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My pussy dripped with anticipation.

“I’m ready,” I whispered.

Mr. McAllister raised his head from between my thighs, his lips shining with my fragrant syrup. “What are you ready for?”

“I’m ready for you to fuck me.”

He pressed his hands to my pussy. Then, he slipped his index finger inside. I winced as I felt my virgin tightness strain around him.

He raised his dark eyebrows at the look on my face. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

I bit my lip and nodded. “God, yes. Please, fuck me, Mr. McAllister. I want you to take my virginity.”

He pushed himself upright and drew forward until we were eye-to-eye. His cock hovered between my legs, throbbing with each pulse ticking in his veins.

“Look at me,” he said.

I met his unblinking gaze. His eyebrow furrowed slightly when he pressed his tip to my wet heat.

Then, he—

* * *

I woke up, gasping. Sweat dotted my forehead, making my hair stick to the dampness. My legs were parted under the sheets.

My pussy was wet, throbbing, aching.

Holy shit.

Memories of the dream still gripped me. Absently, my hand floated down under the sheets to touch myself against the outside of my panties.

I shivered as I recalled the way Mr. McAllister’s tongue felt against my clit.

Not in my dream.

In real life.

Mr. McAllister was my former English teacher. On the night of my high school graduation, he’d tied me naked to his desk with duct tape while I was in a vodka-drunken stupor, and he’d tasted my pussy. I’d met up with him again a few days later at his house.

He’d done a lot of sexual things to me, basically everything under the sun but fucking me right in the pussy.

Which was a bit of a problem, because I was technically still a virgin. Obviously, I didn’t feel like one anymore, now that I’d had a vibrator used on me, a butt plug shoved into my ass, and knew what it felt like to come at the hands of another person.

Despite having done all those things, though, all I really truly wanted was to be properly fucked, and I wanted Mr. McAllister to do it.

I lay back down onto my pillow and sighed, my fingers stroking my damp underwear. Will I ever get what I want? I wondered.

I slipped my hand inside my underwear, feeling for my clit. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine Mr. McAllister’s smooth tongue instead of my finger, sliding up my wet slit, flicking against my swollen nub, penetrating my virgin hole.

I wanted his cock inside of me.

My hips bucked under the sheets, and I bit my lip as I thought about him. His dark hair and eyes, the shadow on his jaw, the long, hard column of his cock...

I put a finger in my ass as I rubbed my clit, thinking about Mr. McAllister. Eventually, I came, shuddering silently in my childhood bedroom. When the waves of ecstasy subsided, I had tears creeping up in my eyes.

I turned over in the darkness and hugged my pillow. I hadn’t heard from Mr. McAllister in days, and I was aching for him.

I’m thinking about you, I thought as I stared at the wall. Are you thinking about me too?

* * *

I spent the next day at my part-time job working as a cashier at a craft store. After I got off at four in the afternoon, I came home and took a shower. My parents were still at work, and my two younger siblings were out enjoying their summer.

I was home alone when I came out of the shower. Once back in my room, I checked my phone, not expecting to see anything, when a text from an unfamiliar number caught my eye.

My heart began doing a flutter-dance in my chest.

I’m ready for you. Come over, the text read.

The number wasn’t saved in my contacts, but it didn’t have to be. I already knew who it was from. Only one person talked to me like that.

Mr. McAllister.

I threw my phone back on the bed and hurried to get ready. He hadn’t told me what to wear this time, so I figured that I was free to pick out my own outfit. I wanted to look sexy and grown-up, like someone he’d want to fuck. Eventually, I settled on a body-skimming black dress. Underneath it, I wore black stockings, lacy panties, and my nicest satin bra.

After blow-drying my hair, putting on some makeup, and slipping into some heels, I trotted out the door.

I caught my reflection in my car window as I unlocked the driver’s side door. I didn’t even recognize myself. I definitely looked like a girl—no, woman—on her way to see a lover.

Suddenly, I was feeling very glad that nobody was home to watch me leave.

* * *

My pussy was wet on the whole drive over to Mr. McAllister’s place. By the time I stood on his welcome mat and knocked on his door, my lace panties were damp with my juices.

It took every fiber of control in my body to restrain myself from jumping on him when he finally opened the door.

His dark eyes widened slightly with what I hoped was surprise.

“Hello again, Michelle,” he said, his gaze sliding not-so-covertly down along my body. “You can come in.”

He was dressed casually once again in jeans and a white tee shirt. I was beginning to like that look on him. I was used to seeing him in business casual clothes, which was how the other teachers at school dressed.

“Turn around,” he said as he shut the front door behind me.

I turned around.

“Bend over and touch your ankles.”

I did as he said. When I bent over, I felt the back hem of my dress slide up, exposing the tops of my stockings and the fastenings of my garter. I heard Mr. McAllister’s breath hitch slightly.

Standing in that position, bent completely at the waist with my stomach pressing against my thighs, it felt like my heart was beating right up against the back of my tongue. I tried to keep my balance and hold steady while I waited for Mr. McAllister to give me a command, make a move, something.

But all I could hear for a good minute or two was his steady breathing. Then, I finally felt him grazing his fingers against my underwear, tracing the shape of my slit beneath the lacy fabric.

My head spun as my heartbeat ramped up a little faster. Feeling faint, I swayed on my heels a little bit. I bit my lip.

“You can stand up, Michelle. Do it slowly,” Mr. McAllister finally said. “Follow me.”

I straightened out my dress and followed Mr. McAllister as he led me to the kitchen. It was a small, narrow, hallway-sized room. I noticed a mop propped up against the counter with a bucket sitting beside it on the floor. I didn’t think anything of it until Mr. McAllister picked it up.

Looking at the way his fingers were wrapped around the handle made me shiver. My mind went wild with all the possibilities.

What’s he going to do to me with that? I wondered. Is he going to spank me? Is he going to stick it in my ass? My pussy?

Mr. McAllister examined the mop as he held it, almost as if he were carefully examining a rifle before wielding it to take the first shot. My heart thrummed loud and hard as I waited to see what he’d do next.

He crossed the floor, closing the distance between us in two easy strides. Then, he put the mop into my hands.

“Clean this floor,” he said quietly, “until it’s so clean, you could eat off of it.”

Seriously? I thought.

But by now, I knew better than to challenge Mr. McAllister’s word, so all I could manage to say was, “Yes, sir.”

Then, still sheathed in my beautiful dress, heels, and stockings, with my hair and makeup fully done, I got to work mopping Mr. McAllister’s kitchen floor, as if I was nothing more than a common maid.

* * *

I’d thought that all I had to do was mop the kitchen floor.

But after he checked over every square inch of my handiwork, Mr. McAllister had me dust the shelves in the living room. After that, I had to scrub the toilet.

My face burned with humiliation as I worked the scrub brush around the rim of the bowl. I had to kneel on the floor, and I was wearing holes into the knees of my stockings. My feet ached from working in high heels. Mr. McAllister hadn’t given me permission to take them off, and I was afraid to ask for it.

Once I finished cleaning the toilet, I put the cleaning supplies back into the bucket and approached Mr. McAllister in the living room, as I’d been instructed.

“Sir?” I said in a small voice. “I’m finished.”

Mr. McAllister was sitting in an armchair with his legs crossed. There was a cigar in between his fingers. Thin tendrils of smoke curled out of its smoldering end and rose to circle his head like a hazy, gray halo.

Without even turning his head to look me in the eye, he said, “Good. Now, you can get to work on cleaning the shower.”

My chest tightened. It felt like I’d been punched in the stomach. My blood rushed, I clenched my fists, and before I could stop myself—

“Did you invite me here just to clean your house?” I blurted out.

Mr. McAllister snapped to fix his dark eyes on me. Although his expression was relaxed, his eyes were shining with fire.

I was still irritated that I’d spent almost two hours cleaning, but that irritation was fading to be slowly replaced by regret...and fear.

It was so quiet that I could hear the wall clock ticking in the next room. Three long seconds passed as Mr. McAllister stared at me with that unnerving expression of quiet rage. Then, he finally parted his lips.

“What did you say, Michelle?” he said in a
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