather had developed a real taste for my semen. The young bitch was the most beautiful young cocksucker I had ever had — and I’ve had quite a few!

I was determined to use Heather to the max while I had the chance. You never know what the future might bring. So long as I had her, I intended to use her every which way. While I hoped to make her mine for life, you just never knew about such things. Anyway, I had not stopped my sexual abuse of the girl during this wonderful time of her mother’s absence.

In preparation for Peter’s visit tonight, which I had not told Heather about yet, it was especially important that Heather suck me off on Wednesday afternoon, since I wasn’t sure what sort of shape she would be in after her teacher had had his way with her in the evening. Although I hadn’t told Heather about Mr. Harris’s upcoming Wednesday visit, I had made a change in the sort of porn I was exposing her to. Up until then, I had only showed her videos of one man sexually abusing one or more young girls at a time. Since Monday evening I had started showing Heather some double-teaming porn, in which two men sexually abuse one young girl at the same time.

I had been showing Heather so much double-teaming porn that she asked me about it. Heather asked if I liked that sort of thing. I shrugged. In truth, I never much cared for double-penetration porn as a rule. But I lied to her and said I did. I had already succeeded in training Heather to feel that her duty was to please me. So if I told her I liked something, she took that as a clue as to what she should do. Heather was a very obedient young girl, as I said. Her training as my young sex slave was coming along more quickly than I had ever dared imagine.

Now that the arrival of her teacher was only one hour away, it was time for Heather to learn about Mr. Harris’s impending visit. So I told her.

“He’s coming to see me?” she asked. “Why?”

She didn’t ‘get it’, yet. “Well, he likes you,” I said cheerfully. It was always important to make light of things as much as possible. I only resorted to discipline when absolutely necessary. “You’re one of his favorite pupils.”

“A teacher doesn’t normally come to the house, though” said Heather. Instead of smiling at the compliment, the girl wore her cute expression of solemn equilibrium. Her golden hair, blue eyes, and the flawless pale skin of gorgeous face make her look like a serious young angel.

“I know. It’s unusual” I said. “But he likes you a lot.”

“A lot? Do you mean like YOU do?” she asked, suddenly concerned.

“Yes, that’s it” I said while smiling in the nice way you do when a girl had understood a point.

“Oh. Right. OK” she said. Heather’s blue eyes darted around as she considered all the ramifications of that.

“You’re not scared, are you? You know him already very well” I said while gently massaging her shoulders.

“Yes. I mean, no.” She shrugged, somberly.

“He’s going to be gentle, and friendly” I said with a smile.

“OK.” Heather’s breathing was slow and tight, betraying her mask of calm.

“All YOU have to do is be gentle and friendly in return” I said. “You are my young girl and I won’t let him hurt you in any way. You belong to me. I’ll take good care of you. I’ll always be here for you. For you to suck and serve. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes. I know” the girl said somberly.

I pondered the situation. In my mind, I mused over this fascinating situation. Training a girl in sex was always fascinating. I’d done it with so many young girls already. But I had never had as much success with any other young girl as I was having now with Heather. Age 14 is about the perfect age for sexual training and enslavement. Maybe 16 is a better age physically speaking, it terms of the size of a girl’s mouth, her vagina, and her anus and rectum. But psychologically, by 16 the young bitches are getting too headstrong. This new experiment with Pete was going to be doubly fascinating. Having a teacher on board as an ally opened up so many new possibilities, since a teacher is, well ... expert in ‘teaching’. Not only that, but going forward there was always the possibility that Pete might help me get hold of additional young girls. He certainly knew a lot about the young bitches in his class. Who knows how many young girls might be recruited for future sexual abuse and exploitation? Visions of little girl harems danced in my head.

Having Pete on board would make it fun in other ways, too. Having a co-manager of Heather’s behavior would relieve me of some the burden of responsibility. For me, it would also be interesting to watch another guy getting his life’s dream come true of having sex with a young girl. And Heather was one of the prettiest young teens imaginable: she was of average height and weight for a 14-year-old. Her long, blonde straight hair was like spun gold. Her face was lovely, with a smooth, pale white complexion and full lips that just begged to be kissed. The small hillocks of her young breasts were like snow-covered mounds topped by the delightful pink prominences of her young nipples. Heather’s eyes were the real killer, though: ocean blue and getting a carnal quality to them, yet still little girl sweet. Uh, no, actually, I take that back: Heather’s ass was the real killer. Her small but shapely little girl buttocks, her enticing butt crack, and her beautiful young pink anus all cried out for molesting. It was even better than her downy-haired pussy with its musky youthful fragrance. I wondered what Pete would be most eager to do with her. Oral? Vaginal? Anal?

I returned my attention to Heather. “So, remember, ‘gentle and friendly’,” I reiterated, with a calm but authoritative smile. “He’ll be nice to you if you’re nice to him — just like school in, really.”

“Yeah, OK” Heather said. She grasped her long hair with both hands, tweaking it. Then she let go and hugged herself momentarily, as if she was suddenly caught in a chill breeze.

“Don’t sulk. Even if you don’t like the idea of something he wants from you, you’ll do it anyway. Just like you do with me. And don’t get angry” I said, giving her a fierce stare.

“I knowww,” moaned Heather.

“I’m just saying. He’s your guest, and he’s important. Nobody expects you to be an ‘expert’ at things, but only to try, willingly, OK?” I said.

“OK, OK!” she said sharply.

“Hey. Don’t take that tone with me” I said. “You know what happens when you do that. Physical discipline. Painful discipline. What was I just saying?”

“Sorry” Heather said. She put on a smile. It was so amazing, and luscious, how a girl could adopt a sweet smile that was for-all-the world genuine, even if it was utterly false she was not truly happy. It’s one of the things I like best about sexually abusing young girls.

“OK, sweetie” I said. “It would be a nice touch if you could go the extra mile, too.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

I sighed, but I did not want go too hard on her. “I mean show some initiative. Say nice things to him. Show courtesies. Volunteer to do things for him without being told or asked first.”

“Oh, OK. Like what?” she asked.

Patiently and firmly, I explained some examples to her. “Ask him if he’d like you to suck his dick. Offer to swallow his cum. Ask him if he would like to taste your pussy. Or to fuck it. Ask him if he’d like to play with your ass. Or to fuck you up the ass. Use plenty of the dirty language I taught you. Call yourself a young cunt, a young bitch, a young whore. Be sweet and dirty at the same time. Understand?”

Heather nodded. She understood. I wasn’t asking her to do anything new, anything she hadn’t already done about a zillion times with me.




My new pal, Peter Harris, the 32-year-old English teacher from Heather’s private middle school, showed up precisely on time. Pete looked remarkably ‘normal’, like he was here to give a report rather than to sexually molest a 14-year-old girl for several hours.

I told Heather to take his hat.

“Oh, thank you, Heather,” he said.

“You’re welcome” Heather replied as took his hat and put it in the hall closet.

“Come on in, Pete,” I said. I was enjoying this already. It was quite a buzz for me to be orchestrating this whole thing. I was to be the host for an evening of sexual abuse of a 14-year-old girl by her own teacher.

“Heather, you look very pretty tonight” Peter said. The man smiled kindly before licking his lips and adding “You sweet young thing.” He stooped and took the girl’s head gently in his hands before kissing Heather on the forehead. My beautiful young blonde sex slave smiled bashfully. This was a promising start, I thought. Pete was clearly up for doing the young bitch. No doubt about it!

I invited him to relax and get comfortable. Pete settled in the living room. I gestured for Heather and she offered to get Pete a drink. He only asked for an apple juice. Pete explained that he was teetotaler. Heather went to the kitchen to fetch his drink.

“Jesus Christ, she’s a real beauty,” Pete said when Heather was out of earshot. “She looks sort of ... mmm ... more grown up in casual clothes.”

“You think?” I said. “Yeah, I guess she does. I’m used to seeing her both ways.”

“She definitely looks younger, smaller, more child-like at school in her school uniform,” Pete said.

I had thought it best to present her in her sexy girl-jeans which clung to her young ass and hips, and a short young blouse that revealed a touch of pure white belly. But now it occurred to me that I had not been looking at things from Pete’s point of view. I should have made more of an effort to dress Heather so she appealed to a classy guy like Pete. “Do you like her in those clothes?”

“Hell yes, lovely” Pete said while nodding his head and showing a tight smile.

“We can change her, if you want” I offered.

Pete pondered my offer for a moment. Then he looked a little guilty. “Um, what about her school uniform?” he asked.

“What about it?” I grinned. “Do you want her in it?”

“Yes,” Pete said, grinning back, hesitantly.

“Anything you want, bro” I said.

When Heather returned and handed her teacher the apple juice he’d requested. Then I told her to go upstairs and change. She demurred, with a young furrow of her brow. I gave her a stern look. Heather rolled her eyes, shrugged, and then trudged upstairs.

“So cute, Steve” Pete said, sighing. “To think you’ve had her all to yourself for so long. And now, after all this time, I...”

“Yeah, well, tonight’s your chance, my friend” I said, flashing a sly grin to the young teacher. I gave him a soft, brotherly punch to his bicep. He smiled and rubbed his upper arm as if I’d hit him harder than I did. Pete was definitely a little nervous. He was about to have his most taboo dream come true.

Pete shrugged. “She’s been there, with you. She’s done it all, hasn’t she? The sexual abuse, I mean. It’s all has happened already. I wouldn’t be taking her virginity. So it doesn’t make much difference what I do” he said. Then he looked at me for confirmation. “Right?”

“Yeah, quite right” I said. “I’ve sexually abused the kid in almost every way you can imagine. She’s had my dick in her mouth every day. Several times each day. More times than she can probably count. I’ve fucked her up the ass. A lot. The girl’s cunt isn’t virgin territory, either. I do like the sound of the word ‘abuse’ but it’s really not all that accurate. When a grown man has sex with a young girl, it’s just an alternative lifestyle for the girl. She’s learning new skills. Hell, in the long run, it’ll probably do her good. She’ll know how to please a man when she’s old enough to marry. Or maybe she’ll decide to become whore. Who knows? At any rate, Heather’s doing OK with all the sex right now. And she’s become a very obedient young girl. She never refuses an order from me. I’m her real Daddy now. And her Master. I own her.”

“Own her?” Pete asked.

“Yep, that’s the best way to describe it. A girl is like the property of her parents. Heather’s mom Donna is a very poor parent. She’s neglectful and mean. I stopped her from mistreating the poor young girl. Heather accepted me as her Daddy. And she has accepted me as her sexual Master. Just as her mother Donna has accepted me as her Master too. Both females know full well that I own them in every way. Heather is my private property. But I’m willing to share.”

“That’s ... that’s ... wonderful” said Pete. “I’m very happy for her. For you. Well, that is to say, I’m very envious of you.”

“Don’t worry about at thing, Pete. There’s nothing you can do to Heather that will make her any worse off. I take good care of her. You can abuse her sexually and she’ll be just fine” I said.

Actually, I was feeding Pete a line of bullshit. What I was doing to Heather would probably mess her up for life. Unless she stayed with me forever, in which case I could protect her from the worst long-term effects of early girlhood sexual abuse. So long as I was her Master and Heather was my slave, she would have some stability in her life. But for right now, I lied to Peter when I said that his abusing her would not make a difference. I was pretty sure it WOULD make some difference what Pete did. And Pete must have realized this too. He would be the first guy, aside from me, to use Heather sexually. It would be Heather’s first experience of another man in the world (outside of me, her Daddy, and Master, and Owner) to be ‘friends’ with her in this way. The fact that Peter was her teacher HAD to be a shock to her system. This prominent person in her life was now going to take her in ‘that’ way also. This was sure going to have a deep impact on her understanding of authority figures. After Pete has used her sexually, Heather would never be sure who wanted her in ‘that’ way again from now on. Her life would be upside down, compared to most the other kids. Maybe she’d never recover.

Really though, Heather’s present and future were not important. The most important thing was deriving as much sexual pleasure from her young body as possible. This beautiful blonde 14-year-old angel was born to be sexually abused by men. I just happened to be the lucky man who got a chance to do that first. Now Peter will be next.

“Good,” Pete said, as if he accepted all my bullshit reassurances. “I think we should monitor her behavior carefully between us, though, from now on.”

“Oh, yeah, I agree. In fact, that’s one good reason when I’d like you onboard. You’ll be a good at doing that” I said.

“I’ll do my best to help” Pete said with a smile.

“So, you’re committed?” I asked.

“Yes. This is my one chance,” Pete said, with resolution. “I’ve always thought if I could do it just once, I’d be happy with the memory for the rest of my life. And this is the perfect situation. It’s not like I’m breaking in a new girl, or destroying her innocence.”

“No, not at all!” I said. Then I added “Just a word of warning, though...”

“Yes?” asked Pete nervously.

“After you’ve done it once, you won’t be satisfied. Believe me. Pete, you’re just going to want to do it with Heather again. And again. Once you’ve had sex with a young girl, there’s no better thing in the world. It’s so ... well... ‘extreme’. So intense. So taboo. So unique. And so, SO very, VERY nice!”

Pete nodded gravely. “Yeah, I understand. I’ve seen the videos. I know the allure of it well enough. Young teen porn is the best. Nothing else comes close.”

“Right. Just so you know. You’ll almost certainly want more” I said. “And you’ve got an open invitation to come back for more, OK?”

“Wow, thanks!” Pete said, all grins.




Just 10 minutes later, what I was seeing was kind of surreal. Heather, wearing the grey skirt, white blouse and blue blouse of her school uniform, was perched sideways on her English teacher’s lap. Pete spoke to her in kindly, just like a teacher — which he was!

“You’ve done very well this term, Heather,” Pete said. He looked into her face and tickled her under the chin. She looked at him meekly. “You tried very hard. Your understanding of our readings and your ability as a writer have both improved quite a bit.”

Heather smiled coyly, blushing. She totally unaccustomed (yet) to this kind of attention from her teacher. It was a real turn-on for me to watch this. It was inescapably sexual and abnormal: a pretty blonde 14-year-old girl sitting on her male teacher’s lap. To add to the impression of ‘molestation’, as opposed to simple affection, Pete’s hips were bucking slightly under Heather’s young bottom. The guy’s erection was growing. Heather knew it, too. I could tell this because I could read Heather’s expressions. She looked exactly this way when I was beginning our early sessions of sexual abuse many months ago. Right now, the girl was probably already anticipating what she would have to do with that stiff thing; anything from simply rubbing it with her hands, to taking it into her mouth for ejaculation, to having it shoved painfully into her vagina or rectum.

“You’re my favorite pupil, you lovely young thing,” Pete continued. He stroked her soft cheek with his fingertips. He rubbed her back. He started planting small kisses on her face. Heather nervously accepted everything coming her way from this man she saw in the classroom every day.

“You’re my favorite teacher, too,” said Heather.

“Aww, sweetie. I’ll bet Steven told you to say that” Pete said with a small laugh. He did not seem to mind, though. Pete cradled her face in both his hands. Then he used one hand to brush her baby-soft blonde hair sensuously back behind her head.

I watched as Pete began a slow, exquisitely precise mouth-kissing session. This lasted for several minutes. He also experimented with the potential for his big tongue. He dragged and flicked it across Heather’s tender lips. He darted the tip of his tongue into Heather’s mouth, then went in deeper. He circulated it around the young girl’s mouth and slurped on each of her cheeks. Often, he returned to kissing her forehead, an action which gave the impression of love as well as lust. There was no doubt about the lust part, though, as Pete continued to roll his hips under the 14-year-old. He now combined that with feeling her up inside her up inside her blouse.

“Let’s take this off,” Pete said, a young breathlessly. He started removing her blouse, but Heather quickly and obediently completed it, leaving her hair trailing in its wake. She gave her head a young shake afterward, her hair swinging from side to side. Pete responded by slipping his fingers through her long blonde hair with relish, and smiling broadly all the while.

I caught Heather’s eye and nodded to her.

“Mr. Harris?” said Heather.

“Yes, my lovely?” Pete replied.

“Would you like me to suck you off? I always swallow” said the girl. The words were not easy for her to say, but Heather said them well.

Pete’s eyes went wide. He swallowed hard. “Um. Maybe. Uh no, no. Not now. Thanks, Heather. It was very polite of you to ask, though” he said like a teacher commending his student. Which he was.

“I ... I don’t mind if you fuck me up the ass” Heather said. Now, in saying that she sounded wooden, stilted, fake. It was obvious that the girl did not want to be fucked up the ass.

“Oh, no, no, sweetie. I don’t want to hurt you. You’re my favorite,” Pete explained. He kissed the corners of her young mouth. Then he proceeded to unbutton her blouse.

“What you could do now, though, is undress for me — completely — and then I’ll ask you a question” he said, smiling genially.

Pete and I both watched with broad smiles as the young girl undressed in the middle of the living room. The removal of her skirt and panties particularly had Pete transfixed. Even I, after almost a year of molesting Heather, sighed at the totality of her tender nudity. Female curves were just beginning on this miniature-woman body. Her breasts were small. Likewise, her blonde pubic hair was sparse. Her surprisingly shapely buttocks were enticing. Heather’s ass was the curviest part of her 14-year-old body.

Pete soon undressed too. Heather observed with this with mild surprise. I was amused by her startled expression, since she must have known that her teacher was likely to undress too. Her eyes flitted back and forth from his entire naked form to his ample erection. It was a good 6 or 7 inches, and a healthy thickness by most men’s standards.

“Here’s my question for you, sweetie” said Pete. “I want YOU to decide what you’d like to do most: suck me off, like you offered, or have me make love to your pussy, or let me fuck you up the ass?” Pete knew that Heather understood what these entailed, since he and I had already discussed it.

Heather bit her lower lip softly as she contemplated her teacher’s question quite earnestly, as if she was in class being asked to choose a topic for study. “I-I don’t know. Whatever you like.”

“Hey, don’t give me that,” Pete said in with a gentle teacherly admonition. “No ‘don’t knows’ sweetie.”

“Come on, Heather,” I said, more tersely.

“OK, uh ... rub it in my ass crack, and cum on me” she said, timidly.

I smiled in satisfaction: it never ceased to be a buzz for me to hear such a young girl use such language; such carnal words with such innocent intonation.

“That’s a great choice, Heather,” Pete said. He smiled playfully. “Let’s have some fun!” He ruffled her head hair with one hand. As he stood up, his hairy balls and prominent penis were at the height of Heather’s belly button.

Heather nodded. She then took up her position on all fours on the carpet for some ass-play by the new(-ish) adult male abuser in her life.

I smiled in satisfaction and surprise. I knew that Heather preferred to suck dick or to get cunt-fucked — to make love — rather than to get ass-fucked. Back in the early days, before I had first fucked her up the ass, I used to rub my dick in her ass-crack and ejaculate on her back. She didn’t mind that much. The only thing she had objected to in those early days was my scooping up my cum from her back and making her eat it off my fingers. I had to teach the girl to swallow my cum almost from the very start. Now I came in her mouth every day. Heather ate a steady diet of my cum.

This evening Heather was about to re-live those early days, but this time with a new man, her very own English teacher.

	
	
	

Chapter 5


	
In my early days of sexually training young Heather, before I had begun penetrating her, I would masturbate by rubbing my dick in her ass-crack. I quickly moved beyond that to better things. But now, tonight, watching her teacher Mr. Peter Harris ass-grinding the young girl who knelt on all fours was quite something. I had seen this sort of thing in videos, but actually watching in real life while another guy does it was something again. Heather’s naked, pale, exquisite 14-year-old body shook as she knelt there and the 32-year-old man behind her rubbed his erect penis in the soft valley between her shapely ass cheeks. Before tonight she’d only known Mr. Harris as an authority figure, her English teacher. From now on she would have to get used to him in a different role. He had told the young girl the two of them would now be “more special and friendly.” Having his adult penis rubbing up and down the crease of her teenage ass cheeks certainly was an especially friendly thing to do.

Peter continued to heave away, grinding his undershaft hard on girl’s ass-crack. He put one hand forward to cup her forehead and the other around her waist to support her young frame against the force of his thrusting.

“We should ... rename this,” he said, in between gasps. Pete’s face held an intense, pleasurable smile. He was clearly relaxing into the situation of abusing the girl now. His early concerns seem to have vanished. He was probably encouraged by how easy it really was. Heather simply went along with it so obediently. “Ass-grinding sounds so crude for something so fun.”

“OK. I’m open to suggestions,” said I.

“Maybe Heather’s got some ideas,” gasped Pete as he continued to rub his penis between the child’s ass cheeks.

“I don’t know,” Heather said feebly, blinking each time Pete’s crotch bumped hard into her anal crack.

“Ughh, ughh, ughhhhh!” Pete grunted. His body tensed and he grimaced as several quick spurts of semen splattered onto Heather’s back. Pete grabbed his cock and hastily tried to point the tip snuggly into Heather’s young crack before his flow ceased. He just about managed it. “Wowee! Well done Heather. So good. So very, very good” Pete said, smiling to see his white ejaculate decorate the girl’s back and ass crack.

As Pete recovered his breath, he stood upright and placed his hands upon Heather’s young hips. He gingerly parted the girl’s buttocks to see the cum he had deposited there. There was some, but most of it was streaked around the young girl’s spine, some reaching almost to her neck.

“Nicely done,” I said.

“Thanks,” Pete said, smiling at me like he had won a prize. “We’re going to call it ‘seesaw’ from now on, aren’t we Heather?”

“Uh, yes, OK” Heather said, sounding slightly embarrassed. Then she giggled despite herself. Her voice combined a small bit of levity tinged with a mood of embarrassed degradation. That combination pleased me quite a lot. I enjoyed degrading the young bitch myself when using her for my pleasure. I liked seeing in her demeanor that she knew she was being used. What surprised me how much I enjoyed seeing Pete doing that too.

“Yeah, very good,” I said while giving Pete a thumb’s up. “Anyway, Pete, I’m going to make Heather blow me. You can watch her suck me off and swallow my cum. She’s really good at it.”

Heather responded to my compliment about her oral skills with a wan smile. I find it amusing that 14-year-old girls will respond to praise for their sexual techniques much as they do for praise of their schoolwork. This evening, the young bitch seemed to be particularly appreciative of the approval and tenderness she received as it came from the two key male authority figures in her life. I often wondered what her real Dad might have been like. What would he think of what’s become of his young daughter? The young cunt was only a year old when he last saw her. Then he died in some shithole country of a drug overdose. Poor bastard. If only he knew what a terrific piece of meat his young daughter had become. A real prize fuck! In every hole! At any rate, I was the closest thing to a Dad that Heather ever had. And now her teacher Mr. Peter Harris, who was supposed to be one of society’s second main male ‘protectors’ for her, had joined me in sexually abusing the child. Poor kid. But this was her fate, her life so far. Pete clearly understood the significance of his role. And it seemed to me that he was doing a good job in giving an air of caring and fun to the girl’s sexual molestation.

Sitting together on the floor, Pete cuddled Heather. Her back was against his much larger chest. Pete leaned his head over her shoulder so he could see his hands as he rubbed her pale chest, giving special attention to her pink nipples. Pete seemed to revel in the feel of his sticky cum on the girl’s back, where it stuck to his belly. I had ready stripped off below the waist. Leaving my shirt on, I walked over to stand in front of the 14-year-old blonde beauty. Grabbing my half-flaccid penis in one hand, I dangled it in front of the girl’s face. Heather knew this meant I was ready for her mouth.

It was now Pete’s turn to watch. And not on video. For the first time in his life, Pete would see up-close how a girl gives a man a blow-job. For Heather, it probably seemed like the millionth time she had sucked my dick. But for Pete, it was a live sex act he had never witnessed in person. The mild-mannered teacher looked genuinely awe-struck by the spectacle.

Heather kissed the tip of my penis. Before she could take it into her mouth, I stopped her. Offering my hand, I helped the girl to her feet, and led her over to the chair, where I sat down. As we had so many times before, I sat down in the armchair and relaxed. Naked Heather knelt between my thighs, opened her mouth, and did her job. I patted her blonde head. She used one hand to stroke my dick and her open mouth to suck and lick me.

I gestured for Pete to approach so he could see everything up close. The man crawled naked across the floor and sat down near Heather, just to one side. He was totally mesmerized as he watched Heather rise slightly from her kneeling position so she could use her throat as well to pleasure my penis.

Pete and I watched her blonde head bob up and down on my erection. Heather moved her hand away so she could suck me with her mouth alone. Some men would have ejaculated immediately into the girl’s mouth simply from of the extreme taboo nature of the act: getting a blowjob from a pretty 14-year-old blonde angel. Not me, though. I had good self-control. It came with the territory. I had done this with Heather so many times already. Over the past 8 months, I’d gotten used to having my dick in the girl’s mouth many times each day. When I finally began thrusting my penis deeper into Heather’s mouth, I kept my thrusts short. I did not want to be too invasive with Pete watching. Nevertheless, the young bitch gagged once or twice when I hit the back of her throat and partly entered it. I finally grabbed her pretty blonde head and began shooting my sperm into the child’s mouth. She struggled and frowned. But Heather knew her job. The girl was prepared to swallow every drop of my cum, as she always did. But not this time. She knew that for this night, as I had told her ahead of time, she must retain my cum in her mouth for a while before swallowing.

“Yes, bitch! Yes!” I said as I came. My dick shook with its last convulsions and spat the final sperm of my present ejaculation into Heather’s mouth. I allowed Heather to let my dick slide out of her mouth. As she pulled away, I commanded her. “Show him” I said.

Heather turned around to face her teacher. She opened her mouth and showed Pete what was in it. The man, eyes wide, leaned forward for a closer look. He gasped when he saw the pool of semen sitting in the child’s mouth. A couple of thin white streams of cum drooled onto her chin. I gave Heather the signal. She performed a few grimacing swallows as she gulped down my cum. Then she used two fingers to scoop up the dribbles from her chin and push them into her mouth. She swallowed again.

“Holy fuck!” Pete whispered. “That’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen!”

I smiled at Pete. We had five more hours left this evening, before Pete would have to go home at 2am. Of course, I still had several more days of Heather all to myself while Donna, Heather’s inadequate mother, was still visiting her sister. By this point in our relationship, Donna knew damn well that I was sexually abusing Heather for my personal pleasure. But Donna tolerated it. She had no choice. So she never, ever raised the issue. Donna partly blamed Heather for her own past problems in life. Donna viewed my arrival of in the lives of the mother and daughter as a kind of justice. For all the money and other things I had spent on the two of them, for giving them a comfortable place to live in my house, Donna surely felt that I ‘deserved’ the pleasure of fucking Heather, while Heather herself did NOT deserve any spoiling by her mother. I was still in the process of completely enslaving Donna and Heather. If everything went according to plan, eventually I would mentally control both mother and daughter so completely that the couldn’t even imagine leaving. Both Donna and Heather would belong to me without question. I would own them, body and soul. They would happily acknowledge me as their Master and Owner. We were inching ever closer to that day. But we were not there yet.

In the meantime, although Donna allowed me to sexually abuse Heather at will, she might view the arrival of another man in Heather’s life as a step too far. Donna didn’t hate Heather, exactly. But it was safe to say she wasn’t a model mother. Nevertheless, the fact that Peter Harris had joined me in sexually abusing Heather would have to be a well-kept secret. Aside from the fact Donna knew his name as Heather’s English teacher, I would have to make sure that Heather never mentioned her extracurricular activities with her hebephile teacher.

My plan was to cum at least two more times in one or another of Heather’s holes this evening. Pete did not appear to have anything so precisely planned. He seemed to be playing it by ear. Clearly, he was more relaxed now than at the start. And he was clearly committed to this new delight in his life: sexually abusing Heather, his favorite pupil. Pete was still feeling his way into his new life as a hebephiliac girl abuser. He brought with him to this new life something that I did not possess: a professional eye gauging Heather’s responses to it all.

Pete seemed to be trying to be her “friend” while at the same time being her abuser and schoolteacher. I was fascinated to see how far this would be possible. Certainly, with me, Heather still tended to alternate between affection and dread. After all, I was working to enslave the young bitch, body and soul. I needed Heather to fear me as well as love me in order to make that work. Also, I lived with the girl all the time, so it was different for me than with Pete. He was from a different domain of her life. So I was fascinated to see how the school-teacher / sexual abuser / friend dynamic was going to work out between Pete and Heather.

One great plus of having Pete on my side was that it would massively reinforce in Heather’s mind that we were simply living a special ‘way of life.’ The young cunt would come to understand that it was right and normal for her to be fucked hardcore by horny men. It had to be OK, right? Her new Daddy and her teacher said it was so. Of course, up against that idea were the stern warnings that Heather had to keep quiet about all the sex. So contradictions were all over the place. So far, the young bitch was not astute enough to resolve the contradictions. What Pete and I were doing with her were love and leadership in her young world.

As the evening continued, things became more varied and interesting. To my surprise, fucking and sexually abusing Heather with a partner turned out to be more enjoyable than I had expected. I was used to molesting the girl by myself alone. I had never imagined sharing her with another man. And I had been even less certain that I would find sharing to be enjoyable. I am so possessive of my female property that I had always resisted sharing any of my cunts in the past. But this evening was a revelation. The interaction of Pate, Heather, and me turned into a complex pattern of personal chemistry.

The very next thing after Heather had sucked me off and swallowed my cum was for her to have a bath. This was Peter’s suggestion. He wanted to share the bath with her. So we all went upstairs. I drew the bath. I watched them together in the tub at the start. Then I left the room to watch some girl porn down the hall, only looking in once or twice to enjoy the bath scene. At first Pete had Heather sit with her back to him, while he washed her all over. To me it looked as if he was her mother. Pete had a hard-on most of the time. But he didn’t do anything with it, except once asking Heather to wash his dick for him. Later the two playmates sat face to face. I overheard the two of them having a nice conversation about school stuff and Heather’s life in general. The girl even giggled sometimes. I entered the bathroom and told Pete that I wanted Heather again in a half hour. The pair then got out of the bathtub, dried off, and dressed. Pete and Heather went into her bedroom. They played some of her games while chatting about her favorite activities and things. Pete really knew the importance of communication. He knew how to ingratiate himself with the child. He was inserting himself into the girl’s life while building his sexually abusive relationship with her. At this rate, pretty soon it wouldn’t even seem abusive.

Then it was my turn again. Back in the living room, I carried out my next desire with Heather: I wanted another fuck of the 14-year-old’s mouth. Heather was perfectly fine with being commanded to do this in front of her teacher for the second time this evening. This was because she knew well enough that there were more painful things she might have been commanded to do by her loving Daddy / Master / Owner. Sucking a man’s erect penis, as she knew very well by now, was much less unpleasant compared to having it shoved up her ass. This time, I made the girl suck me while I was standing up and leaning against the wall. I challenged Heather to do it even better than the last time. After all the oral sex I had forced on the child for these last many months, Heather had a very good idea of the skills she would have to employ to improve on the last blowjob. Nevertheless, it often takes a lot of reminding and reinforcement for lessons to sink in at her age. It was great to have Pete’s input on this now. When he saw me telling Heather how to improve her sucking, Peter used his teacherly communication skills to help. He encouraged her. He gently guided her. He told her to put one of her young hands on my hip, place the other on the base of my penis, then bow her head as she sucked me. Heather followed his directions and delivered on her duty to improve over her previous blowjob. I moaned with pleasure. About 2 minutes after Heather began using this improved blowjob technique, my body began to shudder with pleasure. I grabbed her blonde head pumped my penis into the girl’s mouth. I even gagged the back of her throat. I called her all sorts of my favorite dirty names as my cum shot into the girl’s mouth. I held Heather’s head tight as I came. By doing this, I made it perfectly clear to the girl that she had to swallow every drop of my cum straight down to her stomach. No dribbles on the chin this time. I was cumming straight down the child’s throat. There was nothing she could do to stop me. And she knew it.

“You’re such an amazing young girl,” Pete said as he rubbed Heather’s naked white back. He was being honest, not patronizing. Pete obviously thought this was the best way to encourage the girl. He was helping to condition her mentally to her lifestyle of continuous hardcore sexual abuse.

After I let go of her head, I gave Heather some time to recover. At first, she couldn’t stop coughing. Peter watched half-sympathetically, half-gleefully. He was twitching with sexual desire plus more than a little guilt. Now it was his turn to sexually abuse the girl. He had her partly sit and partly lean an arm of the couch. Her vaginal area, still fresh from her recent bath, was completely available to him in that position. Peter knelt between her young legs and began a lengthy, indulgent licking of the girl’s cunt. What he was doing was actually as much sucking her cunt and clit and kissing them as much as a licking them. He worked his way all around her young bald labia and even munched on it. At one point I had to remind Pete not to leave a bite mark on Heather’s inner thigh. I said it might be OK to do this in a few weeks when school finished for the summer. Pete agreed with the precaution. Giving the girl a bite-mark “hickey” on her inner thigh at this point in time might be noticed when she wore gym shorts at school.

“You could probably get away with biting her ass and leaving your mark there,” I said.

“Mmm. I’d love to. But I’d better not,” Pete said. “Not tonight, anyway.”

The mention of Heather’s ass did appear to give him an idea. Pete directed the girl to turn around with her back to him and bend over the couch arm. Peter was now face-to-ass with the girl’s pure white young buttocks. He proceeded to enjoy a similar-length session of mouth-on-butt. Mostly, he kissed or licked Heather’s smooth young buttocks, or licked gingerly along the crack. Sometimes he tentatively parted the girl’s butt cheeks and took a sniff. I assured him that Heather’s anal area was not unpleasant at all, as long as she was well washed down there. Heather giggled at this. Pete indulged his first ever exploration of one of my favorite pastimes: licking a girl’s freshly bathed anus. He did this for about 15 minutes. Next, Pete announced a nice idea for rounding off the evening.

	
	
	

Chapter 6


	
It was nearly midnight. Peter’s idea for rounding out the evening was to have the girl get ready for bed, and then to climb into bed with her. He said this to me. Heather sat nearby in silence. She was still naked after having hours of sexy fun with Pete and me. I had inflicted a lot on the helpless 14-year-old blonde beauty. I was impressed by how well she was holding up. Pete and Heather both understood that I was in charge of her, and Pete only had access to the young girl when I permitted it. I agreed to his request. But I stipulated that I had to be present for the entire process. I did not want him spending too much time alone with Heather. She was my personal property, after all.

Tonight I agreed to allow Heather to brush her teeth. Normally she brushed her teeth after dinner, but not again until after breakfast. I usually refused to let Heather brush her teeth after I had ejaculated in her mouth. It was important to me that Heather’s mouth retain the taste of my cum all night. I believed this served as a continual reminder of her place in life: I was her Owner and she was my young sex-slave-in-training. The taste of my cum in her mouth was one way that I marked Heather as my property. However, this night would be an exception to that rule.

Heather was quite tired. The poor young thing had been treated like a gutter whore by two grown men for over four hours. She had shadows under her eyes. Pete was concerned that the girl get adequate rest. I agreed. I wanted to keep my young teenage property in tip-top shape. That way I could continue sexually abusing the girl to the max for a long time to come. Pete had assured me that if we took good care of Heather, she could adjust emotionally to her early exposure to sex. This meant that we should ease her back into a more age-appropriate level of love and tenderness as the evening drew to a close, while still keeping it all in a positively erotic context.

I told Heather to carry her clothes upstairs in one hand while allowing Pete to hold her other hand. I watched them both from behind: a lithe, naked 14-year-old girl with pale white skin and long golden hair holding hands with a naked grown man who was a foot taller than her while they climbed the stairs together. Heather’s ass looked particularly attractive from this angle. The relationship between the girl and her English teacher was quite interesting. Until I had invited Peter over to share Heather with me, he had merely been her schoolteacher. Now he was also her “lover”. When he tells me he loves her beyond the teen-lover sex, I believe him. As for me, I am much less sentimental. Sure, I have feelings for the young bitch. But Heather is first and foremost a prime piece of sex meat to me. If Peter knew everything I had done with the young whore, he might even consider me cruel. I don’t care. I love Heather for what she is: my young sex-slave in training. She means a lot to me because she is by far the prettiest of all the young teens I have sexually molested and abused in my life. For that reason alone, she is special. Heather is also special because my long-term plan is to make her and her mother Donna my sex slaves for life. That is a work in progress, obviously.

I climbed the stair after the teacher and the teenaged student he had sexually abused this evening. I found them already in the bathroom. At first, I was amused by what I saw. But then I grew slightly impatient as I watched Pete supervising Heather brushing her teeth. Young teens her age already know how to do this. I mentioned this as tactfully as I could. Pete looked a bit sheepish. “I just wanted to check” he said. Pete said he was concerned for Heather’s health. He considered it to be part of his duty as her teacher. Pete said he wanted to “go to bed” with Heather and “make love with her.” Then he would say goodnight to my young girl, after he was satisfied she was OK.

I told him that as Heather’s guardian, and Daddy, and Master, and Owner, I was going to be there to watch. “For Heather’s own good, of course” I added with a sardonic smile. They both got the point.

Heather sighed at having to go to bed naked again. Peter and I watched as climbed into bed. On the days when Donna was away and I could have Heather all night long, the little bitch always went to bed naked with me. I always enjoyed watching the naked child. She and I both knew that when we went to bed naked together, there would be sex. Naturally, this time it would be a little different. Instead of going to bed naked with me, she’d be in bed naked with Peter for the first time, and I would be there to watch. Being in bed with her schoolteacher was a new experience for my little sex slave.

I watched Heather’s long blonde hair swinging and her cute white ass swaying as she climbed into bed. Her forced smile looked so sweet and vulnerable. As Pete prepared to join her, Heather gazed at his erect penis with some trepidation. She was probably worried about whether her cunt or her asshole was about to be violated this time. She probably feared getting fucked in each of those holes, one after the other. I gave Heather a kiss on the forehead before I sat down on a chair in her room to watch the festivities. I told them not to get under the covers so I could see everything that went on.

As soon as Peter lay in bed next to Heather, the two of them practically forgot I was even there. Peter began speaking to the girl in a way I never would. He was solicitous and kind. He could talk to her on her own level. Whereas I was always being her Owner and Master and forceful Daddy, Peter was her teacher and her friend. He told Heather how much he loved her while rubbing her clitoris and fingering her young cunt. He guided her hand to his penis. He didn’t need to tell her what to do with it since I had already trained the young bitch so well. Soon Peter began rubbing his penis against the girl’s slit. Then his penis entered her cunt for the first time. Peter was clearly in ecstasy. Heather winced with pain. I smiled at the two of them.

Peter had lost all concern for Heather’s feelings. He thrust his penis into the girl faster and faster, deeper and deeper. He never could have achieved this if I hadn’t already burst her hymen long ago, and gotten the girl used to deep vaginal sex. I stroked my own penis as I watched Heather’s middle school English teacher fuck the cunt his 14-year-old student. Pete was on top of Heather now. He used his arms to support most of his weight. As his orgasm approach, the man lost any concern for the girl. He lay on top of the child, allowing his full weight to press down on her. Pete’s penis was pounding into the teen’s cunt like a jackhammer. I could tell that he was fucking her to the point of orgasm. His orgasm, that is. I could see it coming a mile away. His body displayed all the tell-tale signs of approaching ejaculation.

Heather’s reaction was quite different. She winced in pain at Peter’s indifference to her feelings as the man raped her. Peter closed his eyes and grunted as he came in Heather’s cunt. The girl looked at me with tears in her eyes. I blew her a kiss. “It’s alright” I said. “You still belong to me.” Heather nodded her head. Even though Peter had declared himself her friend and lover, Heather was still in my thrall. The girl drew comfort from the fact that I still owned her, body and soul. I could feel it.

I gave the two of them some time to cool down. Pete rolled off of Heather. His body glistened with a sheen of sweat. His face showed a combination of joy and slight dismay at what he had just done. Heather rolled on her side to face me. She watched me hold my penis. I pointed it towards her. I making a sucking gesture with my mouth. Her blue eyes blinked as she nodded her blonde head. She knew what I meant.

“That’s all for now, Pete” I said. “Let’s you and me go downstairs. Heather needs to get her rest. I’ll come and tuck her in later.”

Peter rose from Heather’s bed. He turned around and kissed her on the forehead. He went to the bathroom to freshen up before returning put on his clothes. While Pete was in the bathroom, I drew up close to Heather. I spoke softly. “You did very well, sweetheart. After your teacher goes home, I’ll come back and lay with you. While spend the night together again. Just you and me.”

Heather gave me the sweetest look. Her angelic face combined relief and sadness. “I did it for you, Daddy” she said. I kissed her cheek.

After Pete returned and dressed, we went downstairs and sat down to talk. I got a bottle of beer for myself and water for him. Now that Pete was tidied up a bit and fully-clothed, he didn’t look like someone who had just finished having a sex with an underage girl.

“She’ll be asleep pretty soon, I think” Pete said as he sprawled in the chair, completely relaxed.

“I’m sure she will” I said. “How do you think she’s doing? With all the sex, I mean.”

“Pretty well” he said, nodding his head thoughtfully. “Really good, in fact, considering.”

“Considering? Considering what? That I’m ruining her?” I asked with a hard edge to my voice.

“Hey, take it easy, my friend” Pete said while holding up a hand with palm facing me. “I’m ruining her too now, right?”

“Yeah, well, right. You are. And you owe me a debt of gratitude. Her young cunt never would have taken your full girth if I had not been fucking her for months” I said.

Pete smiled. “Yes. Thanks for that. Just looking at her cunt when I was eating her out earlier I could tell that she’d been ... uhh, let’s say ‘broken in.’ I tried to go easy on the poor girl when I first put my cock insider her. But I quickly lost all control. Lost all control. I’ve want for so long to know how she might feel. To me. With me inside her. All I wanted to do was fucked Heather’s cunt and cum inside it.”

I smiled back. “Yeah, I could tell. Don’t be too hard on yourself though. No one’s gonna blame you. Once a man gets his dick inside a girl’s cunt for the first time, it’s hard to hold back. I certainly don’t hold back anymore. When I fuck the young bitch’s cunt, I go in all the way.”

Pete stared at the ceiling. A dreamy look came over his face. “She was amazing. I’ve never had sex that good before in my life. No adult woman’s cunt can compare.”

I laughed. “I know, right? Once you’ve cunt-fucked a girl, no woman’s cunt will ever feel as good.” We both laughed at that. Then I changed the subject. “Tell me. In your professional opinion, how is she doing? Seriously.”

Peter’s dropped his smile. “I think she’s doing OK. I’d say she’s nowhere near the breaking point. She seems to be sustaining this level of sexual abuse — yours and mine — without showing significant damage. We’ve just got to keep showing her some kindness, playing fun games, and so forth, in between...”

“In between rapes” I said to complete his sentence.

“Uhh, yeah, well. I wasn’t going to use that word,” Pete said with a frown.

I gave him a half-smile. “Don’t be afraid to use the word. By the legal definition of statutory rape, that’s what we’re doing. We’re raping and sexually abusing an underage girl. Get used to it, Pete. We don’t want to hurt her. But our pleasure comes first. Never forget that.”

Peter swallowed hard as he nodded in agreement.

“Now, tell me more about what you mean by kindness and fun games” I said.

“Well, you know...” Pete began.

“Yeah, I think I do” I said. “Mix it up. In between all the sex. Let the kid enjoy some normal kid stuff. Be nice to her.”

“Yeah” Pete said. “That’s about it.”

“Thanks” I said.

“Thanks?” Pete asked. “For what?”

“Thanks for playing things my way” I said. “I think we make a great team.”

Pete gave me a broad smile. “Good! I’m glad you think so. I’m really glad, in fact.”

“So” I said while leaning towards him with a leering grin “do you want more of her?”

“Oh God yes!” Pete said. He nodded vigorously for emphasis. “I can’t believe how good she was.” He sighed deeply.

“See! Told you!” I said while slapping him on the shoulder. “No problem, my friend. Everything can be arranged.”

“Yeah, that’s what you told me” Pete said. “You were right. Having sex with a young girl is like a drug.”

“That it is. That it is” I said. I lifted my beer bottle and toasted Pete’s glass of water.

“A toast to our partnership in pedophilia” I said.

“I’ll drink to that!” Pete replied. We clinked our drinks, my bottle of beer against Pete’s glass of water, then both downed our drinks.

“So tell me, partner” I said “when you two were up there in bed, you were talking softly before you fucked her. I couldn’t hear clearly what you or Heather said most of the time. What did you talk about?”

Pete shrugged. “Nothing much. Sweet nothings, mostly. I gave her a little lecture. A pep-talk.”

“A pep talk?” I said. “Do tell.”

Pete said “I told her she’s a beautiful, brave girl. A very special girl. I told her I’m her special teacher. I told her my job is to teach her more than just school stuff. I would teach her life-stuff. And sex is part of that.”

“I see” I said, nodding.

“I reminded Heather that’s it all got to be secret. I told her she’ll go to a horrible orphanage if she ever talks. You know, the usual scare stories that hebephiles like to tell young teens they’re abusing. I told her she’d be beaten and whipped as well as all the stuff they do to her pussy, and mouth, and ass.”

“Good. That reinforces what I’ve been telling her” I said. “She can see with her own eyes that I’m taking better care of her than her mother ever did. Heather gets regular meals now. Good food, too. A nice clothes. Toys. Things my money can buy. I told her if she tells anyone about the sex stuff, she’ll be taken away. Sent to some horrible institution like the one you described. So Heather knows she’s got to keep her mouth shut. Except when my dick’s in it!” I concluded with a laugh. Pete laughed too.

“God, she is cute...” Pete sighed, closing his eyes.

I chuckled. “I know, I know.” In my mind’s eye, I saw Heather’s tenderness: the flawless white skin of her lithe young body; its early teenage femininity; the fledgling curve of her young ass; the delightful fragrance and taste of her girlish cunt.

“And it’s not just her body” Pete said with a slow drawl on the last word, making it sound like ‘bahhhdee.’ “There’s her face. Her amazingly beautiful young face. Not a single line or wrinkle on it. Her skin is smooth as silk. It’s perfect. I love it. I love her.”

I noticed that Pete had been kissing Heather’s soft, snow-white cheeks a lot. He had kissed her mouth, her forehead, her neck, for a very long time. “So, what else?” I asked.

Pete sighed. “I loved feeling her all over while we talked. Just fondling her nipples, stroking her cunt, rubbing her clit. Intimate but, you know, not invasive.”

“OK. She’s got all nice stuff, doesn’t she? I said.”

“Yes. YES! Oh, God, yes! Jesus Christ, this shouldn’t even be illegal” Pete said with great passion and intensity.

I nodded in agreement. “That’s what I’ve thought that for a long time” I said. “If I ruled the world, sex with young girls would be completely legal. Standard stuff, really.”

“The light stuff. The rubbing and stroking. We should be able to do that with any young girl we want. Don’t you think? Maybe even the heavier stuff. Hell, she’ll get used to it. They all do. Or will” Pete said, nodding earnestly to himself. “I’ll tell you something — it’s every bit as beautiful as I hoped.”

“What is? Which part?” I asked.

“Sex with a girl. Getting my dick into her young pussy” Pete said. Some self-consciousness suddenly crept into his face. The full impact of the fact that he has just raped a 14-year-old girl was apparently just sinking in.

“Yeah, sure. Of course” I said. “It’s completely unique. Fucking a young girl’s cunt is not like adult sex at all. It must have been a hell of a release for YOU, with you being her teacher and all. You see these young bitches every day. With clothes on. Must be a hell of a temptation. Now you’ve had your hands on the flesh underneath — a naked young girl at your mercy. Not some substitute, like a teen-porn video or something. A real young cunt in the flesh. A real girl to fuck. It must be a dream come true.”

“Yes” Pete nodded with a wry smile, as if acknowledging a universal truth. “It’s what I’ve always wanted.”

“Do you think a lot of teachers are pedos?” I asked.

Pete took the question seriously. “Among male teachers ... hmmm ... I’d guess about half have sex fantasies of young girls. Yep.”

“Cool” I said with a laugh. “I’d have guessed more. Like 100%. But I’ll take your word for it.”

Pete chuckled, embarrassed. “Hey, I’m only guessing too. It’s not the sort of thing we dare talk about, you know?”

“So” I said genially “how would you like to live out even more of those fantasies you’ve been hiding so long?”

“I’d love it!” said Pete without hesitation.

“Maybe you could visit twice a week. But no more than that, OK?” I offered.

“Oh, hell yeah! For discretion’s sake, twice a week would be plenty. Thanks! Thanks very much!” Pete said with great enthusiasm.

“You’re welcome” I said. “You can be very useful for Heather and me. You can help in everything. Besides, it’s so hot seeing another guy playing with the young bitch and fucking her.”

That was the God’s honest truth. I’ve always been intensely possessive of every young girl I ever fucked. I never shared any. The only time I ever even saw another guy fuck a young girl was on the videos in my teen-lover porn collection. But seeing it in real life was a much bigger turn on than I ever imagined it could be. Jesus! Just seeing another man getting an erection in the presence of my pretty girl’s naked flesh was incredibly hot!

“Thanks” Pete said. “I hope I’m not cramping your style, Steve. Believe me, I really do want to do more with Heather — a lot more! Don’t worry about me going all soft and trying to get her out of this life. The life of being sexually abused, I mean. Raped, I guess you could say, legally. I’m all for it. I’m all in! I want to fuck this girl as much as I possibly can.”

I chuckled. “Good” I said. “Just remember: Heather is my property. I own her. I am her Master and her Owner. She belongs to me. She thinks of me as her Daddy, too. She’ll only have sex with you if I say so. I own the young bitch, body and soul. Understand?”

“Yes” Pete said, with a coldly serious look on his face. “I understand. Heather belongs to you. I won’t interfere with that. The girl is your property. I’m just visiting her. You own her. I get it.”

“Good” I said. “Never forget that and we’ll get along just fine.” I looked Mr. Peter Harris square in the eye. He probably felt like I was reading his mind. In a sense, I was. I gave him the look that showed I meant business. I would not allow him or anyone else stand between me and the young cunt I owned. If he tried to take her away from me, he’d pay with his life.

“Now that we understand one another” I continued “what do you have in mind for next time?”

“Well, for a start, I want to fuck her sweet pussy again. That was so amazing, I’ve got to repeat it” Pete said. “Then maybe try her mouth. Or her ass. I’m not sure. All I know is that I want to fuck that girl’s cunt again as soon as you’ll let me, Steve.”

I nodded. “OK” I said. “I’ll tell you though, Pete, that I’ve fucked her up the ass a lot more often than I’ve fucked her cunt.”

“Wow! Really?” Pete asked.

“Yep” I said. “For me, shoving my dick up a young girl’s ass is the ultimate act of domination. It shows them who’s in charge. And it feels amazing. It’s also so degrading for them. Some people would call it ... depraved.”

“I guess that would be the word” said Pete. “I mean, a young girl’s rectum is not the place a man’s penis is supposed to go, is it?”

I laughed. “A man’s penis isn’t supposed to go into any of a young girl’s holes. But I know what you mean. Her asshole is the dirtiest, most taboo place. And Heather’s got a great young ass for that. Sodomizing her is one of my favorite things. It’s right up there with shoving my dick in her mouth and making her suck me off. That’s my Number One thing. I love to make Heather suck me off and swallow my cum. As you saw tonight.”

“I sure did see that” Pete said with a lopsided smile. “She did an amazing job, too. She was at least as good as the girls in those teen porn videos.”

“Yes” I said. “I made Heather watch the those videos along with dozens of others. I wanted her to learn quickly. And of course, I made her practice every day. A lot.”

Pete inhaled deeply and then expelled the air between his teeth, making a long soft whistle. “That must be amazing. She’s an amazing young girl. You’re probably the luckiest man on earth, Steve.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I like to think so. But then that would make you the second luckiest, wouldn’t it?”

Pete laughed heartily at that. “I suppose it does!”

“Tell me” said Pete. “When you have anal sex with Heather, how far up her ass do you go?”

I shrugged and smiled. It was so satisfying to talk about this with another man. I was finding it very enjoyable to share this kind of knowledge. “That depends on the session” I said. “Sometimes I just get the head of my dick just past her anal sphincters. I barely enter her rectum at all. A couple of inches at most. Other times I go deeper. Much deeper.”

“How deep then?” Pete persisted.

“About three or four inches, if I’m being gentle. More if I’m feeling more aggressive. On a few occasions, I’ve pushed all the way into her rectum. I made her take my whole 7 inches. That’s when I really start mining shit from the young bitch’s hiney!” I said with a laugh.

“Wow!” said Pete while rolling his eyes. “That’s amazing. Maybe I’ll try both holes next time.”

“Whatever you want, Pete” I said. “I’m putting Heather at your disposal during your visits. But there is one hard and fast rule.”

“What’s that?” Pete asked.

“I always get to watch” I said.

Pete smiled. “Of course! We’re partners.” He leaned towards me and held out his hand. I shook it.

“This is the beginning of beautiful friendship” I said “ ... partner.”

Pete tapped his forehead. “One more thing. I completely forgot to ask before. Is Heather on any form of birth control?”

I nodded. “Abso-fucking-lutely. She’s got an IUD in her uterus. An Intrauterine Device. It’s very effective. 99% they say.”

Pete looked relieved. “Good. I should have asked before. But I ... sort of ... didn’t want to know. Maybe I was afraid to ask. Or maybe it was just more exciting not knowing.”

“Not to worry, partner” I said. “I’ve thought of everything.”

After that, Peter went home. I went upstairs to Heather’s bedroom. She had fallen asleep. I got undressed and climbed into bed with her. I kissed her neck. I fondled and sucked on her young nipples. Heather soon woke up.

“Are you ready for your blowjob?” Heather asked.

“You know it, young bitch” I said.

Heather went down on me. She kissed the tip of my penis. Then she took it into her mouth. The girl used one hand to stroke my dick while she sucked and licked my dick. I began thrusting my penis deeper into Heather’s mouth. She gagged at bit, but never let my dick out of her mouth. I finally grabbed her pretty blonde head. I was determined to cum in her mouth for I third time this evening. I began shooting my sperm into the girl’s mouth. Heather gulped down my cum. She knew how to give a proper blowjob job. She swallowed every drop of my cum, as she always did. Normally, I would have held onto her head to keep my penis inside her mouth for a half hour or so. Not tonight. I pulled out after only five minutes or so.

“So tell me, Heather, what did you think of what Mr. Harris did with you tonight?” I asked.

Heather’s blonde eyes were like two crystals set in the moon-white beauty of her young face. She brushed strands of blonde hair away from her face. “It was OK. Mr. Harris is nice. But I’d rather suck your dick than have his dick in my cunt. I’m so used to sucking you off, Master. I even like doing it now. You put your penis in my mouth so many times every day, I miss it when I don’t suck you every few hours.”

“Good girl” I said. “While your mom’s still away, we can keep sleeping together. Naked. Tomorrow morning, I’ll let you suck me off again.”

Heather smiled. “Good! That’s so much easier than taking it in my ass or my cunt.”

I laughed. “Don’t think I won’t be using those holes too! But not first thing in the morning. A young girl should have her Daddy’s dick in her mouth first thing in the morning. Right?”

Heather kissed the head of my penis while looking me in the eye. “Yes, Daddy” she said before opening her mouth and engulfing my penis again. We both fell asleep while Heather kept my security penis lovingly cradled in her young mouth.

	
	
	

Chapter 7


	After Heather’s evening of sexually entertaining her English teacher, Peter Harris, she gave me oral sex as we lay in bed together. She didn’t suck me off. I was too tired for that, having cum in her mouth three times already the night before. No, Heather simply nursed my dick, keeping it warm and happy and loved. This was more than a simple pleasure for me. Heather told me that she liked to have my “security penis” in her mouth. It was better than a baby pacifier, or sucking her thumb when she was young. Heather would happily lap and lick my dick while it rested in her mouth. Not vigorous sucking, you understand. Neither one of us had the energy for that at this point. It was more of an intimate pleasuring, in which Heather cradled my “security penis” in her mouth as if she were a suckling baby and my penis was the giver of all good things in her life.

The next morning I cooked up a hearty bacon and eggs breakfast for Heather so she could sleep in a little bit. It was a school day, however, so I had to make sure she was up and ready in time. After school I picked her up and told her we’d do something fun. I let her choose a movie to see, and a place to eat for dinner. She chose a comedy film. I didn’t find it particularly funny, but it appealed to her teenage sensibilities. Heather laughed a lot. Afterward we went to a new burger place in town. The food was better than I expected. I let Heather order whatever she liked. While she was at school I had searched the internet for advice on raising teenagers. How to talk to them, and all that. Teenaged girls, in particular. I tried out some of the advice, asking Heather some open-ended questions that were supposed to show real “sensitivity.” It took some courage for me to ask some of these questions, because they just seemed embarrassingly silly to my male mind. But Heather ate them up. She was so eager to talk. I let her blab on and on while I nodded my head and ate my dinner. By the time we went home that evening, Heather was acting positively romantic towards me. She asked me if I wanted to fuck her. Or just let her suck me off. She even offered me her ass, which is the place she least liked taking my cock. I told her she was being a very good and loving girl for offering me her body like that. And I might take her up on any of those offers at any time.

I regularly demanded these things from her in the past, so none of them were new. But she had never offered herself to me this way before. I took her new willingness to submit herself spontaneously for my pleasure to be a very good sign. It meant that the advice I’d found on the internet was better than I had expected it to be. It also meant that all the fucking she had endured last night had no turned her off from sex. Not a bit.

Heather and I were alone together for a few more days until her mother Donna returned from visiting family. As my sexual stamina returned to its usual robust level, I resumed having all sorts of sexy fun with Heather. Back to our regularly scheduled program, as it were. I also continued following the advice Pete and what I found on the internet to lighten up Heather’s life a bit. I didn’t want her hanging out with other children much at all. So the fun we had was mostly just the two of us. That was enough, though. By combining these new activities with my ongoing mind control techniques (which I refuse to disclose for security reasons), Heather was sinking deeper and deeper under my power. We had one more glorious weekend together of great fun and terrific sex before Heather’s mother returned on Sunday.

When young Heather’s useless mother, Donna, finally returned, she informed me that on Monday that she was needed for her work at the all-night dinner earlier than usual on Wednesday. She was doing part of another waitress’s shift. This meant she would be leaving the house at 5:30 pm, and would not return until after her usual shift finished at 3 am. This spelled ‘opportunity’ for me, and also for my new friend in pedophilia, Mr. Pete Harris, Heather’s schoolteacher. I phoned Pete almost immediately. He was willing and eager to bring forward our agreed-upon day for his second ‘installment’ — as he euphemistically termed it — with 14-year-old Heather from Friday to Wednesday. Also, curiously, Pete asked if he might bring a couple of items with him ‘for Heather.’ I smiled to myself at the thought of Heather’s teacher bringing her presents. I didn’t see it as his place anyway. Pete also asked that Heather bathe but otherwise remain in her school uniform of white blouse, green skirt, and white knee socks. I assured him this would be the case.

Pete was on the doorstep promptly at 6:00 pm. I let him in. Pete explained he had a couple of things to bring in from the car. He returned with a cot mattress, a soft clean cover, and a large carrier bag with the name of well-known young teen clothing store on the side. When questioned about these, Pete explained he wanted to put the mattress on the large coffee table, so the Heather would be better ‘displayed’ at the ideal height for ‘examination’. The mattress would ensure her comfort. The other item was a present for Heather ‘afterwards’. I smiled as I thought ‘This guy’s got it bad!’ I never did quite understand hebephiles who claimed they could be ‘in love’ with a young girl. For me it was always about dominating the young bitches and using them for my pleasure. Sure, in some sense I loved the young girls I had sexually abused. But when you got right down to it, it was all about enjoying their young girl bodies and fucking the bitches in every hole. Indeed, I got an extra kick from trying to enslave the young girls, even if I had failed more often than not until my technique improved. Mostly I had ended up messing them up emotionally. Oh, well. At least I had gotten my jollies by using the young cunts like cheap gutter whores. Ironically, Pete’s romantic approach might well mess them up even more. I mean, his falling in love with Heather would never really work out. It couldn’t. I knew Heather a lot better than he did. I had been molding her mind for months. I had been bending her to my will, mentally controlling and enslaving her. Of all my attempts to do this before, with some partial successes but more failures, Heather was coming along the best so far. In fact, she was doing so well that Heather might turn out to be my first unqualified success. In any case, I handled the child firmly. And the more I sexually abused her while reinforcing my dominance, the more Heather responded to me with ever deepening obedience and even, yes, love. That’s right: she loved me. That was one of the things that was unique about Heather. Of all the young girls I had tried to enslave, Heather was the first and only one to respond in exactly the manner I wanted. I might not feel much sentimental attachment to her, but the young bitch definitely felt emotionally dependent on me. That’s why I say that Heather loved me. But love is hard to judge. Behavior was much easier to judge. And Heather’s behavior under my command was unmistakable subservient. She was exemplary in that regard. The young bitch was sliding deeply and easily into precisely the life of slavery I had always dreamed of creating for a young girl. Heather viewed me as her Daddy and Master and Owner. This was so wonderful that I was often beside myself with delight. Moments like that where when I really felt something like love for the young cunt. And she adored me.

Pete and I went into the living room where Heather was working at the table. She looked up. Her blue eyes were attentive. When she saw me she gave her meek smile. Her movie-star beautiful, pale white face was framed by her long, golden blonde hair. The girl’s meekness was clear evidence that her slave training was coming along extraordinarily well. Then Heather frowned when she saw I was not alone.

“I hope that’s the homework I gave you, Heather” Pete chirped in a pleasant voice. Heather replied that it was. She clearly came to attention at the arrival of her English teacher. Then her eyes flitted in thought. She glanced at me for guidance. I ignored her puzzlement: she had not expected Pete until Friday.

“Have you nearly finished?” Pete, or ‘Mr. Harris’, asked her.

“Uh, yes, another 5 minutes” she replied, in her meek young voice.

Heather still seemed to wonder whether this was a ‘schoolwork’ visit, or more to do with part two of what had started on a few days ago. I had to suppress a chuckle. The silly young bitch! She was still too young to understand. Any sensible girl would know that Pete was here in the house with her for one reason and one reason only: SEX! I’ve got to say that the one thing I like most about young girls is their sheer naiveté. Even a young cunt like Heather who is as accustomed to sexual abuse as any girl I’ve fucked. The young whore still doesn’t understand. She doesn’t know that her only purpose in life, as far as Pete and I are concerned, is sex. Her ‘innocence’ vanishes as soon as an erect penis is shoved in her mouth, or jammed in her young cunt, or up plunged up her ass. Nevertheless, so much of the time Heather’s naiveté remains. Young girls simply don’t have the same brain power as adults. Really, it’s one of the most delicious things about them, and about the whole matter of fucking young girls in the mouth, cunt, and ass. The young bitches are nothing but cute young fucking pawns of flesh. And yet they don’t get it! How innocent they are, I marveled.

“OK, you finish up, sweetie. Your Daddy and I will have a little talk” Pete said. Heather glanced nervously at me. She wasn’t used to being considered when ‘it’ was being planned. I never gave her any consideration in the process. I just fucked the girl whenever I pleased, in whatever way I pleased. But tonight was Pete’s show. So I just nodded, told Heather to finish her homework, and went into the kitchen with Pete to get coffee.

Pete quickly explained to me what, with my permission, he would like to do with Heather. Pete had been watching Heather nearly all day, in the classroom, at play, at P.E. He wanted to experience her taste and smell after a full day, but after a little washing up, which I had already taken care of. I also like Heather to smell nice and clean when I abuse her. So I had the girl take a shower earlier. Pete said that he would like Heather on all fours, on the coffee table, so that he could ‘explore’ the girl from behind. He wanted me present as this would ensure Heather’s compliance. I could also play a participant’s role if I wished. I agreed. Pete smiled, and with an uncomplicated enthusiasm he suggested we start. We both finished up our coffee and returned to the living room.

Heather had finished doing her homework. She was reading quietly at the table. Pete and I moved chairs back from the coffee table, cleared magazines from the top, and placed the cot mattress in position. Heather watched all this from the corner of her eye. She looked genuinely curious. If she also had a sinking feeling in her young soul, the young bitch hid it well. As well she should. Heather knew from her experience with me that I would come down on her like a ton of bricks if she showed even the slightest degree of resistance or complaint.

“Mr. Harris — I mean Pete — would like to play some more games, Heather. He has some ideas of his own. Is that OK?” I asked. It really didn’t matter whether it was or wasn’t OK with her. But I realized that Pete liked the softer approach, and I would go along with it for the time being. It was interesting. It also contrasted so strongly with my approach that Heather would surely notice the difference. In my approach, I had stopped asking Heather if something was OK with her many months ago. Nowadays I simply commanded the young bitch and she obeyed. Heather had adjusted well to my approach. In fact, it was clear to me that Heather really enjoyed being my slave. She must think her teacher is some sort of wishy-washy wimp by comparison. Which is good. I don’t want her or Peter Harris to get any ideas that she will ever, ever part from me. My long term goal with Heather – and with her mother Donna – is life-long slavery to me, forever. That’s a big goal. But I’ve working on it!

“Hello, Heather. Are you ready?” asked Pete. He walked over to the table and hugged the girl gently, as an adult ‘should’ hug a girl.

“I – I guess so” replied Heather who, unlike other young teens, knew the types of thing a man’s hug would likely lead to.

She slipped off the chair as Pete lifted her up and set her on her feet. As they walked to the coffee table, Heather already starting to undo her blouse. Another awesome thing, I thought: seeing a girl trained in the ways of sex, seeing a girl who understood full well that exposing the soft, small, white mounds and pink nipple peaks of her naked chest was one of the important aspects of the whole thing.

“No, no Heather!” Pete said. “Leave your blouse on. Just come over here and climb on the table. That’s it. Now turn around so your bottom is at this end. That’s right. Now kneel on all fours. That’s it! Great!” Pete sounded like he was enthusiastically directing an innocent school play. He walked over and stood in front of her face. He held her head. Pete lifted Heather’s face and kissed it gently. “Absolutely lovely, darling. Now we’re going to play. Just relax. I won’t hurt you.” Pete walked back to the other end of the table. I could see his excitement growing as he viewed the young girl posing for him.

“Steve, would you go and stand by her head? Stroke her hair nicely and stuff” Pete said in a lower and throatier voice that revealed some of the tension and anticipation he was feeling. I hid my amusement about that too. Mr. Peter Harris was the authoritative teacher in the classroom. But he was a nervous young man when it came to having sex with a girl -- and one of his favorite young teens at that!

Pete moved directly behind Heather, and out of her view. He quickly stripped off his shoes, socks, pants, and boxers, leaving just his t-shirt on. He was already sporting an erection. The schoolteacher’s stiff dick bobbed up and down as he knelt down behind his young female student. This is yet another great thing about girl-sex, I thought: the contrast between the subtle and tender physique of a young girl and the hard shaft of a full-grown man. This contrast added a whole other dimension to the event for me. Tonight I was as the witness to this hebephiliac sexual abuse of a 14-year-old girl. Which was still new and unusual for me. I was used to being the only guy who fucked the young bitch. Now I was going to ‘witness it’, instead of BEING that guy. Heather was on all fours at eye-level in front of me now. She looked up at me, blue eyes showing some slight concern as I stroked her long blonde hair. At the other end of the young girl, where Pete knelt, Heather’s green pleated school skirt, although not that short, nevertheless rode up to mid-thigh. From his position behind her, Pete instinctively ducked down even lower to glance up the girl’s skirt. He got a good look at the Heather’s white cotton panties, which I’m sure is something he had been longing to see all day. Then Pete stood up. He looked at me with a guilty half-smile. He seemed to feel embarrassed after doing this. But I just nodded, gave him a thumbs up, and smiled back.

I wasn’t sure what the hell Pete was planning exactly. I had no idea which of the girl’s holes he might want to penetrate. Nor did I know how many of his own body parts he might want to insert into those young holes. His fingers? His tongue? His dick? Maybe all three, one after the other? In any case, I was eagerly anticipating a long, full evening. It would be good for him and me. We would be working as a domineering double-team in the sexual molestation of my beautiful, sexy, vulnerable, completely helpless 14-year-old Heather.

One thing I did know for sure: Heather would have no say whatsoever in what Pete and I would do to her. And she knew it. Heather was like a tame, captive animal. She was powerless and helpless. Her obedience me, her all-powerful Owner / Master / Daddy, was unquestioned. And by my authorization, she would also obey my guest, her teacher Mr. Peter Harris. Between Pete and me, the young girl would get sexually abused to the max.

	
	
	

Chapter 8


	
For most people in the neighborhood, it was a normal spring Wednesday evening. The school semester wasn’t over, so quite a few young teens were doing their homework at 6:30 pm. In a sense, 14-year-old Heather Johansson was doing her homework too. But what the pretty blonde girl with the crystal blue eyes was doing was not normal schoolwork. Although she was wearing her normal school uniform of white blouse, green skirt, and white knee socks, Heather was not doing reading or writing homework for school. The gorgeous young girl with the movie-star good looks was kneeling on all fours on the coffee table. The girl was being prepared to be sexually abused by me, Steven, and by her teacher, Peter, the two main adult male authority figures in her young life.

I am Heather’s surrogate Daddy, because I am her mother Donna’s boyfriend. But in reality, I am Heather’s Master and Owner. And Donna’s, too. Heather’s English teacher Peter Harris had returned this evening for his second sex session in two weeks. What Peter and I were about to do to the young girl was anything but normal!

At least, it wasn’t normal for most young girls. But ever since I came into Heather’s life almost a year ago, being sexually abused at my hands had become normal for the child. I fucked the 14-year-old girl in her the mouth, or cunt, or ass almost every day now. What was different about tonight was Pete’s presence. The nervous young man had always been attracted to young girls. But Pete had never touched one until I invited him over to have a crack at Heather last week. Now he can’t get enough of her. Tonight is his second chance to enjoy his favorite pupil sexually. His eagerness is obvious.

Heather had limited understanding of the nature of what was going on. The girl knew she had to keep it all secret. But she had no clear idea of how unusual her new lifestyle really was. She was probably not even aware of the term sexual abuse. What Heather knew for certain is that having sex with me is now a normal part of her life. And doing it with her teacher Mr. Harris was in process of becoming normalized too.

Peter Harris was so new to this. I liked the guy, but he really had no clue about how to train a young girl to be a man’s sex toy. I do. I have done it to seven other young cunts before I got my hands on Heather. Over the past many months I had broken her in. So I had already done all the hard work. I had even gotten Heather to enjoy some of the sexual abuse I inflicted on her daily. In fact, she was so attached to sucking my dick that she often referred to is as her “security penis.”

Now Pete was now getting to enjoy the fruits of my months of effort.

Heather looked so pretty kneeling on all fours in her school uniform with her long blonde hair hanging down and her movie-star good looks practically shining in the spotlight. She knew that another session of sexual activity was about to begin. She knew what this would soon involve: a man’s fully erect penis. Or in tonight’s line up, two of them. Heather knew that she would surely have to touch my penis and Pete’s. She knew that she would probably have to suck at least one penis and probably both. What the pretty girl could not be sure of was whether one or both of these male organs, which looked so large compared to her small body, would be shoved into her cunt or thrust between her pure white butt cheeks to assault her pretty pink anus and invade her tender rectum. The final question was where each penis would deliver its load of semen. Onto her face? Into her mouth? Into her young cunt? Or up her ass?

I watched Heather’s lovely face as her teacher gently lifted the girl’s green skirt up over her waist and folded it. Her face was calm; her breathing was normal. Pete exhaled deeply as he took in the sight of Heather’s beautifully rounded but still girlishly small rear end. No doubt he had been eyeing the girl’s ass all day, anticipating this moment. Heather’s white cotton panties were mere inches from her teacher’s face. Pete had already removed his own shoes, socks, pants, and boxers, leaving just his t-shirt on. He was already sporting an erection.

I observed Pete’s fascination with Heather’s panties. This was quite typical of men with hebephiliac tendencies who had not gotten to act on them. I was long past that stage. I had been acting on my teen-lover tendencies for almost two decades now. Panties held no interest for me anymore. I only cared about the tender young female flesh waiting behind the flimsy panty fabric.

Pete moved his face forward. He buried his nose against the white fabric, pushing the panty into Heather’s crack. Pete inhaled deeply. From my position standing to one side of Heather’s head, I could see Pete’s cock twitch as the mixed scents of young girl’s bottom filled his nose and fired up his brain circuits. Poor Pete! He had a lifetime of pent-up sexual frustration inside him. This guy had suffered the torment of watching girls Heather’s age, and a year or two younger or older, for years. All the while he had been wanting and fantasizing about doing exactly this. But for all those years, poor Pete had been unable to even touch a young girl’s rear end, much less press his face against her panties. Pete lifted his head from Heather’s bottom. He exhaled like a bull. Then he returned his nose to the crease in Heather’s panties.

Heather giggled. “That tickles” she said.

I smiled at her. Heather knew I felt affection for her. But to me her main value was sexual. The young bitch failed to understand my sense of humor. I was amused that she viewed this opening act of her forthcoming sexual abuse as funny. The young bitch thought of Pete as a special teacher — a ‘friend’, even. In reality the guy just wanted every sexual gratification he could get from the teen beauty. As her English teacher, Pete did take Heather’s emotional welfare taken into consideration. But it was definitely in second place. The man wanted to fuck the young bitch just as much as I did. Heather was so cute: her flawless white flesh was so smooth, her face so gorgeous yet sweet, framed by her long golden hair and shining with her big blue eyes. The child was so full of submission and vulnerability. When Heather was standing, she was a mere 5 feet 3 inches tall. The girl weighed a mere 105 pounds. Now with her kneeling on the table, Heather’s long, fine blonde hair dangled almost all the way to the tabletop.

I watched the top of Pete’s head as he relished in his taboo activity at Heather’s rear end. Then Pete’s face surfaced like a scuba diver coming up from a dive towards Heather’s nether regions. He gave me a wide smile. The man’s erection was now full. He placed his fingers into each side of Heather’s panties. Gently and slowly he pulled them over the girl’s buttocks and down to her knees. With deliberate care, the lecherous schoolteacher eased each panty leg hole over her knees one at a time. He pulled the panties down to Heather’s ankles and then completely off. With the young girl’s panties in his hand, Pete raised them to his nose and inhaled again. He lowered his hands a bit and looked into inside the panty crotch. He lifted the girl’s underwear to his mouth and his tongue for one final contact before casting the garment to the floor.

Pete looked at me. “Steve, could you come here please?” he said. I moved a couple of steps closer to him. I was still standing to one side of Heather’s kneeling body. “Could you spread her ass-cheeks for me?” Pete asked. “Slowly. Gently. That does it. I want to see this wonder unfold a little at a time.”

I reached across Heather’s back. I grasped her each of her pure white, baby-soft young butt cheeks. Taking each one gently into my hands, I then parted them slowly. I had to adjust my fingers so I could grip the girl’s buttocks securely without hiding the inner view from Pete’s eyes. Gently, slowly, I parted the 14-year-old girl’s ass cheeks for the big reveal. I was opening the way to Pete’s paradise. When I had spread Heather’s butt cheeks completely, the entranced schoolteacher surveyed the picture-perfect young teenage female ass flesh before him. Heather remained stock-still in her kneeling doggy pose while I had my large adult male hands on each of her young ass cheeks. The girl was simply a sex-object exposed to her teacher’s hungry gaze. Pete saw every inch of the girl’s small anal valley, which extended from just beneath her tailbone to her sex organs far down past the lower end. Pete stared intently at everything lurking between the child’s ass cheeks. At the lowest part of that valley was her cunt slit. Above that was her perineum. Right in the middle of Heather’s hidden anal valley was my favorite prize: her small, pink, incredibly sexy little girl anus.

“My God, it’s gorgeous!” Pete whispered softly. “I think that’s the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.”

Pete pushed his head slightly forward, as before. But this time without the Heather’s panties to get in the way. He buried his face between the girl’s butt cheeks and inhaled deeply. Her scent was obviously stronger here. After Pete took a deep breath, he pulled back. Opening his mouth, Pete stuck out his wet tongue. The schoolteacher returned his face to the ass of his 14-year-old student. He licked her from the bottom to the top of the child’s anal valley. The man was clearly thrilled to have his face between Heather’s butt cheeks. Pete licked her ass-crack up and down, over and over, until his tongue finally came to rest on the child’s anal ring. Pete licked Heather’s anus over and over. Then the man withdrew his tongue back in his mouth. He closed his eyes and smiled. Pete was savoring the flavors of young girl’s anal taste and smell.

I knew what Pete was experiencing. I’ve been doing the same thing with Heather’s lovely ass for months now. I do it many times each week, in fact. When she was freshly washed and clean as she was now, Heather’s anal flavor was both sweet and pungent at the same time. As I gazed down now at her schoolteacher’s frenzied activity, I could see Pete’s cock twitching in response to the seductive odors of the 14-year-old’s rear end.

Pete continued taking his pleasure with the formerly hidden treasure between Heather’s butt cheeks. He began poking his tongue at her anus. He rolled his tongue into a tight young tube. Then he began orally attacking Heather’s tender asshole more insistently. Pushing his tongue against the anus itself, Pete used his tongue like a miniature battering ram. I had done the same thing many times myself. Quite soon his tongue would force its way into the girl’s asshole. Heather gasped and giggled, as she always did when I tongued her anus. Heather always enjoyed the sensation of my tongue licking and penetrating her little pink asshole. She clearly felt similarly about having her teacher’s tongue inside her rear end. The girl liked having something so warm and soft entering her asshole. A tongue was much easier for the girl to accommodate than a finger or a thick hard dick. Nevertheless, the child knew that being anally violated by a finger and then a dick was the inevitable sequel to the initial tonguing of her anus. During all her many months as my sex-slave-in-training, Heather had learned that tonguing her asshole was only the opening overture. A good buttfucking always followed.

But would that be the case tonight with Pete? He was completely new to this. Pete had instinctively started pulling on Heather’s thighs, easing the 14-year-old backwards towards him. These slight movements had the effect of spearing her asshole onto his probing tongue. I glanced at her face. I saw a faraway look and a slight smile. Pete’s tongue continued plunging into Heather’s anal opening. With his right hand Pete gently stroked his eager cock. Droplets of precum emerged from the tip. Then with his left hand, Pete took some precum onto his index finger. He rubbed it gently into Heather’s young girl cunt slit. He paid particular attention to her clitoris. Heather wriggled at this, even moving slightly to chase his finger. It was hard to tell whether this was genuine enjoyment, or whether the obedient child simply went with it because she was expected to.

Pete’s anal play with his vulnerable student continued for around five more minutes. Pete then stopped and sat back. He looked at his handiwork. Or should I say, his tongue-work. The valley between Heather’s pure white ass cheeks — especially the girl’s lovely pink anus — were coated with her teacher’s saliva. The child’s anus itself was a little bit redder than its normal pink. Pete reached forward with the index finger of his left hand. Using the soft pad at the tip of his finger, the man began to circle and then press against Heather’s tender anus. After a few seconds, Heather’s anal ring succumbed to the probing pressure of Pete’s finger. The man’s finger swiftly disappeared inside the girl’s rectum. He pushed it in up to the first knuckle.

“Wow” Pete said “that’s marvelous! What a grip her anal sphincter has. It’s the most amazing feeling in the world!”

I watched as Pete eagerly worked his finger around inside the child’s asshole. He rotated it slowly around her sphincter. He was stretching and opening it with great care while I continued to hold Heather’s cheeks apart. Pete and I both got a close-up view of the girl’s anus dilating to accept the man’s intruding finger. Then Pete withdrew his finger. He held it up to his nose and sniffed. He smiled as his eyes closed with satisfaction, like an expert sniffing the cork of a fine wine. Then the schoolteacher rolled his finger across his tongue. The man was savoring the anal flavor of the beautiful young girl, his favorite 14-year-old student. Removing his finger from his mouth and reaching down to his penis, Pete started to coat the finger with his precum, which was still oozing from his engorged cock. He carefully placed his newly lubricated finger on Heather’s anus for a moment, and then pushed it back into the girl’s asshole.

Watching this was getting me incredibly hot. “Hold on Pete, I’m getting a bit warm” I muttered. I gave him a wink as I released Heather’s butt cheeks. I swiftly removed my jeans and underwear. “That’s better” I said as I resumed my position holding Heather’s butt cheeks spread apart while my own erection stared Heather in the face.

I moved my body so my hips were closer to Heather’s head, with my fast-hardening erection only inches from the girl’s mouth. I looked down at Heather’s gorgeous face as her crystal blue eyes looked up at me. I blew her a little kiss. Heather looked at my penis. Then she turned her blonde head to look up at me. The lovely child licked her lips.

Pete’s finger now went to work on Heather’s asshole with greater intensity. His slippery precum allowed him to get more of his index finger into the young girl’s lovely pink hole. At the same time, the man worked his cock faster with his other hand. Pete’s finger made its way into Heather’s asshole up to his second knuckle. His ordinary-sized adult hand looked so large as it pumped vigorously between the small tender buttocks of the young teenage girl. His finger was thrusting back and forth into her young rectum with increasing fervor. With my help holding Heather’s butt cheeks apart, Pete again instinctively used his free hand to guide Heather’s ass back towards him. This facilitated his anal attack on the child.

I glanced at Heather’s snow-white face again. I saw a look of concentration and slight flinching, but no great distress. The beautiful child looked up at me. Heather blew me a kiss. I licked my lips. She smiled.

Pete was now red in the face. He was unable to delay his climax for much longer. He stroked his penis with one hand. The tight grasp of Heather’s rectum on the finger of his other hand was just too nice to stop. He needed my help to know what to do next.

I knew what was coming and I didn’t want to see him waste this opportunity. I said in a low, forceful, but not very loud voice “Shove it up her ass, man! Buttfuck the girl!”

With one finger still inside the girl’s asshole, Pete stood up. He lined himself up with Heather’s ass. Using his free hand to position his erection between the 14-year-old’s butt cheeks, Pete pulled his finger out of her asshole. He then pushed the head of his cock against her slightly dilated anal muscle. I wasn’t uncertain whether Pete had planned to do this in any case, or whether I had just incited him to it. At any rate, he finally looked like he was going to do it! The teacher of middle school girls was about to sodomize his favorite student! I understood only too well the exquisite sensation of placing the head of your cock against a young girl’s anus for the first time. Heather’s real anal violation by her English teacher was finally about to begin, it seemed.

But no! In his excitement, Pete lost control. Suddenly the man’s semen began spurting from his dick like a fountain, shooting out ropey jets of cum onto Heather’s anus, ass-cheeks, butt crack, and back. As the final drops of cum left the head of his cock, Pete collapsed backwards, panting heavily.

I was close to climaxing myself. I let go of Heather’s ass cheeks. I grabbed my cock and pushed it towards Heather’s face while giving her a stern command: “Heather. Suck. NOW!”

The child turned her blonde head towards me while opening her mouth to receive my throbbing dick. As her pretty young lips closed over my engorged penis and her tongue began doing its job, I began to ejaculate loads of hot cum into the girl’s mouth. My pretty young slave did her best to swallow it all, but she didn’t have the chance. Our set-up had been too hasty. My rough and rapid fucking of her mouth was too much for the girl to handle. Under the typical blowjob circumstances I had trained her for, Heather would have been able to gulp down all my cum. But not this time. The girl spluttered a lot of my cum over her chin. I held her head tightly while I finished cumming in her mouth. Then I released the child and fell back, happy but spent. The illicit satisfaction of hardcore molestation of a girl was huge, as always. And today I had the added bonus of sharing it by watching Pete play with Heather’s ass.

I smiled at Heather. She smiled back. She knew what she had to do. As I had taught her, the girl used one hand to gather up my cum that had leaked from her mouth. She scooped it up, and put her cum-glazed fingers into her mouth. The beautiful blonde child sucked her fingers clean. She swallowed every drop. Then the girl opened her mouth to show me that all the cum was gone. She then began reaching backward for Pete’s cum on her back and elsewhere. I held up one hand and shook my head. I told her no. She only had to swallow my cum, her Owner’s cum. Her teacher’s cum could be washed off later. It was completely disposable.

Pete and I recovered, panting from our orgasms which for all the world were as good as any we could have had in adult hardcore sex with a woman. Pete was the first to recover. He moved around the table where he lifted Heather up and into his arms. The middle school teacher held his favorite student tenderly, hugging her tight.

“Thank you, Heather. That was wonderful” he whispered. “Are you OK?”

Heather nodded. She offered a sweet, sticky smile. She was obviously offering reassurance to please her teacher. As Pete picked her up and hugged her again, Heather looked over his shoulder at me. She frowned. “I love you ... Daddy!” she said to me. “Please hold me!”

Startled and somewhat taken aback, Pete released his grip on Heather. She slid to the floor and came rushing over to me. I opened my arms and the young bitch flew into my embrace. I kissed her beautiful pale face and she kissed me back. I smelled my cum on her breath.

Pete was nonplussed. “Uhh ... that’s good. Yes, yes indeed. It’s good, Heather. You should love Steven. I mean, you should love your Daddy” he said in a weak and confused voice. Clearly the man thought that his caring attitude toward Heather would win her heart. Little did he know just how deep my control over the child really went. Heather was already far more deeply under my sway than he could ever imagine.

“OK, Heather” I said. “Now go and have a nice hot shower. Clean yourself. Especially your beautiful young bottom. Then come back here and have a nice drink with Mr. Harris and me. I’ll make your favorite hot chocolate.”

Heather kissed me on the lips in the erotic way I taught her. I felt up her naked young body at the same time while Pete watched. I saw the envy on his face.

“Uhh, Heather” Pete said while reaching into the carrier bag he had bought with him. He pulled out a long fluffy pink cotton robe. It looked soft and comfortable. “When you come down again, please wear this.”

Heather smiled. She clearly appreciated the gift. But she was not nearly as enthusiastic about it as her teacher had probably expected. She said, “Thank you, Mr. Harris.” Then she turned to me. “Daddy, do you want me to wear this? Or do you want me naked?”

I had to stifle a laugh. “You can wear it, sweetheart. You’d be insulting your teacher if you didn’t. I’ll want you naked again later. After Mr. Harris goes home.”

Heather smiled at hearing me say that. “OK, Daddy.” Then she turned back to her teacher. “I’ll wear it for you, Mr. Harris. ‘Cause Daddy said I should. I always do what Daddy tells me.” Heather turned to go but suddenly stopped. “Are you coming with me. Daddy? And you too Mr. Har ... err, Pete?”

“Not tonight sweetheart” I said. “Mr. Harris and I have some things to discuss. I’ll make your hot chocolate. Take a quick shower. Don’t be too long.”

Heather skipped off to the bathroom.

I pulled on my jeans. Pete put on his clothes while giving me some funny looks. Finally he could contain himself no longer. “How do you do it? The control you have over Heather is uncanny. You treat her rough. I treat her tenderly. Yet she craves you and treats me like an after-thought. What gives?”

I laughed. I walked over to the timid schoolteacher and clapped him on the shoulders with both my hands. “Pete, my friend, you’ve got a lot to learn. Don’t get me wrong. Heather likes you. But she loves me. She has to. I’ve been molding her heart and mind every bit as much as I’ve molded her behavior. Heather is my slave. My slave in body, heart, mind, and soul. She’s not a finished product yet. I’ve still got more work to do with her before she’s complete. But Heather and her mother Donna are my work projects. I’ve been extending and deepening my control, my possession of the two bitches, ever since they moved in with me. So let me tell you, before you get any ideas, that you have no hope of ever prying Heather away from me. She will only obey your requests if I tell her to do so. You’re nice enough. She likes you. But she loves me. Heather likes her teacher. But she adores her Owner. And I am her Owner. Never forget that.”

Pete stared at me slack-jawed. “Uhhh. Wh-whatever you say, Steven. I’m n-not t-trying to t-take Heather away f-from you” he stammered. “Please don’t send me away! I’ll do whatever you say. Just let me continue to see her. To have her. Once in a while, at least. It doesn’t even have to be once per week. Once per month would be fine. Whatever you say, Steven. You’re in charge here. Of Heather. And her mom. And of ... me. I’ll do whatever you tell me. Just let me keep seeing Heather.”

I smiled and clapped the trembling man on the shoulders again. “Good man!” I said. “Now that you know where you stand, I’ll let you continue to see Heather on my terms. But I’m going to want you to do some things for me in exchange.”

“What sort of things?” Pete asked.

“Girls” I said. “I want you to help me find more young girls. Heather is wonderful. But having only one young bitch isn’t enough. I want more young cunts. Understand?”

“Yes, Steven” Pete said. “I’ll help you. I’ll do whatever I can.”

“Good. Now come into the kitchen with me. I’m going to make some hot chocolate for mylittle sex slave. Tell me, Pete: What do you want to do with Heather next tonight?”

Peter’s face brightened. “I’d like to just sit and cuddle Heather when she comes down after her shower. Let her drink her chocolate. Then I’ll go home. And I’ll be happy. I’m happy already! I want to tell you how grateful I am to you, for sharing Heather with me. I loved having my finger up her sweet young asshole. I wish I had managed to get my penis up there! At any rate, it was quite amazing to watch you cumming in her mouth. For some reason, it made me recall these lines from a woman poet named Edna St. Vincent Millay. She had many love affairs back in the early 20th century. I don’t know if she ever had a man fuck her up the ass while another fucked her mouth. But anyway, here’s what she wrote:

“My candle burns at both ends; It will not last the night; But ah, my foes, and oh, my friends— It gives a lovely light.”

I laughed after Peter recited those lines. “Hell, yeah!” I said. “We definitely made my young bitch burn at both ends. She gave me a lovely light!” We both laughed at that. It made me feel better about Pete, too. I decided my enjoyment of the intrigue and the conspiracy of what we were doing with my young slave outweighed my impatience at Pete’s measured and tentative approach.

“OK, Pete” I said. “Here’s the deal. You can come back and see Heather again if you come up with some definite plan for how I can get another young girl. And you’ll help me get her. Understand?

Pete nodded as he said “Yes, yes. I understand. I’ll do it. I promise, Steven. I’ll work on getting more young girls. For you. And maybe, if you don’t mind, I can play with some of them too? Maybe we could even expand our interests? Oh, I almost forgot. As a thank you gift for letting me play with Heather, I bought this for you.” Pete pulled from his carrier bag a bottle of Talisker Storm.

Talisker is my favorite single malt Scotch whiskey! I thanked the man as I accepted his gift. Pete was still an amateur at girl-fucking, but I liked him. He was a good guy. He’ll make an excellent partner in my plans for future hebephile conquests.

A few minutes later, Heather came downstairs wearing her new pink bathrobe. I told her to sit on her teacher’s lap while she drank her hot chocolate. Pete felt her up and kissed her while the 14-year-old blonde beauty sat unresisting on her teacher’s lap. I watched them with a bemused smile.

Soon after that, Pete went home. And he went home happy and content, but no doubt still wanting more of Heather. Much more.

Meanwhile, Heather and I went upstairs to her bedroom. We both got undressed and lay down naked together. We kissed as I fondled her for a few minutes. She asked me some questions about what had happened tonight. She asked if she would have to have sex with her teacher again. I told her that she would, but only if I allowed it. Heather said she only wanted to have sex with me. I told her that she had no choice in the matter. I told her that she belonged to me, and would always belong to me. I am her Daddy, her Owner, her Master. She is my property, my slave, and always would belong to me. Yet if I wanted her to have sex with someone else, she would have to do it.

Heather said “Yes, Daddy. Yes, Master.”

“Would you like to suck your Daddy’s security penis, Heather?” I asked.

“Yes, Daddy!” Heather said eagerly.

She started moving down towards my crotch. I grabbed the girl by her long blonde hair. “Not yet, young bitch” I said. “You’ve got to beg for it. Beg your Owner. Beg your Master. Beg, bitch!”

Heather gazed up at me with worship in her crystal blue eyes. She loved me most when I dominated her completely.

“Please, Master, please let me suck you!” Heather said in her young girl voice that combined the innocence of childhood with the knowingness of a degraded gutter-whore sex slave. “I’ll do anything if you’ll let me suck you! ANYTHING!”

I slapped her on the face, not hard but with loving firmness. She kissed my hand. “Go ahead, bitch” I said. “Suck your Owner.”

Heather took my dick into her mouth and settled down to give me a long and loving blowjob. She sucked and licked me as I stroked her long blonde hair. Then I told her what was coming next in her life. The child hummed with pleasure as I described some of the ways I was planning to use and abuse her for the rest of the night.

And that’s how it went with us, from the on. I let Pete have some sex occasions with Heather from time to time, but for the most part I kept her for myself. Her and her mother Donna. The big-titted blonde bitch and her beautiful teen daughter were my devoted sex slaves, my private prostitutes, my personal sex property. And I’m proud to say, we all lived happily ever after. Or at least I did!

	
		
