
        
            
                
            
        

    
Before We Give Her Away

by

Betty Black


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales is entirely coincidental.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with.

Copyright © 2017 Betty Black. All rights reserved. Including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof, in any form. No part of this text may be reproduced in any form without the express written permission of the author.

Version 2012.04.22

*ALL CHARACTERS IN THESE STORIES ARE OVER 18 AND CONSENTING ADULTS*


Table of Contents

Before We Give Her Away

Bonus Story: My Submissive Students

Bonus Story: Paid to Obey


I couldn’t wait to marry Jack.

He was my best friend in the whole wide world. We’d been dating since we were 14. Now, I was 20, and it was time to make our love official! I was so excited to walk down that aisle and consummate our marriage after the reception. I’d been saving myself for my wedding night. It just felt right.

I only wished my mother could be there to see me get married. She died when I was 10. Luckily, my stepfather had taken me in and raised me like his own daughter. He and my stepbrother, Liam, were my whole world – until Jack, of course. Now, I would have a husband to take care of me like they always did.

I would miss my Daddy and little brother very much, but I also couldn’t wait to get out of their house. Liam was 18 and Daddy was in his 40’s. Even though I was basically related to them, they both sometimes looked at me like I was eye candy. I guess I could never blame them. I’ve been blessed with a hot body. D-cup breasts, a tight ass, and a cheerleader’s body made me pretty popular with the male population.

And it wasn’t like I gave them a break; my favorite clothes to wear around the house were my yoga pants or cheerleading shorts and tank-tops. It was just more comfortable to wear those kinds of clothes, even though I knew it bothered the guys. I wasn’t willing to sacrifice my comfort for theirs. I mean, they could handle their libidos, right? It wasn’t my job to hide away in sweatpants just because they had balls!

In the months before the wedding, things had gotten a little…weird. They both started to act kind of frustrated and resentful. Especially when I would lounge by the pool in my bikini or whatever. Daddy was very short with me, and Liam stopped doing my chores for me, like he always did.

I figured that they were just repressing their own feelings about my moving out. I was going to be leaving them to be with my husband, and I knew that had to make them sad. And since they were dudes, they couldn’t show their sadness, so they acted out with meanness.

The night before the wedding, Daddy and Liam took me out to dinner. It would be my last night sharing their last name. It was a very nice dinner, and I felt very special. When we got home, I went to my room to sleep in my bed for the very last time and reflect on everything.

It was late when I heard the knock on the door. I wasn’t able to sleep, way too excited. I got out of bed, wearing only my little nightie, and opened the door. I was surprised to see Daddy and Liam on the other side of the door.

“Hi, guys,” I said, trying to hide my mostly-naked body behind the door. “What’s up?”

“We need to talk to you,” Liam said. He was holding a box. Weird.

“Okay, let me put on my robe and…”

“Not necessary,” Daddy said, pushing the door open. I stumbled back with a yelp. I was barely dressed – even more than usual! I crossed my arms to hide my chest and my hard nipples. It was cold in the house!

“Hey!” I shouted. “What’s this all about?”

Liam set the box down on the floor. Daddy stepped forward.

“Lisa, we’re here because we feel you owe us,” Daddy said. I cocked my head. What did that mean? “I’ve been taking care of you for ten years. Financially, you’ve been a huge drain on my wallet. I’m even paying for this wedding of yours.”

Oh. I blushed, looking down. I never thought about that. I guess I did cost Daddy a lot of money. The wedding wasn’t cheap.

“And Liam here has been doing your chores for years. He helped you with your homework all through high school.”

I glanced at Liam. That was true. But he offered to do those things!

“And what have we gotten in return?” Daddy asked. I had no idea how to answer that, so I just shrugged. “Right. Nothing. You’ve been nothing but a drain. A nuisance. A pain in the ass. Running around practically naked, getting us both hot and bothered over you.”

My blush was getting hotter and redder by the word! I felt so bad, so guilty…

“Now, you’re marrying some guy, and you’re going to give him that body we’ve been wanting for so long,” Liam piped up, looking cross. I bit my lip, trying to hide myself even more.

“We want you to repay us,” Daddy said, stepping forward. “With that hot little body of yours.”

WHAT!? How could Daddy say something like that? It was so gross! Except for some handjobs, I’d never done anything sexual. Like I said, I was saving all that for Jack.

“Scissors,” Daddy said, holding his hand towards Liam. I was still so confused and shocked I barely registered what was happening. Daddy had a pair of scissors, and he used them to snap the straps from my nightie! I squealed as it fell to the ground, revealing my body.

“Now, you don’t have to do anything, Lisa,” Daddy said, both of them ogling me. “But I hope you realize that you owe it to us. Only a very bad girl would deny her Daddy and her brother the one thing they want from her, after getting everything she wanted from them!”

Well…I guess he had a point? Daddy had provided for me my whole life…and Liam always did help me out…I blinked back tears, sniffled. Would it really be that bad, letting them touch me a little? If they really wanted it so bad…

“Lisa? Are you going to be a good girl?” Daddy prompted, taking my chin in his fingers and nudging my head until our eyes met. Sniffling again, I nodded. Liam whooped in happiness.

“We’ll start out easy,” Daddy said, smiling. “Get on your knees.”

He snapped his fingers as he barked the command, and I immediately dropped onto my knees. Whimpering, I looked up at Daddy and Liam, blinking.

“Good little girl,” Daddy said, reaching down to stroke my hair. Just like he did when I was upset after breaking up with a boyfriend or something. It still soothed me, even under these awful circumstances. I even leaned into his palm, feeling its firm warmth on my scalp. My nipples were hard from the cold temperature in the room, and I caught Liam licking his lips as he gawked at them.

Suddenly, Daddy’s hand fisted, grabbing a big chunk of my hair and tugging. I yelped as he pulled up, forcing my chin to lift and my eyes to meet his.

“Open up, sweetheart,” Daddy said. “I have a present for you.”

Obediently, I dropped my jaw open. To my shock, Daddy spat down into my mouth, his spit landing on my tongue! I closed my mouth, grimacing at how gross it was. He shook me by my hair, making me yelp again.

“Don’t you want to thank Daddy for the gift?” He snarled. I blinked, tears at the corners of my eyes, looking up at him again.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered. He grinned. That made me feel a little better. I did like it when Daddy was pleased with me.

“C’mon already,” Liam whined. “I’m hard as a fucking rock over here!”

“Shit, boy, wait your fucking turn!” Daddy yelled. “I’ve been providing for this bitch, I’m paying for her damn wedding, I get her first. Go get the clamps.”

Clamps? What did that mean? I peered out the corner of my eye, watching Liam open the box and rummage through it. Daddy waited too, looking down at me. I glanced at his crotch, which was eye-level to me. I could see a bulge there, and I swallowed hard. I couldn’t believe I was really going to let my own Daddy and my little brother take advantage of me before my wedding! All the same, that bulge…it made me feel kind of hot and wet between my legs…

Liam came back holding a silver chain. I didn’t know what it was for, but it became obvious when he leaned down, inches from me. He caught my eye and grinned.

“C’mere, sis,” he mumbled, grabbing my tits. I gasped, but he muffled the sound with his lips, leaning in and kissing me. My own brother! He pushed his tongue past my lips and shoved it down my throat, all the while pinching my hard nipples. I squirmed in disgust…and delight. Awful, sick delight.

Suddenly, though, all I could feel was pain. Something sharp and cold and metal pinched my nipples, hard. As Liam pulled away, I shouted my pain. Looking down, I saw that there were clamps on my nipples, joined together by the silver chain. My already-hard buds were red and throbbing from the tight, painful sensation. Fresh tears burst forth and I looked up at Daddy, whimpering.

“Stop whining,” Daddy said as Liam got up. “It’s a small price to pay for everything I’ve given you.”

To punctuate this, he reached down and jerked on the chain. I bit back a screech of pain. The violent motion had me falling forward, my face falling right against Daddy’s crotch. I could feel that hard bulge against my cheek. Daddy grabbed my hair, righting me.

“Take it out and suck it, brat,” he growled. I couldn’t believe it! But I knew I owed it to Daddy. He really had done so much for me. With trembling hands, I reached forward and undid the zipper. His dick sprang free, nine-inches long and thick as a cucumber. A thick drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. My eyes widened. Jack was nowhere near that size! Daddy laughed.

“Impressed, aren’t you? Bet that beta freak you’re marrying has a pencil dick,” he said. “Too bad. Maybe if you ask nicely, you’ll get to suck Daddy’s cock when you come home to visit. Now open up, slut.”

I obeyed, spreading my lips wide. I knew there was no way I could get that whole thing in my mouth. My nipples still ached, but the sensation was slowly fading into something else. A persistent, dull throb.

Daddy reached down and grabbed my jaw, pulling me a little bit. He slapped his hard cock against my cheek a few times, smearing his pre-cum across my face. When he finally lined his cock up against my mouth, slipping the head past my lips, my mouth was watering. I could taste the dribbling pre-cum as it slid down my throat,  and closed my eyes. I could pretend this was Jack, not my stepfather. Daddy groaned as he eased himself into my open mouth, sliding his cock along my tongue, pulling out and pushing back in. He grabbed my hair again.

“Fuck, Lisa, do some work,” he growled. “Worship Daddy’s cock.”

I groaned. He smelled so good. So manly. I liked the way his shaft throbbed against my tongue. Slowly, I began to suck and lap at his cock. I wrapped my tongue around it, getting every inch I could reach. Drool spilled from my mouth, down my chin and onto my bare breasts. Liam watched me suck Daddy off with his own cock in his hand, hard as he stroked it.

 I reached for Daddy, barely able to fit my hand around what was left of his shaft. His hips shifted and I almost gagged. Soon, he began to slide in and out of my mouth, groaning with each stroke. Each time, I felt the head of his cock slide down my throat, choking me while my tongue danced around his shaft. 
 

“Fuck yeah, slutty little tease,” he said; I liked the way Daddy was enjoying my mouth, so I sucked harder on him while he thrust into my throat. “Fucking your mouth is so good, I'm going to cum for you. You want me to cum for you, don't you? Want to swallow my cum, fill up that little belly of yours?” 

I had no idea why I would want that from my own stepfather, but I did. It was so hot and dirty, Daddy fucked my mouth so hard that I couldn’t deny him. I moaned my agreement while he fucked my throat faster. He groaned again, louder than ever, and slammed forward, pushing on my head at the same time, thrusting as deep as my throat would let him.  

I winced as the first burst of his cum hit my throat and slid down, choking me even more. Spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum filled my throat, spilling from my lips, filling my cheeks. I swallowed everything I could, but some of it dripped down onto my tits as he held me in place and emptied his balls into throat. When he finally pulled out, I felt raw and gasped for air, but I liked the way he looked at me with approval in his eyes.

“I always knew you were a slut at heart,” Daddy crowed, shaking my head. My nipples ached, but I was getting used to it. I even kind of liked it. “You did real good, baby girl. Sucked Daddy’s cock real fucking good. Now, thank me for letting you swallow my cum.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moaned, licking my lips, tasting his salty jizz on my lips. “I loved swallowing your seed.”

“C’mon, Dad,” Liam whined, standing beside me, dick in hand. “I want her to lick my balls.”

“Alright,” Daddy said. “I need a break before I fuck her, anyway. Go ahead, tell her.”

Daddy handed me over to Liam by my hair, like a dog. I blinked up at my little brother, not sure I’d like serving him as much as I liked serving Daddy. Liam didn’t deserve it. He’d barely ever done anything for me, except do my homework and my chores sometimes.

“You heard me,” Liam growled. “Get to work. I want your face buried in my balls, bitch.”

I didn’t have much choice in the matter, as he pushed my head into his crotch. He stroked himself above my scalp as he rubbed my nose into his sac. Grimacing, I slowly began to lick at him. His balls were warm and heavy, and he groaned as I covered them with my tongue, getting them all wet with my mouth.

“Suck ‘em good,” he murmured, and I opened my lips wide, sucking his balls into my mouth gently. I was so close that my tits nearly pressed against his calves, my nipples aching with each movement that jostled my breasts.

“That’s right, spoiled little bitch,” Liam moaned, and suddenly he ripped my face away from his balls. He shoved his cock in my face, jerking it hard. He burst, his cum shooting across my nose, over my lips, hitting me in the eye, I squirmed, trying to get out of range, but he held me firm. I couldn’t do anything but take it as my little brother came in my face. The only way to get it off was to lick what I could, swallowing it down so that it mixed with Daddy’s jizz in my stomach. When he finally released me, pushing, I fell back onto my haunches.

“Swallow it,” Liam commanded. “Lick it all up, sis.”

Whimpering, I used my fingers to clean my face and licked his cum until I was mostly clean. Daddy and Liam watched with bemused interest as their bratty little girl obeyed their every command. I was even getting aroused by it all, dripping down my thighs!

“What’s next?” Liam asked, turning to Daddy.

“I think she’s long overdue for a punishment,” Daddy said. “Go get the paddle, Liam.”

The paddle? For what?

Daddy grabbed me again and pulled me to my feet. I squealed as he dragged me across the room, towards my bed. He sat down, then forced me to bend over his knee. He was going to spank me?! But I hadn’t been spanked since I was little! Liam trotted back, handing over a wooden paddle. I squirmed, closing my eyes and grimacing. This was so embarrassing!

Not to mention painful!

Daddy started off hard. Spanking me so hard that the sound echoed through the room. I howled, wiggling desperately as the bright, red hot pain flushed through my nervous system. I was still dripping wet, but I couldn’t think of anything besides the pain of what Daddy was doing to me, and the shame of Liam watching with that awful leer on his face. I started crying, hard, and yet Daddy kept going, kept spanking me until my ass burned and my flesh stung. My body jerked with each smack. Liam watched eagerly as his older sister received her punishment for being a tease.

Finally, Daddy slowed down. Then, he stopped. I was red-faced and panting, sobbing heavily. But my body relaxed, began to recover from the onslaught of pain. Daddy sighed as he pushed me to my feet; I almost fell over, the sensations in my body overwhelming. Daddy steadied me.

“Alright, Lisa,” he said. “I think you’ve been punished enough.”

He reached forward and grabbed the nipple clamps. I groaned in sweet relief as he undid them, blood flowing back into my nipples, leaving them tingly and raw and sensitive. Daddy threw the clamps to the side, his eyes fixed on my tits.

“You’ve been flaunting those things for far too long,” he said, reaching for them. “It’s about time we got to use them. Come on, Liam.”

Daddy reached forward and grabbed one of my breasts. I squealed in surprise as the sensation cause a rush of juices from my pussy. I moaned, eyes falling closed as the sensation rolled through me. I barely looked when Liam came forward, grabbing my other breasts, rolling his thumb over my sore nipples, kneading my virgin flesh.

Daddy leaned down and blew a cool breath over my nipple, making me squeal in pleasure. Then he closed his lips around it, Liam doing the same on my other side. My Daddy and my brother sucked my nipples at the same time, making my stomach churn with pleasure and relief. It felt so good! Their tongues flicking over me, soothing my soreness. I closed my eyes, letting it happen. Someone slipped his hand down between my legs, and I squealed as fingers pried my lips open and dipped across my dripping slit.

“Fuck, she’s wet,” Liam said. “I want her, Dad.”

“I know, son,” Daddy said. They both stepped back, and I groaned in needy disappointment.

“Please,” I heard myself beg. “Feels so good…”

“Oh, I know it does, baby girl,” Daddy laughed. “You’re a little slut, remember? This is what you live for. Get on the bed.”

I eagerly climbed onto the bed, not sure what was coming next but knowing I really wanted Daddy and Liam to touch me again. I didn’t even mind if they took my virginity before my husband could! I was so hot and horny and needy, I would have fucked anything with a dick. Daddy and Liam came to the bed and forced me onto my hands and knees. I wound up with Daddy behind me and Liam in front; Liam’s cock was hard again, and he shoved it in my face. At the same time, I felt something thick and hard pressing against my slit from behind.

“My little virgin girl,” Daddy grunted, grabbing handfuls of my ass. “I can’t wait to fuck this tight little pussy you’ve been teasing me with. God, it’s gonna feel good to be the first man inside you. I’m gonna pump you so full of cum, your husband won’t stand a chance of getting you pregnant. You’ll already be having Daddy’s baby.”

My groan was stifled by Liam, who grabbed my hair and forced his cock past my lips and into my throat. Pain shot through me as Daddy inched his big cock into my tight pussy. I closed my eyes, letting them use me, waiting for the relief I knew was coming.

“Hold tight,” Daddy said, a grin in his voice. And then, suddenly, I felt him pierce forward. My eyes popped open, and I screamed, though it was totally muffled by Liam’s cock jamming deep into my throat.

I gagged, tears spilling from my eyes as my stepbrother and stepfather impaled me between them like a pig on a spit. They filled me at both ends, shoving themselves balls-deep into my tight, teenage body. It was all I could do not to black out as Daddy started fucking me, hard. He grabbed my hips and slammed himself into me like a stallion, his balls slapping my thighs with each stroke.

It was too hard, too fast for my first time, and I squealed in pain. Not that anyone heard it, since Liam’s cock was pulsing deep in my throat, jammed way past my tongue and down my esophagus.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Daddy growled. “Nice little virgin slut…take it, Lisa, take Daddy’s cock…”

Slowly, the sensations started to change. My face heated up as Daddy jackhammered into me. Even Liam’s cock stuffed in my throat started to feel good. My muscles were all tense and tight. I was dripping wet. My hips moved on their own, slamming backwards into Daddy with each thrust. My head spun. I closed my eyes again. Liam reached down, grabbing my tits and squeezing. Daddy reached around my hips, found my clit, and rubbed it. I came, shaking and bucking between them. Liam pulled out, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up so he could watch my face contort in ecstasy while Daddy fucked me hard from behind.

“Such a worthless little whore,” Liam marveled. “I can’t believe we wasted so much time letting you prance around, teasing us. We should have been raping your ass for years….”

“Oh,” Daddy said from behind as I slowly came down from my very first climax. “Great idea, Liam. I’m going to fuck her ass. You get on your back. We’ll fuck her at the same time!”

“Good idea, Dad!” Liam grinned, spitting on my face before letting go. He lay back on the bed. I whimpered, not understanding what was happening as Daddy forced me off his cock and pushed me forward until I was straddling Liam. My little brother’s not-so-little cock spread my still-tight pussy wide as he grabbed my hips and began to pull me down.

“Ohhhh,” I groaned. I felt something warm and wet against my ass; it felt good. Really good.

“A little lube,” Daddy said. “And you’re ready, princess. Get down on that cock and lean forward for me, baby.”

Liam pulled me down, shoving his cock all the way against my womb while I shuddered in pleasure. Daddy pushed on my back, forcing me forward, my breasts dangling over Liam’s chest. Suddenly, I felt my rosebud stretching wide. I screamed at the sensation, but Liam shoved his hand in my mouth, silencing me. I could only wait, shaking and silent, as Daddy shoved his cock deep into my virgin ass! Liam’s cock was already buried to the hilt, and soon I was being penetrated by both of them at the same time!

I nearly passed out again, the sensations overwhelming. Liam grunted, grabbing my hips again and starting to move me up and down. I felt Daddy move at the same pace, pulling out of me and rushing in again, fucking my ass as hard as he’d fucked my pussy! I groaned, drooling, mindless as pleasure and pain dueled inside me. My brother and father filled me to the brim, penetrating me again and again, both fucking me like animals.

“You like this, don’t you Lisa?” Daddy grunted. “Gonna cum again, aren’t you? Cum, baby girl. Cum for Daddy.”

“Y-yesss,” I moaned as the sensation exploded inside me. I slammed down on Liam’s cock, grinding my buzzing clit against him as my pussy clenched around his shaft. Liam cursed, hips jerking as he lost control and began to cum inside me, pumping his jizz into my womb. I screamed at the pleasure of his warm cum massaging me while I came, milking him dry.

Daddy grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, slamming me against him as his own cock swelled and then exploded inside me. Liam and Daddy filled me up in both holes at the same time, pumping their cum into my pussy and ass while I came over and over again.

Slowly, they slid out of me, trailing cum from my ass and pussy. I collapsed on the bed, totally broken in.

“There you go,” Daddy said. “All paid up. Let’s see Jack beat that.”

He and Liam high-fived over my naked, cum-covered body. Daddy leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“If that boy you’re marrying doesn’t satisfy you, you know you can always come home. Even when I give you away tomorrow, you’ll always be my little girl.”


Bonus Story: My Submissive Students

You could tell just from looking at her that she was the queen bee in high school. All haughty and self-important. She still hadn’t learned that what made you cool in high school didn’t translate in college. Sure, she was hot – at 18, her body was as hot as it’d ever be. Two nice, perky, C-cup tits over a taut stomach that tapered out into generous hips. She had wavy, sandy blonde hair and a natural pout that made her look like the perfect little tease.

She knew it, too. Played it up. She was always wearing miniskirts and tiny tank tops to class. Even now, as she sat in my office, she was wearing a pleated, plaid skirt and long white knee-length socks, a too-tight black shirt with a low v-neck barely hiding her breasts.

“Um,” she said, snapping her gum. “Like, what did you call me in here for?”

I smiled. We’d get to the real answer of that question soon enough. In the meantime…

“Well, Jackie,” I said. “You’re aware that I teach two Russian history courses at this university, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” she said, like it was obvious. “My stepsister is in your other class.”

“Exactly,” I said, pulling out the essay assignment I’d given both classes. One was Jackie’s, one was Sylvia’s. I pushed them both across the desk.

“Can you tell me, Jackie, what you make of these two essays?”

Jackie shrugged, leaning forward. It gave me a beautiful view of her cleavage. Her blue eyes scanned the pages.

“They’re two copies of my essay,” she said, leaning back and shrugging. “So?”

“Actually,” I said, tapping the first paper. “If you’ll look closely, you’ll see one very important difference.”

Jackie’s eyes rolled as she leaned forward again, looking at where my finger lay.

“Yeah, so?” she asked.

“Is that your name?” I prodded, getting frustrated in spite of myself. She was a spoiled little brat, for sure. She rolled her eyes again.

“Obviously not,” she said. “But so what? Why should we have both turned in different papers? What would be the point of that? We worked on it together.”

“Did I ever say, at any point during my class, that I would accept a paper written by two students?”

“No,” she said. “But it’s a good essay.”

“That doesn’t matter,” I said. “It’s cheating.”

“We didn’t plagiarize!”

“Cheating is cheating,” I said. “This could get you expelled.”

Finally, she gave me her attention.

“Expelled?! But why?!”

“Two of you did the work together, but how do I know that? For all I know, one of you plagiarized off the other. And since you are sisters…”

“Stepsisters,” she corrected. I waved her off.

“..you would certainly cover for each other. Thus, I am left to assume that one of you copied the other, which is plagiarism, which is punishable by expulsion. And if one of you doesn’t come forward as the cheater, I will have you both expelled.”

Her jaw dropped nearly to the floor. I could see that pink wad of gum in her cheek. Her blue eyes were already quivering, tears on their way.

“Please,” she said. Ah, I love that word! “Don’t do that, Professor Linkletter!”

“Why shouldn’t I?” I asked, enjoying the way she wiggled in discomfort.

“Because honest, we didn’t cheat! Why am I the only one here? Where’s Sylvia?!”

“Actually, she’s supposed to be here,” I said. “She’s late. Very rude of her.”

Sylvia was very different than Jackie. You could tell they weren’t related by blood. Sylvia was brown haired, mousy, and green-eyed. Slimmer, with smaller breasts. Still adorably 18, though.

I’m used to my female students having crushes on me. Having an 18 year old at my disposal isn’t something out of the realm of possibility. I’m a silver fox, with a full head of hair and a strong jaw. I look half my age, except for my hair color. I’m tall and lean, and regularly visit the gym.

So I wasn’t doing this for lack of opportunity.

I was doing it because I loved it. I loved turning innocent little brats into submissive sluts. I could tell from the moment I saw both Jackie and Sylvia that they would be perfect for my depraved purposes.

“Please,” Jackie whimpered again. “I’ll do anything. Don’t expel me!”

“Anything?” I asked. Hook,  line, and sinker! She nodded, eyes wide. She was pushing her chest out. I bet she was used to getting her way by flashing cleavage. She’d be flashing a lot more than that before I was done with her. “Well…”

I crossed my legs, studying her, pretending to think.

“I suppose that we could work out a deal,” I said. “But it will take a lot of work on your part.”

“I’m a very hard worker!” she exclaimed.

“That’s not what I assumed from this paper,” I glowered, reminding her what was at stake. “You’ll have to work much harder to change my mind.”

She nodded along, listening intently.

“Jackie, I’m a man of considerable influence at this school,” I said.

“Yes, sir, I can tell,” she said, sucking up.

“But my work can be quite stressful. I’m always looking for new ways to relieve my stress. And I think that we can come to an agreement, if you’re willing to relieve my stress this semester.”

“Okay,” Jackie kept nodding like an idiot. “I can do that!”

“You understand what I mean, Jackie? You know what I expect from you?”

“Well…no,” she admitted. “But whatever it is, I’m willing!”

“I’m talking about sex, Jackie,” I said, point-blank. For a second she just blinked. Then, her face fell. “Sucking and fucking. I’m talking about you – and your sister – being my little pets for the rest of the year. In return, I will forget about your cheating, and you’ll even both get a guaranteed A at the end of term.”

“Oh,” she said quietly. “Oh. I don’t think we can do that, sir.”

“Why not?”

“Well…um…it just seems…wrong,” she said. “I don’t want to have sex with you.”

I smiled.

“But you see, that’s what makes you perfect,” I said. “I have the rare chance to show you just how wonderful it can be to use your natural gifts to your advantage. What you learn with me will take you far, Jackie.”

She still looked doubtful.

“Much farther than you’ll get when you’re expelled,” I barked, changing my tone. She jumped in her seat. Her cheeks were bright red, her eyes wet.

“Now, I know you’re going to say yes, Jackie,” I went on. “So let’s skip to the rules, shall we?”

“I…I don’t…”

“Shut up,” I barked, and she jumped again, shrinking back in the chair.

“Are you going to be a good girl and listen?” I asked. Sniffling, she looked at me one last time, eyes begging me for mercy. Then, she nodded.

Jackpot.

“First off,” I said. “I want you to call me Daddy. At all times. Got it?”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good. And you’ll do whatever I say, for the rest of the semester. Starting right now.”

She sniffled as she nodded.

“And when your stepsister gets here, she’ll do the same,” I said. “If she refuses, you both get expelled. Got it?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she answered meekly.

“Whatever I say,” I reminded her. I towered over her, a good foot taller than her 5’2 frame. Her blue eyes were wide and watery. Just as I liked to see them. “You can do that, can’t you? You’re so clever, it shouldn’t be a problem, should it?”

“N-no, Daddy,” she murmured.

“Very good,” I said, gracing her with a smile. “Now, strip. Get my cock nice and hard.”

She acted like no one had ever seen her naked, or even said the word “cock” around her. Maybe no one ever had. Maybe she was the kind of stuck-up bitch that kept guys at bay with her snotty attitude. I watched her shoulders tremble as she brought her hands to her shirt and pulled it up over her head. Her round, perky tits jiggled in the cups of her bra, milky white and soft. She kept her eyes downcast as she undid her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She bent to take off the socks.

“Keep those on,” I said. “I like the way you look in them. Like my little schoolgirl slut.”

Her eyes darted up to meet mine for a second, and I saw the disgust and fear and shame in them. It got me hard immediately.

“You’re taking too long,” I said. “Get naked, Jackie. Now. I want to know what color your nipples are. I bet they’re delicious, pink and hard…”

Her lips quivered as she reached around and undid her bra. Sure enough, as her tits spilled free, her nipples showed themselves. Small and pink, they were hard in the cold office air. My mouth watered even as my cock jerked in response. Finally, she reached down to her panties and peeled them down, showing me the last bit of her body. She stood before me, 18 years old and naked from head to toe, shaking in shame and cold.

I was so hard, it was starting to hurt. But I wasn’t done having fun with her yet.

“Tell me, Jackie,” I said. “Have you ever been with a man before?”

A tear spilled down her cheek as she shook her head. She was a virgin. Beautiful. I couldn’t wait to turn her into a depraved slut, addicted to my cum.

“Has a man ever seen you naked?” I asked. She shook her head again, looking up at the ceiling. “Touched your breasts, your pussy?”

“No, Daddy,” she squeaked out. “Never.”

“What a shame,” I said. “How selfish of you, keeping such a hot, tight body locked up for so long. Do you at least touch yourself?”

“Touch myself? No,” she said, sniffling. “I don’t, Daddy.”

“I’ve got my work cut out for me then,” I said with a sigh. “Come here, Jackie. I’m going to introduce you to a whole new world of pleasure.”

She hesitated. I could almost see her mind turning. This was the point of no return. If she let me touch her, it was over. I could see her looking over her shoulder, at the door. Waiting for her sister, just as I was. I was growing very impatient to have them both here.

“Don’t make me punish you,” I barked. “Come here, Jackie. Sylvia won’t be able to help you when she comes. She’s in trouble too, remember?”

Jackie nodded and stepped forward, her cheeks bright red as she came within arm’s reach. Just at that moment, Sylvia chose to make her appearance. I was a little annoyed at being interrupted right as I was going to get my hands on Jackie’s perfect tits, but I did need Sylvia for my plan to really come true.

“Open the door for your sister,” I said. “Lock it behind her.”

Jackie was ecstatic to be away from me for even a second. She quickly opened the door and beckoned Sylvia in. Sylvia, shorter and slimmer, looked wide-eyed at her naked sister.

“Jackie! What is going on!” Sylvia looked at me, shock in her features. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch, where my cock was clearly visible.

I could already tell, this one wasn’t a virgin.

“Go ahead,” I said, smirking. “Tell her, Jackie.”

Jackie looked at me desperately before she turned back to her sister. Instead of saying it all out loud, she leaned in and whispered in Sylvia’s ear. I got to watch Sylvia’s face contort from fear to disbelief to shame to fear again. Finally, Jackie stepped back.

“That’s crazy!” Sylvia exclaimed. “I am not doing that!”

“Then you’ll both be expelled,” I said.

“Please,” Jackie begged. “You know what would happen if we were kicked out of school!”

“But…but…”

“Come on, Sylvia,” I said. “I can tell, this isn’t your first rodeo. Jackie come back here, now.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Jackie whimpered, coming back to stand before me. I turned her around, so that her back was against my chest. Reaching around, I finally got my hands on those delectably round breasts of hers. I spoke to Sylvia while kneading and squeezing Jackie’s tits, pinching her nipples, feeling her body slowly begin to heat up in response.

“Sylvia, I’m not going to tell you that you don’t have a choice, because you do. We always have a choice. But your choices are very limited. You can stand in front of me and strip, or you can walk out of this office and into the nearest fast food joint and ask for an application. You’re a bright girl. I know you’ll see the obvious benefits to doing things my way.”

“But…but…” Sylvia stammered, watching Jackie intently as I slowly brought her sister’s desire to life with my hands. I knew just how to tease her body so that she was confused about what she wanted and what she needed. I could feel her already beginning to wiggle in need.

“Do it now, Sylvia,” I said, and squeezed Jackie extra hard, pinching her nipples tighter than ever. Jackie yelped. “Or you’ll both be in big trouble.”

“Fine!” Sylvia sobbed, stomping her feet.

“Behave yourself,” I said coolly. “Jackie told you the rules, didn’t she? You’re to call me Daddy, at all times. And from now on, you do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Understand?”

Sylvia moaned and sniffled.

“Y-yes…D-daddy…”

“Good girl,” I said. “Now get over here, and get those stupid clothes off.”

I removed my hands from Jackie’s breasts, happy to hear her quiet murmur of disappointment.

“Get on your knees and suck my cock while I watch your sister strip,” I ordered. Jackie’s eyes widened, as though this was surprising. She really was very stupid and innocent. I put my hand on her head and pushed; at least she went down without a struggle. But once she was down there, she didn’t do anything. I sighed.

“Unzip me, take me out, and suck me,” I ordered. I looked up at Sylvia, who was still standing there with an equally stupid look on her face. “Come on, Sylvia. Show me something nice.”

Her shoulders shook as she began to unbutton her blouse. Just like her sister, she kept her eyes down the whole time. I felt Jackie undo my pants, and heard her gasp as my cock popped free. I’m the proud owner of an 8-incher, and I smiled at her reaction. I looked down, watching her face contort as she looked at me, all thick and veiny. I was already dripping pre-cum, ready for her to suck me down.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Start licking.”

“H-how, Daddy?” she asked, blinking up at me with total innocence. I glanced up at Sylvia, who was naked from the waist up. Her smaller, B-cup tits were still nice and perky and round, her nipples darker. Her body was much slimmer, too. She was watching, rapt, as her sister reached a hand around my cock and gripped it.

“Open your mouth, stick your tongue out, and lick,” I instructed. The warmth of Jackie’s palm wrapped around my cock was delicious, and I couldn’t wait to feel her tongue. “Lick it like an ice-cream cone. The most delicious you’ve ever had.”

She grimaced, looking dubiously at the head of my cock. Sylvia was naked now, standing unsurely in the center of the room. I beckoned her over, and she came, reluctantly. I kept my eyes on Jackie, watching her slowly stick her tongue out. She leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. I groaned in pleasure at the feeling of her soft tongue on my tip, my pre-cum sliding down her throat as she whimpered in protest. She started to lick me up and down, long strokes on my shaft.

It felt like heaven, especially when I grabbed Sylvia and pulled her up, forcing her onto her tiptoes. Her back arched and she yelped in surprise. I leaned down and wrapped my mouth around one perfect breast, flicking my tongue over her nipple. Her groan of pleasure only satisfied me further. Jackie was still licking me, covering me in her spit. But I was getting impatient, and reached down to grab the back of her head.

“Now open wide, and suck,” I said, thrusting my hips forward. I heard her muffled scream as I buried myself into her warm mouth, sucking Sylvia’s nipple between my lips and biting gently until she was writhing in my arms. I heard Jackie’s harsh breath, coming through her nostrils, as I thrust into her throat, shoving myself as deep as I could. Her hands clutched my thighs for balance.

My hand held her head in place as I raped her sweet little mouth, sucking her sister’s tits at the same time. Sylvia wrapped her arms around my neck for balance as I held her in an unnatural angle. I could have stayed there forever, fucking one sister’s mouth while I sucked the other’s tits, but I had an even better idea.

I took a handful of Jackie’s hair and yanked her mouth off my dick, hearing her gasp and choke on the unexpected air. Pushing Sylvia away, I yanked Jackie to her feet. She squealed, following me to the desk.

“Lay down,” I said, hoisting her up. “Sylvia, come here.”

Scared and obedient, Jackie lay across my desk, her head hanging off one end.

“Jackie, I’m going to need you to worship this cock for me,” I said. “Act like you can’t live without it. Understand?”

She sobbed as she nodded, her body flushed and shaking. Her nipples were still hard.

“Good,” I said. “Open up.”

Obediently, she opened her jaw. Her head hanging from the desk allowed me to sink deep in her throat without choking her. I held her cheeks, holding her in place as I slid between her lips. My balls churned at the delightful sensation of my head sucked into her velvety throat. Groaning, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation for a minute.

“Sylvia,” I said. “It’s not fair for your sister to do all this work with no reward. Get between her legs and lick her.”

“What?!” Sylvia exclaimed, staring at her spread-out sister. ‘That’s…no way!”

“Do it, or fail out of college,” I said, steadily pumping into Jackie’s throat as I spoke. Sylvia stared, mouth open. But then she realized I was serious, and slowly approached the desk.

“Knees up, Jackie,” I said. “Spread wide and enjoy.”

Before my eyes, I watched Sylvia climb naked onto the desk, her tight little breasts swinging. Slowly, nervously, she positioned herself between her sister’s legs and leaned down. Closing her eyes, she reached her tongue out and began to lick at Jackie’s slit. I immediately heard Jackie’s muffled moans, the vibrations tantalizing around my shaft. Her body shuddered in pleasure as Sylvia ate her out.

I reached out and grabbed Jackie’s generous breasts, kneading them as I fucked her mouth, her head hitting the table with each stroke. She was drooling all over me, making my cock nice and lubed up as it pierced down her throat. My balls smacked against her nose and eyes, her eyelashes tickling my sensitive flesh.

Sylvia’s delicious little ass lifted in the air as she ate her sister’s pussy, licking at her clit. Pinching Jackie’s nipples, I watched her hips jerk in response. I could see her chest heaving, feel her body heating up. She was enjoying her sister’s tongue. Almost as much as I was enjoying her throat.

“Go ahead and cum, Jackie,” I said, grabbing her head again. “Make me happy. Daddy wants to see you cum.”

Even as I spoke the words, I watched her body go still. And then it released, shaking, as she came, spilling into Sylvia’s tongue. The sight was so good that I couldn’t hold back. Groaning, I thrust deep into her throat and came, feeding her burst after burst of my thick cum. She was holding onto the desk for dear life as she dealt with the orgasm that rocked her body and the cum dripping down her throat at the same time. Sylvia gasped, coming up for air, her lips wet from her sister’s pleasure.

I pulled from Jackie’s throat. She gasped for air, lifting her head from the desk. My cum coated her lips, dripped down her chin. Sylvia looked at her sister with such shame and regret that I almost felt bad for them. Almost.

“Come on up here, Sylvia,” I said, my hands on Jackie’s shoulders, holding her still. “I’ve got a lot left in mind for you two, but I need some inspiration to get hard again. Why don’t you kiss Jackie clean? She’s a little messy, as you can see.”

Sylvia shook her head, eyes wide. I gave her a very serious look.

“You are very disobedient,” I said. “Maybe you don’t deserve to be in college, after all.”

“No,” she gasped. “I’ll do it.”

Jackie moaned, recovering from her climax, the realization that her sister was the one to make her cum dawning on her. As Sylvia crawled forward, Jackie tried to back up, but I held her firm.

“Let your sister clean you up,” I whispered in her ear. Sylvia crawled over Jackie’s body, their nude flesh pressing together. Slowly, their lips met, and I leaned back to watch. Sylvia moaned as she worked her tongue around Jackie’s lips, cleaning the cum from them. Slowly, Jackie began to fall backward under the pressure of Sylvia’s body, and the two girls writhed together, pressing their cunts and breasts together as they kissed.

“Beautiful,” I said, watching, my dick in my hand.  “Now Jackie, why don’t you return the favor? Sylvia, go ahead and get yours. I want you to kneel on your sister’s face and cum on her tongue.”

The girls both looked at me.

“Please,” Jackie moaned. “Don’t make us do that…Daddy.”

“Then you fail,” I said, reminding them of our agreement. “And all this will have been for nothing.”

Sylvia looked down at Jackie.

“It’s okay,” she said. ‘We can do this.”

Jackie nodded. I watched them get into position, Sylvia slowly lowering herself down onto Jackie’s waiting tongue. Her moan of pleasure filled the room as her body reacted to the stimulation. She couldn’t deny the pleasure as her sister returned the favor, licking her pussy up and down. Sylvia surprised me by grabbing her breasts, teasing her own nipples while she rode Jackie’s face.

My cock was coming back to life as I watched the sisters writhe together. Jackie reached up and held onto Sylvia’s ass cheeks as she slurped and sucked her clit.

“Oh, Jackie,” Sylvia moaned. “Fuck…”

I approached the desk, standing near Jackie’s feet so I could see the action from a new angle. Jackie’s pussy dripped, and I couldn’t help but reach for it, feeling her jump and hearing her squeal as I plunged my fingers into her tight, virgin pussy. Pumping my way up her tightness, I felt her hymen; she was telling the truth about being  a virgin. I grinned,  pulling my fingers out and rubbing them over her hard little clit. Sylvia was pumping her hips now, rubbing herself against Jackie’s face while she panted in pleasure.

“That’s right, Sylvia,” I said. “Cum on your sister’s tongue.”

“Oh, fuck,” Sylvia groaned, thrusting down, engulfing Jackie with her dripping pussy. I watched her perfect little ass shaking as she came, humping Jackie’s tongue throughout the climax.

My cock was perfectly hard again, the sight of the girls moaning and writhing doing the trick. I couldn’t wait to plunge into Jackie’s fresh, virgin pussy. As Sylvia lifted off her sister’s mouth and turned to look at me, I saw her eyes dull and lidded with pleasure.

Jackie panted, my fingers still swirling around her clit, making her hips roll on the desk. I grabbed her by the waist and yanked. Her squeal turned into a groan as I spread her thighs wide, pressing the head of my cock to her tight entrance.

“Sylvia, get down here,” I barked. “I’m about to take your sister’s virginity, and I want you to worship my balls while I do it.”

Silently, Sylvia obeyed, giving her sister a look of support as she climbed down and kneeled between my legs. Jackie whimpered as I pressed forward into her. She was so tight that even all her wetness didn’t make it easier to push my thick cock inside her. Groaning, I split her wide, watching her writhe in pain. Finally, I felt myself nestled against her hymen. At that moment, I felt Sylvia begin to lick and suck at my balls, the sensation amazing.

“Please,” Jackie whimpered. “Go slow?”

“Why should I do that?” I grunted, smiling. “That’s no fun!”

Grabbing her hips, I reared my hips back and slammed forward, piercing her barrier in one stroke. She screamed as I took her innocence, her slit pulsing around me. It was heavenly, hot and wet and so tight it threatened to cut off my circulation. I started to fuck her slowly, savoring the feeling of Sylvia’s tongue lapping and sucking on my balls as I did.

Reaching forward, I grabbed Jackie’s tits and held them tight as I worked her faster, taking pleasure in the pain on her face as it turned to pleasure. Soon, her mouth was open, soft cries escaping her throat, her eyes meeting mine. Confusion knit her brows together as she began to enjoy my cock inside her.

She even began to work her hips against me. Sylvia’s mouth struggled to keep up as my balls swayed faster and faster. I was struck with a brilliant idea, and pulled out of Jackie, relishing her disappointment as I denied her my cock.

“Sylvia, get up on the desk again. I want you to lick your sister’s clit while I fuck her. Let’s make her first time special.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Sylvia whimpered, rising to the desk again. This time, though, I flipped Jackie onto her stomach. Sylvia slid underneath her, lining her mouth up with Jackie’s clit as I sunk back into her. I could feel Sylvia’s tongue lapping with each stroke of my cock deep into Jackie’s cunt. And the sight of Jackie’s bouncy ass cheeks was beautiful; I grabbed them squeezing tight as I buried myself over and over in her wet center.

“Does it feel good, Jackie? Does Daddy’s cock feel good in you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, bucking as Sylvia licked her clit and I fucked her pussy. “It feels good.”

“Are you gonna cum for Daddy?” I fucked her harder, slamming into her. “Daddy wants to watch you cum.”

She began to shake. I reached for her hair and grabbed, forcing her back to arch and her head to roll back.

“Yes! Yes, Daddy! I’m gonna…I’m  c-c-umminggg….”

I slammed into her as she began to convulse, shaking and spilling her sweet juices all over my shaft. They dripped into Sylvia’s mouth, Jackie grinding down on her sister’s tongue as her pussy clenched around my cock. I almost came right then and there, watching her go crazy on my prick. But I wasn’t done yet. I still wanted to feel sweet Sylvia’s cunt. I pulled out of Jackie, watching her collapse onto her sister’s body.

“Girls, get up,” I said. They both looked at me with confusion and lust, clearly past the point of shame or embarrassment. They climbed from the desk as I stroked my cock, watching them. I sat down on the couch in my office and beckoned them close.

“Jackie, get on your knees,” I said. “It’s your turn for a little ball worship.”

“What do you want me to do, Daddy?” Sylvia asked. God, I’d really broken her. Smiling, I patted my lap.

“Come ride Daddy’s cock,” I said. The girls got into position, Jackie kneeling down underneath us as Sylvia positioned herself over my dick. Sliding down, I could tell she wasn’t very experienced, though I wished she was a virgin. Still, she was tight and hot as she impaled herself on my dick. She met my eyes, lusty and wanton.

“Mmm,” she moaned. Jackie licked my balls, sucking them into her mouth, as I began to thrust upward. “Feels good…”

I grabbed Sylvia’s hips and started to move her up and down on my shaft. Her tits bounced, her thighs working to move her up and down in time with my thrusts.

“That’s it,” I said. “Ride Daddy’s cock. Daddy’s gonna cum in you.”

“Oh, yes,” Sylvia moaned. “I want you to fill me up, Daddy.”

I groaned, leaning back and watching her tight body bounce on my cock. Her cheeks were getting red, her breath labored. Jackie drooled over my balls, worshipping them with her tongue. These two innocent coeds were full-on sluts. They would do anything for Daddy. It was perfect. I watched Sylvia ride me faster and faster, her eyes widening as her climax approached.

“I wanna cum for you,” she panted. “Please, Daddy, let’s cum together…”

“Yeah, baby,” I said, grabbing her again and slamming her down on my cock. She screamed as I fucked her all the way to her womb. “Take it. Take it, my pretty little slut.”

“Yesss!” She screamed. Her hips bucked. Jackie sucked my balls into her mouth as they churned, and I exploded inside Sylvia, pumping my cum into her unprotected womb. She groaned, holding onto my shoulders as she came, milking my cock dry with her spasms. Jackie’s tongue travelled upward, lapping the cum that spilled from her sister’s cunt.

“Hungry, are you?” I grit out as I pumped the last of my seed into Sylvia. I tossed her to the side, breathing heavy. She landed with her legs spread on the couch. “Eat up, you little slut.”

Jackie moaned, sliding between Sylvia’s legs, lapping up the cum that leaked from her pussy. I’d cum twice, but if they kept that up I’d cum again soon enough. Just watching them go from innocent teenagers to depraved sluts was the sexiest thing ever. Sylvia was still shaking, and she grabbed Jackie’s hair, pulling her tight to her dripping pussy, hips bucking.

“Good girls,” I said. “You’re going to make perfect little sluts.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Sylvia moaned. Jackie came up for air, slithering up her sister’s body to share my cum with her in a deep kiss.

“I had no idea sex was this fun,” Jackie moaned as she broke away, the girls grinding against each other. “Can we do this again, Daddy? I want to do this again!”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re my little cum sluts now.”

“Mmm,” Sylvia hummed. “Do you have more cum for us now, Daddy?”

I chuckled.

“Not now,” I said. “Maybe later. In the mean time, why don’t you please each other, since you so clearly want to.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Jackie sighed, kissing her sister again. “Sylvia tastes so good, all full of your cum…”

The girls got themselves into a 69 position on my couch. Sighing, I went to my desk. I had work to do. The sounds of them cumming again and again was distracting, but it was a pleasant distraction. And after an hour or so, I was ready to give my girls another healthy helping of cum.

Still, they begged for more. I wondered how I would keep these two sluts sated all year long. I had some friends on staff who might be interested in lending a hand.

I could tell, this was going to be a very good semester.


Bonus Story: Paid to Obey

At 4:30 PM on Friday, I was in position, kneeling at his door, my knees against the hardwood floor. My uniform – if you could call it that – rode up behind me. The tiny French maid’s uniform hid nothing of my C-cup tits or my round, 18-year-old ass. The clock in the kitchen ticked. I waited, entirely still. I knew He had the cameras watching me – if He reviewed the footage later and saw me fidgeting, it would be a harder weekend than usual.

I’d worked for Master ever since I turned 18 and needed to fund my college education. I responded to the ad for a personal assistant. The salary was much higher than any weekend job could deserve, and I soon found out why.

The lock turned, then the doorknob. My heartrate sped up. I had no idea what kind of mood He would be in. What kind of weekend I was in for. I kept my eyes down on the floor as he entered; so all I could see was his black leather shoes. He closed the door, and I leaned down to the floor, raising my ass into the air for him to admire.

“I’m so glad you’re home, Master,” I lied, my stomach twisting in disgust as I began to lick His shoes. He stood patiently, watching me work, washing His shoes clean with my tongue. I noticed a spot of dirt on the left shoe and worked my tongue over it, careful not to cringe at the taste. I heard the familiar clink of a buckle, and the slick roll of a zipper going down.

But I wasn’t done with my first duty of the weekend; not until I’d bathed every inch of His Italian leather loafers. My blonde hair was tied up in a high ponytail, for him to grab whenever he decided he was ready for more. But it was the kick to my chin that really told me I was done cleaning his shoes. The pain racketed up my jaw, and a second later he had my ponytail in his hand and was wrenching my face up to his erect cock.

Long and thick, a bead of milky pre-cum dripped from the tip. I looked up at Him. His gray hair was parted to the side, the color matching his beard. His dark eyes stared down at me impassively. He liked for me to look at him. He liked to watch the tears run down my cheeks, smearing my make-up. I opened my mouth, tongue out, and began to lap at his cock. I kept my hands tightly behind my back, knowing what a sin it was to use them when I was sucking his cock. The taste was musky as I licked and suckled the head.

He snapped his fingers, and I dropped my mouth to his balls. They were large and hairy, but I sucked them into my mouth obediently, his cock rubbing against my face as I lathed his balls with my tongue and lips. I licked at the crease of his thigh, nuzzled my tongue against the skin beneath his sack, darted my tongue around the hairy base of his shaft. When he snapped his fingers again, I brought my mouth back to his cock.

Saliva began to dribble down my chin as I took him deeper and deeper into my mouth. He grabbed my ponytail once more, signaling that he was going to take charge. Despite myself, I felt my nipples hardening, my pussy dripping. He grunted as he thrust his hips against me and jammed his cock into my throat, triggering my gag reflex.

I felt like I was choking, and the tears began to spill from my eyes, but I kept looking up at him, knowing it would be over sooner if I just went with it. I let him thrust against my face, my nose buried in his pubes, my throat clenching desperately around the head of his cock as my body struggled to take in enough air.

I gurgled, spit running down my chin and onto the shelf of my breasts, as he dropped his other hand to the back of my head, now pinning me tightly against him as his cock ravaged my throat. His cock throbbed, then swelled, and he began to burst into my mouth. I knew better than to writhe against his grip; instead, I desperately swallowed, over and over, trying to get every drop.

Even so, he must have had a whole week’s worth of cum stored up, because his cum spilled into my cheeks and dribbled from my mouth, too much for me to take in all at once. I felt him spit on the top of my head as his cock jerked one last time, the last of his seed sliding down my raw and painful throat. Only then did he release me, pulling away violently. But he still had one hand on my ponytail, and he used it to rip me to my feet.

“Get me a drink,” he barked, releasing me with a push that had me stumbling in my stripper heels.

“Yes, Master,” I said, hurrying to the bar. “Thank you for letting me serve you, Master.”

I fixed the drink quickly, the taste of his cum still in my throat. Bringing it to him, I bowed my head and dropped to my knees again, careful not to spill a drop. Spilling would lead to spanking. He grabbed the tumbler from my hand and walked past me.

“Come, pet,” he said. “I want to put my feet up.”

There was no use getting to my feet; I crawled behind him until he lowered himself into the leather armchair in his study. Then I got into position, so that he could use me as a footstool. My back ached and dipped under the weight of his legs, but I was used to it by then. He knew my limits, too, and he wouldn’t force me to support him for too long. He sighed.

“Rough day,” he said.

“I’m so sorry, Master,” I said. “I hope I can make it better.”

He grunted.

“My stepson is coming to town,” he said. His son? I didn’t know he had a son…that was weird. I lived with him during the weekend. Would his son stay in the house, too? Apparently, he didn’t feel like answering that question, because he was silent for some time before speaking again.

“What have you made for dinner?”

“Shephard’s Pie, Master,” I said.

I could hear the sneer in his voice.

“You made that last month.”

“I’m sorry, Master, I thought you liked it…”

“I did. But you’re supposed to excite me, not bore me.”

He lifted one leg from my back, but it wasn’t relief that I felt. He used the foot to kick me gently in the stomach – hard enough to hurt, but not hard enough to make me collapse. Then he put the foot back and sighed.

“It’ll have to do,” he said. I heard ice clinking in his glass. My arms were beginning to shake, my knees already aching, thighs trembling. “Have you done what I told you? This week?”

I cringed, grateful he couldn’t see.

“Yes, Master,” I said.

The videos of me masturbating in my bedroom were on my phone. He wanted me to save them; one for every night that I was away. I was to e-mail them on Sunday, after I went home. The videos were embarrassing; he had me do things that put me at risk of being found out. I still lived with my parents, and how would I explain it if they found me in the shower, piss running down my legs while I fingered myself, my nipples red and chained together by clamps? Or straddling one of our pool cues from the game room, rubbing it against my clit in front of my webcam?

“Good,” he said. “Now, I’m hungry.”

Finally, he let me stand up, my body aching from supporting his weight. As always, I avoided eye contact as I rushed to the kitchen to get dinner. He only liked me to look him in the eye when he was fucking me.
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The table was already set, and I brought out his meal on one of his silver platters. He looked at it with mild contempt, then nodded. That was the sign that I should eat, too. I dropped to my hands and knees again and crawled to my bowl. The room was set up so that he could watch me eat from my bowl while he enjoyed his dinner on the fine china.

He might have been bored by my choice of Shephard’s Pie, but it was much better than the plain oatmeal that I was allowed. I ate like a dog, licking the bowl clean, desperate for sustenance – I only got one meal a day on the weekends, if you didn’t count all the cum I swallowed.

We ate in silence. I finished first, having so little to eat, and dropped to my waiting position, on my knees under the table. Sometimes, he dropped scraps of food under there, knowing that I would take advantage of any opportunity to eat.              

That night, I got nothing. When I heard his chair scrape and saw him rise to his feet, I knew it was time to clean up. Wordlessly, without waiting for him to demand it, I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher. He watched, as he always did, enjoying the sight of my teenage ass in the tiny skirt, bending over in the seven-inch-heels, my tits nearly falling out with each step I took.

“Good girl,” he said when I was finished. “Come.”

The routine was always the same, and this night was no different. He led me to the media room, settled himself on the couch, and snapped for me to kneel at his feet. He clicked on the TV, and immediately the room was full of the sound of moaning and grunting. He had a new video every week. This time, we were watching a gangbang. Five men surrounded a tiny Asian girl, forcing her to suck their cocks, slapping her in the face with their erect dicks, pummeling her body three at a time.

I didn’t want to be turned on, but I was.

It was hard not to be, with so much sex filling the screen, and the sounds reverberating in my ear. Again and again, the girl would take a load of cum on her face or tits or in her mouth, and a new man would appear to keep up the gangbang. There was an implication that she wasn’t enjoying herself, and may not have consented to it at all. That made it hotter. Because then she was like me: a sex slave.

Master stroked my hair throughout the video, and I knew he would be hard again, and ready to fuck as soon as it was over. My pussy dripped, my mind unwilling but my body needy. He did have a huge cock, after all, and he always managed to make me cum, even though I found his age and his abuse abhorrent. How could I enjoy being treated like a dog, a slut, a useless toy?

I don’t know – but I know that I did enjoy it, even if I didn’t want to. His petting of my hair got harder, and the video seemed to be coming to its climax. The girl was in the middle of a ring of cocks, and one by one they covered her in cum, coating her hair, covering her nose, her eyes.

Master’s petting turned harsh. His hand slowly closed over my ponytail. My stomach knotted, my wet pussy betraying me with a tingle. Slowly but sternly, he pulled me up onto the couch. A glance down showed me that he was hard as could be. He turned, grabbing me by the throat and forcing me onto my knees, bending me over the arm of the couch.

Getting himself into position, He grabbed my top and pulled it down, revealing my bouncy tits. Grabbing them, he kneaded my flesh, pinching my nipples, making me squirm. His cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between my wet lips.

“That’s my little pet,” he growled. “Nice and wet for Master. You love it, don’t you?”

My throat clenched as I spoke the words I hated so much.

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I love being touched by you. My pussy is so wet, Master, please fuck me?”

He slapped my ass once, hard.

“Is that all you got?”

His hands returned to my tits, clutching them harder, squeezing them between his fingers and yanking at my nipples.

“Please, Master,” I whimpered. “I need your cock inside my dirty cunt, I’m so wet, I need you, please...”

“What are you?” He demanded, his cock inching towards my hole, spreading my lips wide.

“I’m your slut, Master,” I panted, my hips tight and desperate to push back and feel him fill me up. The video was starting over from the beginning, the girl moaning and writhing and gasping. “I’m your perfect little pet, I’m here to serve you, please let me serve you, Master…”

With a groan, he entered me, and my whole body clenched. His cock was so huge, every time he thrust inside me it was like I was being split open for the first time. My juices spilled around his shaft and down my thighs, wanton evidence of my lust.

“Fuck yeah,” he growled. “That’s all you are. Just a dirty little slut. Worthless…”

His words had my teeth grinding together, but my body was loving every inch of his cock as he thrust it into me, stroke after stroke lighting my fire and stoking it higher and hotter.

“…stupid, mindless…”

I moaned, whimpering my pleasure as he tortured my tits and filled my pussy, pressing all the way to my womb. He forced me to get on the pill so he could fuck me bareback and cum inside me whenever he wanted, and now as he fucked me harder and faster, I knew he’d be filling me again soon. Just the thought of his cum splashing against my pussy walls made me sick, but when he pinched my nipples again I cried out in pleasure, back arching.

“…little slave. And you love it. Your filthy little cunt is dripping for me. You love giving your body to your Master, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir! Yes!”

I didn’t even think about what I was saying, because he reached down and thumbed my clit, slamming into me at the same time. My whole body shuddered as I came in a flood, spilling over his cock and clenching down on his shaft. He grunted, fucking me like an animal, pistoning into my spasming pussy until he finally came, too.

He unloaded his balls into my teenage pussy while I came, my slit milking him dry. He grabbed my ponytail and forced me up, my back against his chest, giving my tits one last good squeeze before he released the last of his cum into my womb. Immediately, he pulled out, and brought one hand between my legs. He pushed into my slit and pulled out a fingerful of cum.

“Dessert,” he said, a sardonic tone in his voice, forcing his finger between my lips so I could suck the cum off it. “Hungry, aren’t you?”

He did it again, and again, feeding me the cum he just spilled into my pussy, mixed with my own shameful pleasure, until he grew bored and pushed me away. I collapsed on the couch, shame and satisfaction mixing into an awful sensation in my gut.

“You’re lucky to have a Master like me,” he sneered, looking down at me. “Some Masters might not let you cum at all.”

“Thank you,  Master,” I sighed, crawling to my knees again, positioning myself at his feet. “What can I do for you, Master? To show how grateful I am?”

“Go lick the toilet bowl clean,” he grinned. I shuddered, but I knew he wasn’t joking. I left him in the media room, crawling towards the bathroom to obey his orders.
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I woke up curled and sore at the foot of his bed, as always. I was allowed a small blanket at night, so I had to curl up like a cat in order to keep warm. What woke me up wasn’t the cold or my stiff limbs; it was his hands, moving my sleeping body into a familiar position.

I was awake instantly.

He had me on my knees, and grabbed my cheeks, spreading them apart.

“Good morning, Master,” I sighed, preparing myself for what came next.

“I’ll show you a good morning,” he grumbled. He spat down onto my rosebud, and nestled the head of his cock against my ass. He had me trained well, and I relaxed every muscle in my body, going limp and letting him use me as the fuck toy I was. Groaning, his cock split my ass wide, his shaft slowly inching into my tight rosebud.

“Do you like it, pet?” he grunted, beginning to thrust in and out, slowly, torturously slowly. The pain began to fade away as another sensation took its place. A sensation I dreaded even more than I dreaded the pleasure of his cock filling my pussy.

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, biting the sheets as pleasure bloomed in my sex. The slow pleasure of his cock filling my ass, pressing my clit against the bed, filled my tired body. “Yes, Master. Please fuck my ass harder.”

He chuckled, grabbing my ass cheeks in both hands. He thrust harder, going deeper and faster with each stroke.

“Go ahead and touch yourself, you stupid slut,” he barked, knowing how badly I wanted to. My hand flew between my legs and I found my clit, relief flooding me as I provided the friction that would take me over the edge. His thick cock pummeled my ass, and I fingered my clit, the pressure in my stomach building and building.

This time, he was impatient; he moaned, sliding his cock deep into my ass and pulsing. Thick, hot ropes of cum filled me with heat, and the sensation drove me over the edge. My asshole clenched, my muscles tightening, toes curling as I came. He thrust again and again, determined to spill every drop of cum in his balls into my tight teenage asshole.

When he finally pulled out, he grabbed my hair and forced me to lick him clean. My rosebud leaked, my body stung with shame, and my limbs ached from the way I slept. When he was finally satisfied, he tossed me aside, getting up with a grumble.

“My stepson will be here soon,” he said. “Make yourself presentable. You look like a dirty whore. No one would touch you. Go clean yourself up, and put on the spare uniform.”

“Master?” I asked, alarmed. So I was going to meet the stepson. But in what capacity? If I was wearing my uniform, I’d be basically naked…

“What?” He snapped. “Did you not understand? I own you, and you do what I say, right?”

“Yes, Master,” I whimpered.

“Then get cleaned up and put on the spare uniform. I want you looking your best when he arrives.”

With that, he left the room, off to perform his morning routine. I felt cold and scared. Master was the only one who’d touched me…so far.

Was I going to have to serve his stepson now, too? What would he be like? Even worse than Master?

But what choice did I have? The contract was clear. I was his property. I could always walk away, but I’d lose everything I’d worked for – money-wise, I mean. Sighing, I gathered myself together and headed for the bathroom. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad…
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All cleaned up and changed, I wandered out of the bathroom, seeking Master. To my surprise, all I found was a note from him, saying that he had to go out for an emergency at work, but that his stepson had a key and I should be waiting to receive him. I had to guess that he meant I should be in my normal position, waiting at the door, so that’s what I did.

An hour later, the lock finally turned. My body experienced a flush at relief, since it meant I no longer had to kneel in total stillness at the door. But I was also terrified. When the door swung open, I realized I had every reason to be terrified.

Master’s stepson didn’t look anything like him – obviously. For one thing, he was huge. Like, tall and also pretty chunky. Maybe it was muscle, but it looked like fat from my vantage point. He dropped his suitcase to the floor, closing the door behind him.

“Welcome,” I said carefully, testing the waters. He had short blonde hair and green eyes. He grinned.

“So you’re the pet my father told me about,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, shrinking under his eyes, which were devouring my body

“Well, fuck,” he said, already unzipping himself. “Just looking at you has got me horny. Lay down.”

On the floor? Even Master usually waited to fuck me on something soft. But I wasn’t there to complain, so I positioned myself on the hardwood floor and waited for him to lay on top of me. But he didn’t. Instead, he dropped to his knees, straddling my stomach. He grabbed my top and pulled it down, revealing my bouncy, creamy young tits.

He looked ready to drool as he grabbed them and began to play with my flesh, pinching my nipples and kneading me hard. My heart picked up speed, arousal taking over despite my disgust. He was groaning and thrusting against my stomach; his cock felt smaller than Master’s, but I couldn’t really see.

“Need to get this shit wet before I fuck your tits,” he growled, and promptly moved up my body, now straddling my face at an angle that forced his cock directly into my mouth. He held my head in his hands, kind of half-kneeling over me as he started to thrust. My saliva started flowing, my spit lubing his shaft as he jammed himself into my throat, triggering my gag reflex.

 I’ve always thought I was alright at sucking cock, but he apparently didn’t want that, because as soon as he was wet enough, he pulled away and shifted again. Now, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. It smelled pretty terrible down there, but I wanted it to be over, so I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Fuck, these tits are nice.”

He pinched my nipples while he fucked my tits, and as his thrusts sped up I was having trouble focusing on his balls. My tongue went everywhere, even between his ass cheeks, until I heard him panting and grunting.

“Shit, gonna cum,” he groaned, and abruptly rose up, jerking himself as he repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. This brought his cock right under my chin.

“Lick the tip,” he barked, grabbing my hair until my mouth was level with the head of his cock as it moved between my tops. I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across his cock whenever I could. I heard a wheezing moan, he held my head in place and exploded over my face. His cum spread across my lips, went up my nose, coated my eyes. Hot and thick and sticky, it dripped from my face onto my neck and tits while he watched, satisfied with himself. Finally, he released me, and stood up, pulling his pants on again.

“That was alright,” he said. “Clean yourself up.”

I started to stand, but he laughed and put a foot on my chest to hold me down.

“You don’t need to stand up to eat cum, do you?”

Oh. That’s what he meant. Disgusted and frustrated by my body’s response to this treatment, I began to wipe my face clean and suck the cum from my fingers, until I had swallowed most of the thick, salty seed. Finally, he let me stand up.

“Show me my room, slut,” he said, pushing at my back to watch me teeter on my heels. I had to assume he was staying in the house’s guest room, so I silently led him in that direction, trying to salvage my top at the same time.

“Here you are, Sir,” I grit out, opening the door for him.

“Good,” he said, throwing his suitcase on the bed. “I’m tired as shit. And I definitely wanna fuck you again. I’m gonna take a nap.”

He slammed the door in my face. With nothing else to do, I went back to the door to wait for Master, still reeking of his stepson’s cum.
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Master didn’t stop to speak to me when he got home, but walked right passed me.

“Jeremy?” He called – that must be his stepson’s name.

There was a sound of commotion behind the guest room door as Jeremy got up from his nap – he’d been sleeping for two hours. Master liked me to follow him if he didn’t give me any other instructions, so I got onto all fours and crawled until I knelt as his feet once more. The guest room door opened.

“Hey, pop,” Jeremy said. The men shook hands, exchanging pleasantries. They didn’t talk about me at all. When Master suggested they retire to the living room for a drink, he snapped his fingers for me to follow. And once they were seated, I was responsible for getting the drinks. When they were both served, I knelt once more at Master’s feet.

“She’s nice,” Jeremy finally said. Master reached down to pet my head

“She’s alright,” he said. “I’ve had better. Her tits are good, but her ass could be nicer. And she gets sloppy wet – not tight enough.”

“She was a good titfuck earlier,” Jeremy said. “Too bad about her cunt.”

“You wanna see what I mean?” Master asked. Jeremy shrugged, putting his glass down on the side table. “Come on then.”

Master snapped his fingers and rose. I followed him, and Jeremy, on all fours. We went to the dining room, where Master promptly dragged me to my feet by my hair, and then positioned me on the table. I knew what came next, and dreaded it. He produced the robes from the drawer in the armoire and tied both my wrists and ankles to the legs of the table, so that I was spread wide with my ass at one end and my head hanging off the other. Jeremy laughed, slapping my tits as he walked around, studying me. He stopped at my pussy.

“Looks dry to me, pop,” he said, and promptly thrust two fingers into my open slit to prove his point. I bit my tongue to keep from screaming at the rough entrance. He wiggled his fingers inside me, and to my horror I began to respond. “Alright, now we’re talking.”

“She loves sucking cock,” Master said, positioning himself at my head. “Just wait. She’ll be dripping wet in no time. Right, slave?”

“Yes, Master,” I whined. He unzipped himself and thrust his cock against my lips. I hoped Jeremy would stick to his fingers. I’d never been fucked by two men at once, and I didn’t want to start. But just as Master predicted, as I started to lick and suck the tip of his cock, my traitorous body grew aroused. My nipples hardened, my clit throbbed, and my pussy began to drip.

Jeremy’s fingers, still lodged in my slit, moved easier inside me. Meanwhile, Master was taking his time with my mouth, sliding his cock sideways between my lips so I could lick the whole shaft. He lifted his cock so I could suck the flesh of his balls. Jeremy fucked my pussy with his fingers, causing my arousal to triple. Soon, I was squirming and moaning in need as the two men had their way with me.

“You’re right,” Jeremy said, pulling his fingers out. ‘She does get wet. But too wet?”

“Go ahead and fuck her,” Master said, to my alarm. “You’ll see.”

“If you say so, Dad,” Jeremy replied, a grin in his voice. Master grabbed my hair, hanging down in its ponytail, until I spread my jaw wide.

“She’s gonna cum so hard,” Master chuckled. “Fucked by two men at once. And her Master’s son, no less.”

Just as Master shoved himself into my mouth, Jeremy slid his cock into my drenched pussy, and I moaned. The vibration rolled down Master’s shaft; he reached for my tits, holding onto them like handlebars as he raped my throat, fucking it raw while his son steadily pumped into my cunt.

“Yeah, I guess she could be tighter,” Jeremy wheezed. “But this ain’t too bad.”

“Like I said, I’ve had better,” Master grunted, pinching my nipples. “And I always make sure she knows it. You’re a B-grade whore, my pet. Don’t forget how lucky you are I put up with you.”

He was throat-fucking me hard, and his son was slamming into my womb even harder. My body, pinned between them, was building heat and tension. I was going to cum, and it was awful. I didn’t want to cum while Master and his son fucked me, bound as I was to the table. But when Jeremy groaned, burying his dick in my pussy and releasing his seed, I couldn’t hold back.

My eyes rolled back in my head, my hips bucked as much as they could given my position. My pussy clenched and squeezed his dick, making him cum even harder. And Master pulled out, jerking himself over my face while I sucked his balls, until he exploded over my tits. Father and son both used my body as their cum dumpster, pumping and pumping until they were empty. And when they were done, and Master untied me, I was expected to clean myself up – in the usual way.

My stomach grumbled with hunger, as I still hadn’t eaten since the night before, but two loads of cum made for a paltry snack. They watched, joking around, as I debased myself before them, sucking Master’s cum from the top of my tits while digging my fingers into my cunt to collect Jeremy’s seed. Finally, they pulled me down and Master led me to my cage. When I was especially bad, or Master was bored with me, he locked me in the cage, like a dog. Leaving me there in the dark, I didn’t see them again until dinner.

The whole rest of the weekend was just like that. Jeremy fucking my mouth while Master made me ride his cock with my ass. Jeremy cumming in my ass right after his father, until I felt like I would explode from the pressure of cum inside me. They came on my face, my tits, inside my pussy. I cleaned their cocks with my tongue, eating their cum from my own holes, sucking and licking their balls until they were bored with me.

When Sunday night finally came around, and Jeremy had said his final goodbye – which included a generous load of cum spread across my face – I was a starving, bloated, sex-crazed mess. That was the worst part. Through it all, I just kept cumming. Over and over again; the worse they treated me, the harder my body bucked and spasmed.

At 9pm, my shift was almost over. Soon, I would be allowed to crawl out the door and drive home. But not before Master delivered the final humiliation. One by one, he dropped my money on the ground while I kneeled before him, thanking him for each twenty dollar bill, catching them in my mouth and stuffing them into my cleavage. A thousand dollars, all told. I was still only halfway to my college fund goal. As soon as I had enough money, I was going to quit.

Except, by then, I wasn’t sure I’d want to quit.

Because even after such an exhausting, humiliating, and torturous weekend, I felt a little bit more sad to leave Master than I had the weekend before. When he reached down to pet my head, I leaned into his palm, nuzzling him. I would miss him, just a little bit.

After all, he was my Master. Doesn’t every pet miss their Master when they’re gone?
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