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Chapter 1.
“So, this is your room.”  Mum says.
I poke my head through the door and look around.  The room is massive, much larger than my old room at our old house, and well furnished with a double bed, desk, computer, wardrobe and much more, but I groan and grumble, as though the idea of sleeping in such a pleasant, clean, and tidy room repulses me.  My mum looks at me for a moment with sad eyes and sighs.  I frown and try not to stare at the brand new desktop PC that sits there waiting for me.
“Can you not just try to pretend to be happy?  Even just for a bit, to see what it’s like?”  Mum says.
“Why?  So you and Philip can play happy families?”  I say—I force a note of resentment into my voice.
My mum sags, deflating.  She shakes her head, looking at me with big, sad eyes.
“After everything we’ve been through I thought you’d appreciate what Philip is doing for us.  And after everything I went through with your… well I just thought you’d be happy for me.”  Mum says.
I do not look at her.  I turn and look around the house.  It is large, well decorated.  Philip bought it recently, a wedding gift to himself and my mum, a house they could both form happy memories in together, though he’d made sure to get a house with spare rooms for me and Sarah, the step-sister I’d heard so much about but never met—she was away at college, studying something I couldn’t remember.
“You know, if you really hate it you could move out.  You’re an adult now, in college.  I’m sure Philip and I could find a little cash to help you out it you…”
“I don’t want your charity.  I… I was just happy in our old house, that’s all.”
My mum smiles.  She reaches out and puts a gentle hand on my shoulder.
“I know you were, but we both need a new start.  Just… give it a chance here, for me, please?”  She says.
I take a deep breath, exhale a loud, slow sigh, and force a smile.
“Fine, but only for you.”  I say.
My mum smiles.
“Thank you.  I know this is difficult, but I really do appreciate you making an effort to fit in and settle down.  You… after all that trouble you just need to settle down and work hard, show people you can follow the rules.  I know that if you just tried you’d be able to make something of yourself.  You have so much to offer.”  Mum says.
“Yeah, I know.  You keep saying.”  I say.
My mum stares at me, forces a smile, squeezing my shoulder.
“I mean it.  After that last incident, if you get into any more trouble… Philip and I won’t keep supporting you unless you behave, unless you try your best.  You have to understand that.”
I nod.  The threat of being thrown out on my own stings.  I know that on my own there’s no way I’d be able to pay for college.  I’d have to get a dead end job and then what… just watch my future spiral away, all those dreams of graduating and getting a good job just vanishing.
“I know.  I’ll stay out of trouble.  I swear.”  I say.
My mum smiles at me, relieved to hear me promise to behave.
“Thank you.  You’re a good boy Trey, and I know that things are going to get better from here, on, for both of us.”  Mum says.  “Now, I’m going to head down to make dinner.  You look around your room and settle in.”
 

I have to admit, however reluctantly, that the room is wonderful.  It is spacious and clean and the view from the windows of the garden behind the house is amazing.  It’s a lovely house and it’s the least my mum deserves after everything.
I move to investigate the furniture, opening drawers and cupboards to find all my clothes already unpacked and put away, my possessions moved in yesterday while I refused to help or be part of the process, too stubborn and miserable to help.  My mum has done her best to make the room feel like home and I find myself smiling, relaxing, despite my reservations.  I move to the door on the far side of the room, another wardrobe I presume, and I open it and laugh out loud.
“My own bathroom?”  I say.
My voice echoes off the white tiles.  There is a toilet, sink unit with mirror, a shower cubicle.  I step in to look around and as I move I catch my reflection in the mirror above the sink, stare at myself.
“You need to pull yourself together.  Like mum says.  You need to get your act together and be a better son for her, make something of yourself, show all of them what you’re capable of.”  I say.
My voice sounds hollow, reverberating off the hard walls and floor.  I stare at my reflection, take a deep breath, exhale a sigh.
I want to try harder, I want to be better, I want to make mum proud but… it’s like there’s something missing, like some part of me that I need to be happy is missing.  I stare at myself, as though searching for a sign.
I’m not unattractive, a little short and thin, but my face is symmetrical, with big blue eyes and a thick head of longish black hair.  I could do with going to the gym, building muscle maybe, to make me look a little more masculine, but I’d never really struggled with girls, my sense of humour and easy charm making up for my lack of size, but there was always something… awkward.
I’d dated girls but I’d never been happy, never been able to commit.  I had friends but when we hung out there was always the sense that I was only partially there, as though the major part of me was somewhere else, hiding just out of sight, hiding from even me.  There was always a gnawing sense of unhappiness, of not being right, and it ate away at me.
Maybe that was why I’d always acted out, why I found it so difficult to accept Philip into my life.  He made mum happy, he was nice to me, accepted me despite my rocky, troubled history.  Maybe I just need to take this as a fresh start, put the past behind me and push on, do my best to work hard, make something of myself.  I just need to accept the way I feel and do my best anyway.
“I’ll make this work.”  I say to myself.
My reflection stares back at me, eyes glazed, face with the same vacant, unhappy expression.  I wasn’t going to let the boy in the mirror ruin this though.  I force a smile and turn away from my reflection.
“Trey!  Dinner’s ready!”
My mum’s voice comes from downstairs.  Philip was obviously back and I hadn’t heard him.  It was time for the first family dinner in our new house.  I take a deep breath and brace myself, fix my resolve.  This is the start of a new beginning.
“Coming!”  I say.
 

“So, how do you like the house?”  Philip asks me.
I smile, remind myself that I am on my best behaviour.  This is a new start.
“It’s lovely.  Really lovely.”  I say.  “I think you’re both going to be really happy here.”
My mum smiles at me, her eyes bright.  Philip grins, reaches out to take my mum’s hand, squeezes it.  They make a cute couple and it’s clear they love each other, that he cares for my mum and I’m glad she found him.
“Well, I was hoping we’d all be happy here.  That his would be a family home, even if just for a little while.  I know you and Sarah are getting older but I was hoping we could make this our family home for a few more years and that we’d all be happy here.”
It is clear from the way Philip talks that he means what he says.  He really does want me to be happy here, to think of this as my home now.  He wants all of us to be happy.  He is a good man and he’s good for my mum and I don’t want to disappoint him, don’t want to disappoint my mum.  I want to make them proud.
“You think you’ll be able to call this home?”  Philip asks me.
I glance at my mum, smiling nervously, still holding Philip’s hand.  I look back to Philip and nod.
“Yeah, I think I can do that.”
Philip and my mum both break into wide, happy smiles.
“Good.  Then we’ve got something to tell you.  We’re both going away, just for two weeks.  To celebrate.  We were hoping you’d stay behind and look after the house for us.”  Philip says
“We’ve both talked about it and we both think we can trust you.”  My mum says.  “We don’t mind you having a few friends over of course, provided you keep the place nice, but no parties or anything… crazy.”
My mum’s voice is strained.  This is a big deal for her, for Philip.  It is a big show of trust, an opportunity to make both of them proud, to show them what I’m capable of.
“Yeah, of course.  I can look after the place.”
“I knew you’d come through for us.  Thank you Trey, it means a lot to me, to both of us, that you’re happy here and that you see this as not just our new house, but your new home.”  Philip says.
I smile, nod.  There is still that same gnawing sense of something missing, but I dismiss it.  I’m going to make them both proud, and some time to myself to relax and enjoy is never a bad thing.
“And just so you know, Sarah said she might pop round to see the place while we’re away, and to meet you.  She’d not checking up on you though.  We both trust you.  But… I thought it might be nice for the two of you to meet without us both around hovering over you, get to know each other without your boring old parents around to clutter the place up.”  Philip says.
I smile, nodding.
“Yeah, that’d be lovely.”  I say.  “I look forward to meeting her.”




Chapter 2.
The house feels odd with mum and Philip gone, too big and too quiet.  I do my best to keep to a routine though, washing up after myself, cooking sensible, healthy meals, doing my washing and putting it away when it’s dry.  It feels good, like I am a productive, responsible adult taking care of the important things, instead of just indulging in childish habits.  I smile as I complete my chores and look after the house and myself, aware that if mum could see me she’d be proud.
“I got this.”
I talk to myself as I put the last of the dishes from my dinner away.
The radio is playing quietly on the kitchen counter, a cheesy, jazzy pop song and I dance along to it as I finish tidying up, wiggling my hips, spinning on my toes.  I’d never dare dance like this in front of anyone, but in private there’s something about wiggling, strutting, swaying in time with the drumming beat that makes my heart race and I can’t help but smile.
My hips sway from side to side, my butt wiggling in a deliberately provocative manner, and my smile spreads, the sensation a guilty pleasure.  As I wipe the sides down I imagine a pretty, sexy girl dancing on a pop video moving as I move and the thought makes me laugh and giggle.  I put a little more emphasis in my wiggling, a final flourish, and I finished tidying the kitchen just as the song ends.
“Done!”  I say.
I look over the kitchen, tidy and neat and clean now, and I take a deep breath.  I feel good about myself, a tight knot in my belly, my heart still beating fast after my energetic, sexy dancing.
“Now, time to spoil myself.”
 

I head up to my room and don’t bother to close the door.  I am alone so there’s no need to shut it for privacy.  I sit at my desk and power on my new computer.  It boots quickly, the hum quiet, almost silent, and as the screen comes on I browse my desktop for a distraction.
I click on the icon for my favourite game and load it up but, even as I settle down to play, setting off to kill my way to the quest’s ending, I feel dissatisfied, an itch at the back of my head that is not being scratched.  I continue for a few more minutes then shut the game down without even reaching a check point. 
I load another game with much the same result, shutting it down after only a short while, my mind distracted, unable to focus.  I try several more games, including a couple of old favourites, but nothing holds my attention.  In the back of my head the cheesy pop song is going over and over and I’m tapping my foot to the beat, wiggling my butt in my seat.  I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh—I am unable to dislodge the images of pretty, sexy girls dancing, wiggling, strutting to cheesy, happy, jazzy pop songs.
“Fine.  I guess it’ll help me concentrate.”  I say, laughing at myself.
I shut down the latest game and open my internet browser and navigate through to my favourite adult website, looking back to the door just to check, but the house is still empty.  I turn back to the screen and begin browsing through categories at random, unsure what I’m in the mood for.
I skip from page to page, nothing grabbing my attention, but as I look over the thumbnails, so many tiny images of hot women dressed in costumes and lingerie, caught in the middle of graphic acts, I feel my body flush.  I squirm in my seat as I look from image to image, hoping to find just what I’m in the mood for, my cock swelling, aching, growing hard in my pants.  I reach down to adjust myself and cannot help but rub for just a moment, moaning in pleasure.
I scroll to another random page and on the second row I notice a thumbnail image that captures my attention.  Two girls, both dressed in outlandishly sexual outfits, bright neon pinks and black, high heels and big hoopy earrings, bright coloured hair and faces with bold sexy make-up.  They look almost unreal, like a perfectly rendered hyper-sexual fantasy, their faces staring out at me with wide eyes and pouty lips.  The image calls to me and, curious, I click on it.
The page changes and the video begins to load and then, suddenly, a much larger image of the two girls comes up, the two of them standing next to each other, arms around each other’s waist looking down at the camera that hovers at waist level, grinning.  They step off, strut together, high heels clicking, hips wiggling, their panties just visible under their tiny mini-skirts.
 

The two girls, each as sexy, feminine, pretty as the other, so that I am unable to say which one arouses me more, enter a room and turn to face a man reclining on a sofa.  There is no story, but one of the girls, the smaller one with larger breasts, dressed mostly in black, grabs the taller, prettier girl, the one dressed in mostly pinks, by the ring on the collar that sits around her neck, leading her over to the man on the sofa. 
The two kneel, the one girl dragging the other down by her collar, and they both crawl to stop and kneel in front of the man—he is muscular and handsome in a generic way, but it is the bulge in his pants that catches my eye, massive and thick and not for the first time I feel suddenly awkward.  I know porn is not representative, but still, I am aware that my cock is smaller than most, a fact that I’ve never quite come to terms with.
“Take it out and show him what a good little slut you are then.”  The smaller, bustier girl in black says.
The prettier girl in pink nods, smiling, nervous.  She looks between the girl and the man.
“Yes Mistress.”  She says.
The word makes my skin tingle.  Mistress.  This is a kinky video then?  I consider stopping it and finding something more conventional but something stops me, something about the girl in pink, her nervousness, something about the girl in black, her commanding harsh tone, the control she has over the other girl, makes my cock even harder.
The girl in pink reaches up and undoes the man’s belt, jeans.  She reaches in and, fumbling for a moment, takes out his cock.  I almost gasp at the sight of it, massive and thick and smooth, hard and almost visibly throbbing.  The girl in pink’s reaction is one of delight and terror.
“But Mistress… it… it’s so big…”  She says.
Looking at it as I stroke my small, rock hard cock I know what she means.  I can’t imagine how she’s going to fit that inside her mouth or her…
“I know, but doesn’t that make you want it more… a slut like you, desperate to fill yourself up, to stretch yourself on it…”
The woman in black’s tone is almost mocking, arrogant and commanding, authoritative, and something in it makes me squirm, my cock swelling, aching.  I fumble with my trousers, pull out my small cock and begin to stroke it as I watch the video.
The woman in black, still gripping the girl in pink’s collar, leads her to lean over the man’s lap.  The girl in pink takes hold of his cock and begins to stroke it, leans forward, opens her mouth, wraps her lips around his shaft. 
I stroke my cock slowly, a gentle grip, teasing.  With the door open the sense of naughtiness only adds to the pleasure.  I moan, watching the girl in pink take the massive cock into her mouth. 
Her lips, painted bright pink to match her outfit, plump and glossy, stretch wide but she wraps them tight, works her mouth down, taking more of his cock than I’d have thought possible.  The woman in black tugs on her collar, urging her to take more and more, her head bobbing, the man’s shaft slick with spit.
The girl in pink gags but her expression is one of pure delight.  She sucks, tongue lapping, lips tight around the massive, thick, smooth cock.  She moans in pleasure and submission and I cannot help but wonder how it might feel to be her, sucking a cock like that, if it is pleasurable as she is making it seem.  I wonder how liberating it might be to submit as she is, handing over control to a pretty woman, serving someone who so desires you, knowing you are giving them such pleasure, filling them with such lust.
I stroke my cock faster, grip is tighter.  I lick my lips, a tingle running down my spine, my mouth watering.
The man reaches up, grips the girl in pink’s hair, controlling her movements, thrusts up into her mouth, her throat, his cock slipping between her lips.  The girl in pink moans, whimpers, and I moan with her and I stroke my cock, my balls tight, head giddy.
“Good girl.”  The woman in black says.  “Now, why don’t you show him what a tight hole you have.”
The girl in pink pulls her head up, off the man’s massive cock, gasping for breath, chin wet with spit.  She is wide eyed and is obviously enjoying herself, enjoying serving, being wanted, being pretty, sexy, and I almost envy her and the attention she is receiving.
“Really?”  The girl in pink asks.
The woman I black nods.  She rises to her feet and drags the girl in pink with her, tugging her collar.  The girl in pink is a little unsteady in her feels, wiggling, her butt swaying as she turns around.  She reaches down to lift up her mini skirt, tug down her panties, and I gasp as she exposes herself.
“She…”
I can barely believe what I’m seeing.  The beautiful, sexy, pretty girl in pink has a cock, small and cute, not unlike mine.
“I bet you can’t wait to fill your tight hole up with his massive cock, can you, slut?”  The woman in black says.
“No Mistress… I need it… I want it so bad… I need to be fucked…”  The girl in pink says.
“Then sit down.  Take his big fat cock inside your sexy ass.  Ride him like the slut you are.”  The woman in black says.
The girl in pink obeys.  She moves, sitting, letting the man guide her down onto his cock, gripping his shaft as he aims it at her tight, round, perfect sexy ass.
I do not stop stroking my cock, mesmerized, glued to the scene I am watching.  My cock is harder than it has even been and as the girl in pink sits on the thick, hard cock, her ass opening, stretching around the man’s girth, I feel my cock throb, an aching in my belly as I wonder how it would feel to be fucked like her.
The girl in pink moans out loud.  Her hole stretches wider as she takes more of the massive, magnificent cock into her ass.  She sits down, letting the man’s cock fill her, her expression one of pure delight and ecstasy—I cannot help but wonder it feels as good as she makes it seem, if being fucked, riding a massive cock, might feel that amazing.
The girl in pink begins to ride, sliding up and down the cock, her cute cock bouncing in time with her fucking, and I stroke my cock in time, watching her hole stretch, filled with cock.  The girl in pink moans, loudly, and I moan with her, stroking my cock over and over, fidgeting in my seat, craving more.
“Fuck yes… it feels… so good… to be fucked… like a good girl… a dirty slut…”  The girl in pink says.
I envy her, the pleasure she is experiencing, how pretty she is, how desired she is, the power she wields even in her submission, letting the massive cock fill her, allowing the man to use her, the woman in black to command her.  As I watch her my cock swells, throbs, and before I know it I am cumming, cumming as I watch the girl in pink ride the thick cock, taking it deep in her ass.
“Well, I certainly didn’t expect my new step-brother to be such a pervert!”
The voice is unfamiliar, feminine, and comes from my door.  I shut the video as I try to put my cock away, floundering.  I turn in my seat to see a girl, only slightly older than me, with her phone in her hand pointed at me.  I recognise her immediately from photographs.  Sarah, my step sister.
“What are mum and dad going to say?”  She says smirking.
I pale at the thought.  I can’t disappoint them.
“Please… you can’t… I… I didn’t know you were back… I’ll do anything.  Just… just don’t say anything to them about this.”  I say, stammering.
Sarah slips her phone into her pocket and her grin spreads.  She stares at me for a moment then giggles.  In person she is even prettier than her pictures, and quite intimidating.
“Anything?”  She asks.




Chapter 3.
“You can’t be serious?”  I say to Sarah, my voice cracking.
Sarah smiles at me, a smug grin, her hand still holding the bag she wants me to take.  She waits for a moment in silence, making me squirm, uncomfortable, my cheeks blushed bright pink from the demand she had made—just the thought alone filing me with shame and humiliations, but, also, exciting me, my cock twitching.
“You do what I say, and I mean everything I say, or mummy and daddy dearest see that recording of you wanking to that nasty, dirty video I caught you watching, and they’ll get to see just what a filthy, degenerate pervert you are.”  Sarah says, her voice sweet and innocent, her words cruel and barbed.
“Please…”  I begin.
“Do what I say or the video gets sent.”  Sarah says, suddenly more firm, her voice forceful, demanding.
My cock stirs at her tone, the way she is commanding me.  I bite my bottom lip and bow my head to hide my face, nod.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say without thinking.
Sarah laughs.
“Mistress?  I like that.  You are such a filthy little brother… I think we’re going to have a lot of fun!”  She says.
I reach out and take the bag from her hand, the supplies she has told me I will need to get ready for what she has planned.  I am dreading it, but, undeniable now, excited too.  My heart is racing and my skin is tingling, a strange new joy at submitting to her, at the power she has over me.
“And remember, don’t rush, but you need to be quick.  We have a lot to go over today if we’re to get you ready.”  Sarah says.  “I want you smooth from your nose down, no hair and spotlessly clean… or at least your body spotlessly clean, there’s not much we can do about your filthy mind, at least right now.”
Sarah laughs.  My heart skips, my cock twitching.  She wants me to shave my body, to be smooth, like a girl, or a porcelain doll.  The thought thrills and appals me.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
 

I smear the hair removal cream over my body, my legs, arms, armpits, chest, even my butt cheeks, following Sarah’s careful instructions.  I glance at the door as I work, knowing she is on the other side, waiting, so though I do not rush I try not to be too slow.  The cream smells unpleasant, and my skin tingles, the sensation almost pleasing.
I wait for a few minutes before turning on the shower and stepping into the warm spray.  The cream sloughs off under the flow of hot water, revealing my new form, smooth, hairless, and almost pretty.  I foam my hands with the moisturising shower gel Sarah gave me, the scent feminine, sweet blossoms and musk, alluring, and I wash myself, my hands slipping easily over my slick, soft, graceful smooth skin.
I tingle, shiver, my cock twitching, hardening.  My body feels good, sexy, so soft and smooth, and the way the lather of foam runs over my legs and arms and ass is a delight, the scent and the moisturiser leaving me softer and prettier than I have ever felt and my heart skips, my belly fluttering in a swell of euphoria.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning, flush.
Next I turn and pick up the shaving foam and razor and turn my attention to the last traces of hair, around my cock and balls, in the crack of my ass.  I foam myself and, carefully, begin to run the razor blade over my skin, stripping myself of the last of my ugly male body hair.
The razor is a caress on my cock, balls, and as it runs along the crack of my ass I whimper, the sensation of slick foam at my sensitive entrance sending bolts of surprising pleasure through me.  As I finish, completely hairless now, completely smooth, I run my hands over my body to check for any spots I might have missed.  I run a finger along my crack, over my hole, slow, tender motions.  I moan in delight at the sensation, pressing slightly, remembering the girl from the video, riding the massive cock, her face the definition of erotic bliss.  My cock swells and I slip the tip of my finger into my ass, gasping at the amazing sensation—I wonder how it might feel to be fucked like a pretty, sexy girl, like the girl from the video.
There is a knock on the door that drags me from my day dream and I pull my finger out of my hole, the loss leaving me almost bereft.  My cheeks blaze pink at the shame of what I was doing.
“Finished yet?”  Sarah calls through the door.
“Ye… yes… just… I just need to rinse and dry off.”  My voice is shaking.
There is a moment of silence.
“Well, hurry up.  And no playing with yourself.  I can imagine being all pretty and smooth for the first time in your life has got you quite excited, but you’ll need to learn to cope with distractions like that.”
She knows.  My cheeks burn hotter, my shame feeding my arousal.  I take a deep breath and swallow.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
 

I stand in Sarah’s room in just a towel, keep still while she circles me, eyeing me as though examining me.  The smell of my new shower gel is an intoxicating perfume, sweet and girly, my skin so soft now.
“Very good, very good.  And I’m pleased you used the new soap.  Your skin looks much better and you smell much nicer.  It’s a much more fitting scent.”  Sarah says.
I do not move, stay quiet.  Sarah stops in front of me and nods, slowly, grinning.
“Good so far, but I need to see all of you before we can move on.  Drop the towel.”  Sarah says.
I pale suddenly, open my mouth to protest, but Sarah’s look silences me.
“Now.”  She says.
I take a deep breath, nod.  Reach down.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
I unfasten my towel and let it drop to the floor, stand naked in front of Sarah, shaved smooth.  I am filled with shame and embarrassment, but, still, the sensation, the situation, is arousing me.  My cock stiffens.
“Awww… so cute!  That’s such a pretty little cock.”  Sarah says.
My cheeks flush pink.  My cock swells.
“But you did a good job.  Very smooth, very feminine.  Just right for what I have planned next.” 
Sarah turns, steps over to her bed, and picks up a pile of clothes.  She turns back to me and I realise for the first time that they are not clothes, it is lingerie.  My heart thunders and my belly flutters at the thought of what Sarah has in mind.
“I want you to put these on.  I want to see how pretty you can be.”  Sarah says—her tone cold, commanding.
I shake my head, barely able to believe.  My cock strains, hard, aching.  Sarah holds out the panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, bra. 
“You see, all the while I was growing up I always wanted a sister, and then I found out I was getting a new brother… I was most disappointed.  Now though, I’m thinking I can have that sister after-all.  A sexy, pretty, slutty sister I can make do anything I want.  Now, get dressed like a good toy, and show me you can be a pretty, sexy plaything for your big sister, or I’ll tell mummy and daddy just what a nasty pervert you are.
I can only nod.  I reach out and take the lingerie.  I cannot deny how excited I am, how aroused I am.  Sarah’s words, her domineering nature, the sexy underwear, the idea of being a pretty, slutty girl… my head is spinning, by body flush with a buzzing eager euphoria.
 

I pull the stockings on first, as Sarah instructs, then attach them to the suspenders.  I pull on the panties next, then the bra, and finally the heels.  I look down at myself, unable to believe what I see, unable to deny how it feels.
The silk and lace are snug against my smooth, hairless, flawless skin, my legs long and glamorous in the black seamed stockings, my calves shaped by the cute black high heels.  The lacy tops wrap around my thighs and the black suspender belt exaggerates my hips, the snug black lace panties make my butt seem round and full and pert, sexy, squeezable.  The matching black bra gives me the illusion of small breasts, my trim waist and narrow shoulders only adding to the overall feminine appearance.
“Impressive.  Why not look in the mirror.”  Sarah says.
I turn to face Sarah’s full-length mirror and I almost can’t believe my eyes.  I look… amazing.
My body is transformed, now smooth, in sexy lingerie, I am no longer small and drab and dull.  I am no longer a boring, bland boy, but am instead a pretty, sexy, beautiful girl.
I stand and stare at myself, blinking, grinning, cheeks blushed pink.  Even my face, normally meek and slender, but never handsome, is made prettier, my full lips, fine jaw, big eyes and high cheekbones classically graceful and beautiful.
I grin, overcome with emotion, pose as I watch myself, look at my long legs, round ass, hips, my flat belly.  I look good but I cannot help thinking that with my hair styled differently, or with a wig, and with some make-up, I could look even better.
“You make quite the lovely girl.”  Sarah says.  “So much so that I can’t possibly call you Trey any more.  I think from now on I’ll call you Traci.”
My smile widens.
“Now, I have one more surprise for you.  To help you appreciate what it means to be a pretty girl.  Turn around Traci.”
I obey, turn around to face Sarah, and my jaw drops.  While I was staring into the mirror Sarah stripped down to her underwear. Her body is full figured, sexy, in pink lingerie, but it is the thing strapped between her legs that has my attention—a long, thick, very realistic dildo.
“Now, on the bed on all fours, like a good little sister.  I want to see what a dirty slut you really are.”  Sarah says.
I grin, my cock twitching.  I am terrified, excited, but I know I cannot disobey.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
 

I am shivering in anticipation as Sarah climbs up onto the bed behind me.  I am on all fours, legs spread, head down, back curved to lift my ass high.
“Look at you, posing like a natural slut, exposing yourself.  You want this, don’t you?”  Sarah says—her tone is mocking.
I can only nod.  My heart is racing, belly fluttering.  I am a sexy, pretty, slutty girl and I want to be fucked.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
Sarah grins, stares down at my round, firm, pert, panty clad ass, my smooth legs.  She raises one hand then spanks my ass hard, suddenly.
“Then ask nicely.  Ask nicely for your big sister to fuck you like the slutty, dirty, nasty girl you are.”
I gasp, head spinning.  I know I cannot resist though.  Sarah runs her hands over my ass, hips, tugs down my panties, her fingers running along my crack.
“Please… I… I want my big sister, my Mistress, to fuck me.  I want you to make me into a dirty, sexy, slutty, pretty girl.”  I whisper.
Sarah giggles.  There is a sudden cold wetness in my ass crack and her fingers move slick, spreading lube.  Her fingers press at my hole, teasing, spreading me, opening me, slipping just barely inside.  The sensation is heaven but I want more, need more.
“That was good but I think you can do better.  If you want my cock inside that tight, sexy ass, you have to do better.”
I whimper as Sarah begins to slip her fingers deeper, pressing two into me, splitting me open.  There is a bright, hot, boiling pleasure in my belly, my cock hard like steel, and I know I have to have her cock inside me, I have to have her fuck me.
“Please… I’ll do anything… I’ll be your toy, your slut, your slave… anything you want… I’ll be your dirty, sexy, slutty little sister… just… please… fuck me…”
Sarah laughs.  Her fingers slip out of me, leaving me feeling empty.
“That’s much better.”  Sarah says.  “Now, relax, and brace yourself.”
Sarah runs one hand over my ass, gripping my hip, and I feel her move.  I glance back, see her holding her dildo in her hand, aiming it for my hole.  I grin, knowing what is about to happen.  I’m about to be fucked like the dirty, slutty girl I want to be.
The head of Sarah’s strap-on cock runs along my crack, slick, smooth, and then pauses at my entrance.  She presses, gently, firmly, and my hole stretches.  The pressure builds and I push back, lifting my ass, desperate to be filled, fucked.  I whimper, the head of Sarah’s cock massive and then, suddenly, it pops past my outer ring and slips deep, filling me, the sensation one of bliss and joy and wonder.
I moan in delight and press into Sarah, working more of her cock into my ass, my hole clamping tight, squeezing around her thick shaft.  Sarah runs both hands up to my hips and grips me, works her cock out of me, teasing me.  I moan, craving more.
“My, such a slutty girl.  And there was me sad I was getting a boring old yucky brother, but now I find out I’m actually getting a slutty, nasty, deviant sister.”
I nod.  I am grinning, head buzzing, a bright pleasure building in my belly as Sarah’s cock works in and out of me, fucking my tight ass.  The head rubs against my inner walls and my hole clamps tight around her shaft.
“Yes… yes… I’m your sexy… dirty… nasty… slutty sister… just… fuck me!”  I whimper.
I grind back, craving more of Sara’s cock.  The sensation is a delight, more than anything I’ve ever experienced before.  Sarah grips my hips and fucks into me hard.  I spread my legs, let my head fall onto her bed, and I lift my ass higher, offering it up for her to use, fuck, claim.  I want to be her sexy, slutty toy.
Sarah fucks deep, hard, her cock splitting me wide.  My cock swells, aching, throbbing, drooling precum as the pressure of pleasure in my belly builds.  I grind back, working Sarah’s cock inside me, wanting more.
“Yes… and you are such a pretty, nasty slut.  So sexy… such a tight, sexy hole… so willing… desperate…”
I nod.  I can no longer speak.  I fuck back and the sensation of being filled, used, fucked, is ecstasy.  I fuck back onto Sarah’s cock and something in me snaps.  I am a slut, a toy, a nasty sexy pretty girl and as Sarah rams her cock into me the pressure in my belly erupts.
My cock swells and throbs and I am cumming, cumming from being fucked in the ass.  I moan, quivering, body weak, shaking, cumming all over Sarah’s bed as she fucks me in the ass like her dirty, nasty, sexy, slutty sister.
“Cumming already, from just being fucked in your ass?  You are a dirty girl.”  Sarah says.  “And I think I know just what I’m going to do with you.”
I am smiling, grinning.
“But first, you need to clean up the mess you made, with your tongue.”  Sarah says.
My head is floating, buzzing.  I nod.  I can only obey.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say.




Chapter 4.
The knock on my bedroom door wakes me from dreams of panties and stockings and shoes, make-up and painted nails.  I grin as I shift under the covers, the sheets soft against my smooth skin, half remembering my dreams, how it felt to be pretty, half remembering yesterday and the things I was made to do, the things I did willingly.
“Traci?”  Sarah calls through the door.  “Are you awake?”
“Yeah, just.”  I reply.
My bedroom door opens and Sarah steps in carrying a small canvas bag.  She stops just inside my room and looks around before turning to me.
“You know, we really will have to redecorate in here.  It’s really not suitable for a pretty girl like you.  My slutty sister needs a proper girl’s bedroom.”
I squirm under my covers at what she says.  Being called her slutty, pretty sister excites, reminds me I am her toy, reminds me of what she did to me, how she dressed me, fucked me, how I enjoyed it all, but the thought of redecorating my room, of my mum, of Philip, knowing about this, scares me but, strangely, excites me.  I could be free to be pretty, to be beautiful.
“And don’t you look all cute snuggled up under the covers.  But there’s no time for you to just be lying around.  You need to be up and showered and dressed.  We have a visitor coming over.”
My heart skips and I am suddenly cold.  Someone is coming over.  What does Sarah want me to wear?
“A visitor?”  My voice is small and frail.
Sarah just nods.  She is grinning, clearly enjoying herself.
“Yes.  And they expect to meet my sister, Traci, so you need to get showered and ready.  When you’re dressed I’ll help you with make-up.  Just remember to use the moisturising shower gel I gave you to keep your skin soft.  There’s underwear and clothes in the bag.  Wear those.”
I can only nod.  I already know I will obey—I have no choice, and I want to.
 

I emerge from the shower soft and smelling sweet, feminine musk, and as I make my way back to my room I cannot help but smile, wiggling my butt as I walk.  I feel pretty, sexy, and my heart is racing, a fluttering in my belly.
I shut my bedroom door and empty the bag Sarah left onto the bed—there is a matching set of white panties and bra, with padding, and thigh high white socks, along with a short pink and grey pleated skirt, and a white blouse.  Finally there is a pair of patent black Mary Jane heels.  The thought of wearing them, of dressing like a sexy school girl, excites me, but the thought of wearing them in front of an unknown visitor terrifies me.
I put the thoughts aside though and set to dressing, pull the panties and bra on, then the socks, relishing how they feel running up my smooth legs, how the panties feel snug around my butt.  I cannot help but smile, blushing, feeling pretty.
I pull the skirt on next, then slip on the blouse, the cotton soft, and the cut designed to flatter my slight bust in the padded bra, while showing of my slim waist and flat belly.  In the skirt my legs seem longer and my hips and butt shapely, wide and round.  Finally I put on the heels and I am forced to stand and move in a way that shows off my legs and ass, my hips swaying as I move so that I strut in a sexual, enticing manner that makes my cock twitch.  Dressed I head along the hall Sarah’s room, felling pretty, sexy, like her slutty sister.
“I’m all dressed.”  I say as stop in Sarah’s door—I use my best girly voice, soft and quiet and meek.
Sarah looks up from her book and examines me for a moment, nodding, smiling.  Her attention and her obviously pleasure makes me squirm in a delightful way.
“Very good, you look lovely.  I knew that outfit would suit you.  Like a sexy, slutty school girl.  Now, final touches to really make you look the part.  We need to sort your make-up, hair, and nails.  Come sit.”
Sarah gestures to the chair by her dressing table and I move, carefully in the heels, my ass wiggling with each step, over to the seat, sitting as instructed.  Sarah gets up from the bed and moves over to stand in front of me.  She takes my chin in her hand and lifts my face so I look up at her.
“I have just the perfect look for you in mind.”  She says.
The thought of being made even prettier, even sexier, of my older sister making me into the perfect slut for her, thrills me.  My cheeks blush and I smile.
“Thank you Mistress.”  I say.
Sarah grins.
“You can thank me after.”  She says.
Sarah turns to her dressing table, picks up a palette of eye shadows and a brush, and sets to work.  She dusts my eyes, then adds fake lashes, eye-liner, mascara.  She adds foundation and blush, lip-stick, lip-gloss, and finally a set of fake nails, bright pink, long and rounded—they make my hands seem small and dainty and feminine and I grin at the sight of them.  Finally she takes a wig from a drawer in her dressing table, long blonde curls, and she places it carefully on my head.
“There, now take a look.”
Sarah steps out of the way so that I can look into the mirror.  I blink, stare in stunned silence.  My reflection… I am… beautiful.  A pretty girl stares back at me, her face made up with pinks and blacks, dusky eyes, full pink glossy lips, blushed cheeks.  My face, glamourous, is framed by gorgeous, full platinum blonde curls falling down to my shoulders.
“I’m… I’m beautiful.”  I say—my voice strained with emotion.
Sarah nods.
“You are.  You’re my beautiful, sexy, slutty sister.”
I smile as I look at her in the mirror.  I am grateful beyond words for what she has done for me and I want to tell her but, before I can speak, there is a knock on the door and the bell rings.
“Oh, he’s here.  We’re done just in time.  Come on Traci, there’s someone I want you to meet.”  Sarah says.
 

Sarah leads me down stairs by my hand, dragging me after her, and I stumble more than once in my heels.  I want to run and hide but I know she would not allow it.  We reach the door and, before I can argue, she opens it.  A boy, the same age as my sister, or perhaps a year or two older, tall and handsome and broad, stands in the door.
“Liam!”  Sarah says.
She releases my hand and throws herself at the boy, Liam.  Liam catches her effortlessly and lifts her off the ground, hugs her in his big, strong arms.
I stand quietly, awkwardly, self-conscious and aware of how exposed I am, watching the two hug, jealous, envious.  Finally Liam puts Sarah down and Sarah turns to me.
“Liam, this is my lovely little sister, Traci.”  She says.
Liam smiles at me, his eyes sparkling, and my heart flutters for a moment as his gaze roves my body.  There are butterflies in my belly and my cheeks are suddenly too hot.
“Wow… hi.  You’re every bit as pretty as Sarah said.”  Liam says.
My head spins.  He thinks I am pretty.  I open my mouth to speak but no words come.  I bite my bottom lip and my blush worsens.  Sarah slaps Liam on his arm and laughs.
“Don’t embarrass her!”  She says.  “Now, come on, both of you, we can settle into the living room and I’ll get us all something to eat and drink.”
Sarah moves off, heading down the hall, and I follow her, with Liam following me.  Without thinking I let my hips sway, my butt wiggling.  As I glance back over my shoulder I catch Liam staring at my ass, his eyes greedy, and I grin, blushing, giggling.
“Now, in you two go, I’ll be back in a second.”  Sarah says.
I nod, too shy suddenly to speak, and move in to the living room.  Liam follows me, still watching me.  Sarah smiles at me.
“You two be sure to behave while I’m gone.”  She says.
Liam turns to me and smiles and I bite my bottom lip, shy, nervous.  Liam smiles.
“I’m sorry, if I embarrassed you, but I meant what I said.  Sarah said her little sister was really pretty but you’re just… wow.  Really.”
I look away, belly fluttering, heart racing.  I take a deep breath to try to calm myself but it is no good.  Next to Liam I am small, dainty, petite.  I feel pretty, sexy, and my cock stirs in my panties.
“Thanks.”  I say, my voice nervous and quiet, a girly feminine whipser.
Liam steps closer to me, almost looming.  I step back but I bump into the wall and Liam moves to stand in front of me.
“Not just pretty either.”  He says.  “But sexy.  Dressed like that you’re just so delicious.  So tempting.  Did Sarah tell you I have a thing for naughty school girls?”
I look up into Liam’s eyes, suddenly weak, melting under his intense, hungry, lustful gaze.  I shake my head.
“She suggested I wear this.”  I say, meek, timid, but undeniably aroused.
Liam is so much taller, broader, stronger than me.  The way he looks at me.  I gnaw on my bottom lip, almost shaking.
“I think maybe she wanted me to notice you then.  What do you think?”  Liam says.
I can only nod.
“And you don’t mind if I look?”
I shake my head, staring up into Liam’s eyes.  I want him to look, I like it, how it makes me feel, knowing he thinks I’m pretty, sexy.
“And would you mind if I did more than look?”  He asks.
I shake my head again.  Liam grins.
He reaches out with one hand, his fingers grazing my outer thigh, running up, slipping round, under my skirt, reaching up to cup my ass.  He grips my cheek, squeezes, and I whimper, moan, press my ass back into his big strong hand, unable to control myself.
Liam grins, leans forward, kisses me.  My mind goes blank.  I kiss back, floating as Liam kisses me, pulling me into him, his kiss urgent, demanding, hungry, almost savage.  I moan, whimper, press my soft, pretty body into his, his hands, both of them now, groping my ass under my skirt.  His tongue presses into my mouth and I want more, want everything.
“I leave you two alone for just a second and this is what you do?”  Sarah’s tone is flat, emotionless.  I pull back but Liam does not release me, his hands still groping my ass.
Sarah stares at me.
“I knew you were a slut Traci, but I didn’t know you were this much of a slut.” 
Sarah smiles.
“I think I’m going to have to show you how dirty, slutty girls get treated.”  She says.




Chapter 5.
“Follow me.”  Sarah says.
She turns and heads off, heads up the stairs.  I am frozen for a moment, part of me eager to obey my Mistress, part of me terrified.
“I’d do what she says.  I promise you, you’ll enjoy it.”  Liam says
Something in his voice reassures me.  There is a note of eagerness, and playfulness.  I blush, smile, head off after my Mistress, head up the stairs after her.
Liam follows behind me.  I glance back briefly at him and notice his gaze fixed on my legs and ass.  There is a fluttering in my belly and I put an extra wiggle into my step, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe.  The sensation of my ass swaying, my hips rolling from side to side, my little cock snug in my panties throbbing, is delightful.  Liam grins and I cannot deny the sense of pleasure I find in knowing that he thinks I’m sexy, pretty, the power my body has to arouse him.
“In here.”  Sarah says as I reach the top of the stairs.
She stands outside her bedroom, holding the door open.
“Both of you, in.”
I nod, keep my head low in a gesture of submission and contrition.  Liam follows behind and last comes Sarah, shutting the door behind her.
“Now, Traci, we’re going to show you how we treat naughty, nasty, dirty little sluts like you.  You need to learn what happens to pretty girls when they flaunt their bodies to horny boys and men.
My heart is racing, my belly fluttering.  I keep my gaze on the floor.  Sarah and Liam move to stand close, loom over me.  Even in my heels Liam towers over me and my Mistress in her heels stands a good two inches taller than me—I am small and powerless and pretty.
“Now, bend over my desk like a good slut.”  Sarah says.
My mind is racing with thoughts of what they are going to do, and I am eager and reluctant in equal measure, full of anticipation and fear, but no part of me is unwilling.  I do not even consider disobeying my Mistress.  I want more than anything to obey, to please her, to submit to her.
 

I bend over the desk as instructed, leaning on my forearms, my legs slightly parted, straight, my back curved with my butt raised high, offered up.  I am aware that my panties are visible and the thought of Liam staring at my ass, my smooth legs, makes my cock twitch.
I smile and, without thinking, wiggle my butt slightly, as though to tempt.  Sarah laughs.  I blush, my cheeks hot with shame and lust.
“My, even now acting like such a filthy slut.  Well, we’ll just have to treat you like one.”
My belly flutters and my cock strains at the soft fabric of my panties.  Sarah moves in behind me and her hands run up my smooth legs, her touch electric.  She lifts my skirt up, folding it over my back, exposing my panties, my round, firm, sexy ass.
“Have you ever been spanked before Traci?  Spanked like a dirty, naughty girl who needs to be punished?”  Sarah asks.
Spanked?  My mind is racing and my whole body tingles, suddenly hot.
“No Mistress.”  My voice is frail and meek and feminine.
“Well, this will be a new experience for you then, but I won’t be gentle.  Now, count for me.”
Sarah’s hands lift off my ass and then, before my mind can focus, before I can prepare myself, her hand falls, slapping me, hard, spanking me.  The sensation radiates through my whole body—pain and shame and submission and pleasure.  I gasp, aching.
“One, Mistress.”  I say—barely a whisper.
“Good girl.”  Sarah says.
Her hand rises, falls again, harder this time.
“Two, Mistress.”
Her hand rises, falls, again and again, sometimes harder, sometimes softer, at times pausing so I am frozen in that moment of anticipation, waiting for her strike, waiting to be spanked like a dirty, naughty, slutty girl.
My ass is hot, my body aching, tingling.  My mind floats on a cloud of endorphins, belly fluttering.  My cock is hard, the shame at being aroused by being spanked a new kind of dizzying high.
Mistress strokes my ass, gently, then spanks me again, teasing me, pleasure and pain blurring into one.
“Eighteen, Mistress.  Nineteen, Mistress.  Twenty Mistress.”
Sarah stops, and I am panting, shaking, a cold, hot tingle shivering through me.  I am grinning, buzzing.  Mistress caresses me, my butt tender and sore, but I feel free.
“Now, do you think you’ve learnt your lesson?”  Mistress asks.
I nod, grinning.
“Yes Mistress.”  I say, eager to please her.
“Good girl.  Now, you’ll need to show us you can behave.  Can you follow instructions?”
I nod again.
“Yes Mistress.”
My Mistress squeezes my ass, tight, the pain making me gasp.
“Good.  I want to show you just what rewards naughty, slutty, dirty, sexy girls like you get when they behave.  Now, turn around and kneel.  I have something I know you’re going to love.”
 

I kneel as Mistress tells me, on the floor in front of her and Liam.  I look up at them with big, desperate eyes as they loom over me.
“Since you were such a cock tease earlier, and since you are a good girl now, I was thinking you might like a reward.  Would you, Traci?”
I bite my bottom lip, mind racing at what my Mistress might have in mind.  I look to Liam, eyes drifting to his crotch, the large, firm bulge there.  Watching me get spanked has made him hard.  My body made him hard.  The thought makes me smile.  I nod.
“Good girl, now, take out Liam’s cock, and stroke it.  Show him you know how to be a good little slut.”
My cheeks blaze but I can only obey.  I must obey, but, more than that, I want to see, want to touch, want to know how it feels in my hands.
I reach up and undo Liam’s belt, his buttons, tug his trousers and pants down, freeing his cock so that it pops loose, and I gasp.  It is huge, thick and long, magnificent, smooth and throbbing and the thought that I made him this hard, that I arouse him, fills me with euphoria.
“Now be a good girl and stroke it.  Make him feel good, and I’m sure you’re eager to experience how wonderful a real cock feels.”
I do not answer, am mesmerized, my mouth watering, body tingling, lips buzzing with a subtle pleasure.  I reach up, almost nervous at how enticing the cock it—I know I should resist, I should struggle, before it is too late, but I cannot.  I want it.  I want to feel it.  I want to make Liam feel good, I want him to think of me as a sexy, dirty, slutty girl.
I wrap my fingers around Liam’s cock and stroke softly, slowly.  His moan is quiet, hush, full of lust, and it makes me shiver.  His cock is hot and hard, but soft, his skin like velvet, and I tease him running my hands up and down, tracing my fingers gently, squeezing.  He thrusts into my hand, the slit of his cock oozing precum, his cock throbbing in my grip.
Before I can think, before I can react, I lean forward, opening my mouth.  I press my lips to the head of Liam’s cock and my mind goes blank, a swell of pure joy, the pressure of his cock on my lips as I press forward, lips tight, and take his cock into my mouth.
Liam moans and his pleasure is my bliss.  I work my tongue over his cock, slick, wet, take more of it into my tight, hot, wet, pretty mouth.  Liam’s cock throbs against my tongue and I suck harder, desperate.  I want to be a good slut, a pretty slut, a dirty, naughty girl.
Liam reaches up, grips the back of my head, begins to thrust into my mouth.  I let him take control, let him use me, use my pretty mouth, my lips tight, tongue caressing him, his cock hot and hard and slick and silky.
“Such an eager slut!”  Mistress says.
Her words inspire me and I suck harder, take more of the cock into my mouth, struggling not to gag.  I want to make him cum, want to taste it, want to know I am sexy, pretty, dirty.
“But that’s enough for now.”
My mistress grips the back of my head and pulls my lips off Liam’s cock, his dick leaving my lips with an audible pop, my mouth tingling, body aching.  I need more.
“Now, up on the bed slut, panties off, on all fours.  It’s time we showed you how boys treat dirty sluts like you.”
 

I cannot move fast enough.  I know what is to come and I want it more than I have ever wanted anything.  I stand, tugging down my panties and slipping them off my feet—freeing my small, cute, smooth, hard cock—and clamber up onto the bed.  The way my Mistress and Liam watch me, their smiles, the lust in their eyes, knowing I am pleasing them, that they think me pretty, delights me.  I move with a wiggle, wanting them to want me, desperate to entice and arouse them.
“Good girl.”  My Mistress says as I fall down onto all fours.  “Now, eyes closed.  I expect you know what’s coming but I want you focussed on how it feels to become a pretty girl.”
I obey, close my eyes.  There is a rustling of clothes behind me, the sound of movement.  My body is shaking, aching, tingling with anticipation.  I curve my back to lift my ass higher, spread my legs, inviting.
The bed shifts and a body moves in behind me.  Another moves onto the bed to the side of me.
“Now, just relax.  You’re going to enjoy this.  All slutty girls like you enjoy this.”  My Mistress says.
I nod, gnawing on my bottom lip, eye shut tight.  A hand moves to my ass, caressing me.  The touch is wet, slick, moves in towards my crack, brushing lightly.  I moan, press back, and a finger pauses at my entrance.
“You want this, don’t you, slut?”  My Mistress says.
I nod.  I press back, aching to be filled, the finger teasing at my hole, taunting me.  My cute little cock twitches.
“Then say it.”  My Mistress says.
I take a breath.
“I… I want to be a slut, a pretty girl, a naughty toy… I… I want you to fuck me… I want both of you to fuck me.”  I say.
I mean every word.
“Good girl.”  My Mistress says.
Her finger presses into me and my entrance opens, her fingers slips in, slick and lubricated, opening me.  I moan in delight and work my hips to take more of her.  A second finger slips into me, opening me, lubricating me, and my Mistress’s fingers fuck in and out of my ass as I grind my hips—a knot of pleasure grows in my belly and my cute little cock swells, throbbing.
“Do you think she’s ready?”  Sarah asks.
Liam murmurs his agreement.  With my eyes closed I picture him watching me, hard for me, watching as my Mistress fingers my hole, lubricating it and stretching it for his cock so he can fuck me.  I moan in delight at the thought, biting my bottom lip.  I want to be a pretty, sexy, dirty slut.
My Mistress pulls her fingers out of me, the loss almost painful, and my hole twitches.  I spread my legs as far as I can, desperate to be filled again, wanting to be fucked.
“Now, your turn.  Show her the pleasures of being a good slut.”  My Mistress says.
“That’ll be my pleasure.”  Liam says.
A weight moves on the bed behind me and a hand runs over my ass.  Something hard and hot and large runs down the crack of my ass, slick, pressing gently at my entrance, teasing me.  It feels enormous, thick and throbbing, and my heart skips as I realise what is about to happen.  There is a slight increase in pressure, Liam’s cock pressing at my hole, easing in, stretching me, wider and wider.  There is a subtle pain as his cock forces me open, the tip just barely entering me.
My mind reels as I accept what is happening.  I am about to be fucked, to be made a dirty, sexy, pretty slut.  I am about to be fucked in my ass by my Mistress’s boyfriend and I want it.  I breathe out and relax, push back, desperate to be filled.  My hole stretches, wide, and I force myself on to Liam’s fat, hard cock and then, suddenly, it is inside me, slipping past my entrance with a satisfying pop and gliding deep into me.
I moan, Liam moans, and my Mistress laughs. 
“My such an eager slut, so desperate to be filled with cock.”
I moan, gasping, my body alive with pleasure.  Liam grasps my hips, firmly, fucks into me, slipping his cock deep, splitting me open.  I grind my hips, pressing my ass into him, delighting in how he fills me, stretches me, the knot of pleasure in my belly expanding.
Liam slips his cock out, gripping my hips tight, and I mourn the loss of fullness.  His head teases at my entrance, almost slipping out of me, then thrusts back in, deep and hard, fucking me.  I moan as I thrust back, taking all of him and wanting more, my hole stretched wide, my ass full of his wonderful, fat, hard, throbbing cock.
“I think she wants you to really fuck her.”  My Mistress says.  “Don’t you slut?”
I nod.
“Yes… please… fuck me hard… fuck me like your pretty little slut.”  I say, desperate.
Liam does not argue, obliges me.  He pulls his cock almost entirely out of me then thrusts back in.  He fucks me hard, his cock slipping in and out of me, over and over, rubbing against my sensitive inner walls, rubbing against the bright spot of my pleasure.  I grind back, wiggling my hips to rub Liam’s cock against my most pleasurable spots, fucking back, encouraging him.
I am moaning, loud, eager, desperate, a slutty dirty girl eager to be fucked.  Liam grips my hips tight, controlling me, taking me, using me for his pleasure, his thick, throbbing cock slipping in and out of my tight, slick hole.  I want more, I need more.
“Fuck her harder!”  My Mistress says.
Liam obeys.  He fucks me hard, fast, rutting.  I thrust back, taking him, wanting him, wanting to be filled with cock, the hot throbbing hardness inside me, stretching me, rubbing over my inner walls, the knot of pleasure in my belly filling me now so that I cannot think of anything other than how it feels to be fucked.
“Fuck… she’s so… tight… so hot… I’m close… I’m going to cum…”
“Cum in her.  Show my sister what a pretty, slutty girl she is.  Fill her up like the slut she is.”  My Mistress says.
My head is spinning.  That I am driving him so wild with lust, that I am so pleasurable, that he is so close, drives me on.  I squeeze my hole around Liam’s cock, milking him, wanting his cum inside of me, wanting him to breed me.  I fuck him, fuck back, hungry, a filthy, naughty, dirty, slutty girl.
His grip on my hips tightens and he thrusts deep.  His cock swells, expanding, throbbing, stretching me, filling me, and then he erupts inside of me, his hot, sticky cum filling my ass.  The sensation drives me over the edge, the knot of pleasure in my belly exploding into a joy unlike any other. 
As Liam cums inside of me, filling me with his hot, thick jizz, I cum, my cute little cock twitching, a stream of cum leaking, drooling, and I whimper and moan in delight.  I grind my hips, wanting to experience as much as I can, my entrance stretched, hole full of hot, sticky cum, a thick throbbing cock, my balls tight as I cum from being fucked.  I am smiling, grinning, giddy.
“Such a dirty girl.  Cumming from just getting fucked in that pretty ass.”
My smile widens.
“Thank you Mistress.”  I say.
My Mistress strokes my back softly.
“Slip out now, slowly.  I have a final present for our slut.”  My Mistress says.
Liam does as he is told, slips his cock out from my stretched, well fucked ass.  I moan at the loss, still full of his cum, aching for more.  As his cock pops free and before any of his cum can escape my gaping hole I feel something cold and hard and heavy replace the warmth of his meaty cock.  There is a pressure and something massive, wider even than Liam’s cock, presses at my hole.  I am forced open, my hole stretched, and then the weight pops past my entrance and slips in, nestling in my tight hole, snug, held firm.  I wiggle my hips and it moves inside of my, lubricated by Liam’s hot cum.
“There.  That plug will keep Liam’s lovely cum inside you for the day.  Help you learn your place as our pretty slut.”  My Mistress says.
I flop onto my belly, exhausted, my cum sticky against my skin, and the plug is a massive weight in my ass, pressing on my sensitive spot, holding Liam’s cum inside of me so I know my place as naughty, pretty fuck-toy.  I grin.
“Thank you Mistress.”  I whisper.
I open my eyes and look back over my shoulder at the pair behind me, beaming, cheeks flush, happy and euphoric.  I am well fucked and pretty, a sexy toy for their pleasure.
“Now, how about we all get cleaned up.  I have some plans for the three of us today, and later, how about Liam and I fill that pretty ass of yours again?”
I nod, eager.
“I’d really like that Mistress.”  I say, giggling.
“Good girl.”  She says.
My Mistress slaps my ass and I wiggle it, giggling, happier than I can remember being, eager to see what plans she has instore for me, eager to obey, and submit, eager to be her pretty, sexy toy.
THE END
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