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This hot discount bundle features three amazing tales of sex so wild and crazy, it can only happen in a Nadia Nightside tale! Cavemen, cowboys, and gleefully submissive maids all get a turn with the most amazing sex of their lives!
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HEIR SALON


Smart, beautiful activist Betty moves to Passion Heights, where all the women are fertile babes and all the men are alpha studs. It's too good—and too erotic—to be true; but in her investigation, she finds her body and mind becoming a mirror of the bimbo beauties of the town, all totally servile to their Husbands.
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OWNED BY STUDS: THE
 Bundle


Four tales of hot women giving up their lives and wills over to the care of their new supreme power—magnificent masculine muscular male member. They'll do anything at all for their new owners, and don't care if unprotected sex is the norm.

[image: ]



LUST FEVER


Two opposites—a corporate lady climbing the ladder, and an alpha male handyman—are stuck in a room for an experiment. But when the experiment starts, and all their desires are turned up to eleven, all their differences stop mattering, and they can't stop their heated rutting. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.
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“YOU
 can’t
 fail me, Mr. Sanders!”

We sat across from each other in the professor’s corner office in the Science building. The place was full of shelves, books, scattered papers, chalkboard-diagrams—pretty much what you would expect from a physics professor.

He furrowed his wrinkled brow. “It’s Doctor
 Sanders, Miss
 Sweet.”

I sighed. I wished he would just call me Krystal, like everyone else.

He continued. “And I most certainly can fail you. I am your professor. Failing students who do not show up to class or turn in work is what professors do.”

I struggled not to roll my gorgeous brown eyes. Dr. Sanders was known around campus for running a tight ship when it came to his class, and I had to admit that the reputation was well-earned. If nothing else, he was one tough nut to crack.

I wished, suddenly, that I had figured out how hard he was going to be at the beginning of the year.

He was an older gentleman—very much a gentleman in the old style of the word, always wearing impeccably tailored suits and keeping his healthy expanse of peppery beard hair very well-groomed.

“Don’t they also help students succeed?” I asked hopefully.

“They do!” He smiled.

My hopes rose just slightly. I leaned forward, letting my breasts really swell forward in my tight top—my 36D cleavage right out in the open for him to enjoy. “And doesn’t that include me?”

“Do you remember what I said about students who turn in work and show up to class? The whole ‘helping’ bit mostly applies to them.”

He was sarcastic, if nothing else. He didn't even bat an eye at my cleavage, which usually had men drooling and almost near to jacking off right in front of me. That was something I liked—holding that kind of hot power over men. Men seemed to like it too—they loved a sexy babe who knew that what she was really supposed to be about was showing off and looking hot.

Dr. Sanders did not seem to be such a man, unfortunately.

The whole problem I have with Dr. Sanders and his class is that I hate science. I hate hate hate it. I’ve never liked it, never used it, don’t care about, and in fact I hope it gets buried in some cosmic trash pile with the rest of the junk when the universe finally ups and ends. Chemistry, biology, phrenology, tautology, entymology, and especially
 physics.

Even now, after my whole crazy episode with that amazing machine, I still am no fan of science at all. This whole discussion with Dr. Sanders happened something like three weeks ago, and even back then, in ancient history, I hated science too. I only wished that I could have studied
 it a little bit more.

But, ugh, no, really. All of my problems in this class were Dr. Sander's
 fault. Between his requirements for weekly written responses to science journal articles, his endless rounds of quizzes and tests, and his enormous expanses of lab work, Dr. Sanders was practically setting up the entire student body to fail his class. How could I be expected to do all that work when there was so much on TV to watch, so many websites to follow, and so many hot outfits to make me look even more fantastically gorgeous so that the legion of cute boys at this college could admire me?

I mean, a super cute babe like me just doesn’t do
 science class, right? I’m supposed to find some well-to-do college guy who will buy me hot fur coats and sexy jewelry to show off my extra-hot gymnastically-trained-and-toned body, who will take me out to expensive dinners with fancy French wines, and who will make sure I never worry about anything ever again.

That’s practically the only reason why hot babes like me go
 to college, especially preppy ivy-league schools like mine—to meet rich, sweet guys to marry.

It’s not like I’ll ever use
 the degree in business that I'm working for. Business classes are just where all the future rich guys are. And if I’m getting a business degree—let alone a business degree just so I can hook up with a sugar-daddy—why on earth would I ever need science?

Well, I guess it all turned out for the best, didn’t it? I guess I should actually be thanking Dr. Sanders. Maybe?

Nah. He was a big smelly jerk and I hated him. He just sat there at his desk, looking me over, waiting for a response.

What the weirdest thing about his looking at me was that there was nothing really sexual in his gaze. No, in fact, he seemed to actually
 be interested in what I had to say to what he said. I wasn’t really used to that at all.

I had never slept with anyone for a grade before—heck, I had never even really flirted
 for a grade before. Most of the time, because I’m pretty and friendly, professors just want to give me an easy time of it. Men are easy like that: show them a pretty smile, and pretty soon they’re just in pieces.

But not Dr. Sanders.

I tried harder. I crossed my legs, unbuttoned my blouse.

“Surely there must be something
 I can do to improve my grade?”

But the ploy was lost on him. Even worse than being offended by it or rejecting it, he seemed not to notice at all.

“No, I’m afraid not.” He shook his head, a little sad. “Grades are final, and that’s all.”

I really don’t understand his lack of caring. I’m not exaggerating when I say that I’m a super hot babe. I’ve got killer long dark hair and this amaaaaazing tight, tiny body. I’m seriously super hot. Men go out of their way to tell me so.

I take selfies constantly and upload them to my blog—and guys all the time tell me how they jerk off to shots of my tight abs, or my cute bubble-shaped ass in my tiniest spandex shorts. They seem to love the way my hair floats down all the way around the curve of my ass. And the shots they really
 seem to love are the ones of my tits—I’m always taking hot photos of my firm, bouncy cleavage, pushed up and together and forming that perfect sexy valley in tiny tops or mini dresses or spandex sports bras. Those get shared around the net like crazy—and that's really fun for me, getting my good looks shared by men.

I pout hard. “There’s no kind of like, lab work or something I can do? Staying after work? I’ll do anything
 for this grade.”

Again, I pushed my cleavage forward, and again, he ignored it. Instead, he considered my words for several moments, his hand lost in the mass of his beard.

“Yes...yes! You must come by my laboratory at eleven o'clock.” He started to rummage through a mess of papers on his desk. “We need an extra pair of hands.”

I smiled to myself. I knew what that
 meant. Finally, he wanted me.

Was I willing to sleep with him? Oh, I don't know. Why not? He was cute for an older guy.

Toying with my blouse, I slid one slender finger along the curves of my tits. “You’ll need me to do...lots of work with my hands?”

“Yes, quite a bit.” He didn't even look up, attending papers in front of him. “We need someone to hold flasks, work with the burners, dump out trash, that sort of thing. You’d truly be a lot of help.”

Oh. My. God.

He is so
 clueless.

“And I’ll pass the class?”

“That still depends on your final, I should say,” he chuckled. “But doing this is the only way that you could
 pass the class.”

So that was it. I had to go to the lab.
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IT WAS LATE WHEN I
 arrived, but I arrived on time—right at eleven o'clock. It was dark outside, but warm. Of course, I was only on time to the building, not to the lab. I never thought that it would take me several minutes to figure out how to get to the lab from the outside, or even get inside at all!

The building for the lab was built from brick, and had a long kind of capital K-shape to it with doors wrapping all the way around. As such, there were a lot of potential entrances, and I had to check each and every one. Walking around the outside, every locked door made my heart beat a little faster. What if I was too late, and Dr. Sanders wouldn’t let me help out at all?

I knew I was going to be wearing a lab coat, most likely, and I wanted to still be able to show off underneath it. So, I had on a tiny orange skirt and sexy white pumps, really giving my eyeful and a mind-full (of dirty thoughts) to anyone who happened to see me. Since Dr. Sanders hadn’t paid nearly
 enough attention to my tits earlier, I wore a sweater that was even briefer and tighter than before.

That ought to show him, I thought. He could judge me for my brains all he wanted, but my body was definitely A plus material. I was thoroughly confident that I could make him see that so long as I worked at it. And I had such
 a body to work.

But, as I searched around, I could find no one, nothing. There was no one there—I didn't even see any security guards. I didn’t get it. Didn’t he tell me eleven? Maybe he meant eleven in the morning?

No, no of course not. I wouldn't have made such a stupid mistake.

Finally I found an open window—just cracked open. For a moment, I debated on whether to try and get through it. A nearby rock that looked ready-made for stepping on ended my momentary quandary—I thought of the rock as a sign that I should try and get in.

Of course, I didn't stop to think for a second that I actually must have had the wrong time, if everything was locked up tight. I simply assumed that Dr. Sanders, scatterbrained fool that he was, must have forgotten he told me to be there. If he couldn't pay attention to my smoking hot sexiness when I was right in front of him, then surely forgetting to open the door wasn't beyond him.

And so, positioning myself on the precariously small stepping surface of the rock, I hopped inside the open window, and found myself in a laboratory.

The inside of the lab was dark, and I had to take a moment to let my eyes adjust. Slivers of light shone in through the window I came through, as well as a few others on other walls. I was able to start to make out tables full of strange metal equipment, wires and cables thrown all about the room like tossed spaghetti.

Across the room was an enormous machine—tall and cylindrical, twice the height of a person. I started to notice an odd humming in the air. And, now that I was paying attention, the air itself actually felt like it was throbbing with energy. Clear on the other end of the room from the machine was the door—presumably to the hallway. I started toward it, but then hesitated.

What was this machine? Surely it would be labeled somehow. I could find out, and then appear all smart the next time I had a discussion with some cute science guy, and maybe be that much more likely to get him to do my homework for me.

And so I approached the tall machine, fascinated for reasons that I had trouble determining all the way, and momentarily forgot all about my appointment with Dr. Sanders. In the front of the cylindrical metal structure was a tall door with a small window. Below the window was a big symbol—three blades positioned around a circle, the universal sign for radiation. Uh oh.

I was in the wrong place, in more ways than one. Time to leave.

I headed toward the door, but my sexy high heel caught on a wire, and I tripped, spreading forward. Trying to catch my fall, my hands flung out and grabbed the nearest thing I could—which just so happened to be the control panel for the big machine.

For a moment, nothing happened. The monstrous terror of the situation was held back by a tiny string of hope that maybe I hadn't pressed anything important.

Then, the machine hummed even louder, spreading out a strange golden glow from its window.

Oh no.

There was a sound like ten thousand thunderstorms locked inside of a bottle—and then a big whoosh as all the air swept out of the room and my lungs.

Somehow I found myself on the ground, coughing and gasping. It seemed like there had been some kind of shockwave that had just toppled me over completely. My ears rang, and my skull throbbed with a low, hard headache.

Then, I looked up.

There was a man waiting above me.

There was a huge
 man waiting above me.

He was hard to make out completely in the dark of the laboratory, but then he turned, sniffing at my prone body. The orange glow from the machine—the door now wide open—illuminated his neanderthal-type qualities.

His face was overshadowed by an enormous, strong brow. His jaw was lantern-shaped, his nose brutal in its appearance, obviously having been broken several times. A small loincloth, crafted from the skin of some dead animal, covered his crotch. Every part of him was solid, pure muscle—rippling and coiling as he examined my very still body. I was frozen with fear, completely not understanding what was happening. And even as I was terrified, I had to admit something...well, something primal
 about my instant attraction to him. He was unequivocally a man
, and my pussy quivered with arousal.

But, at the same time, he was...well, how do you say such a thing?

He was a caveman, pure and simple.

I could hardly believe it, of course. How do you believe that a caveman is standing right in front of you? How do you come to terms with the fact that you have just activated what is more than likely a time machine?

It turns out that I reacted by my cuntmoistening instantly as I stared up at this incredible hulk of male above me.

The look on his face must have been the exact opposite of what I saw in Dr. Sanders—it wasn’t disinterest. No—not by a long shot!

It was lust, pure and simple. His long, strong tongue continually slid over his lips, each sniff he took of my body becoming more and more heated..

He stood up tall, stretching out his thickly muscled arms. The cords of his neck, his shoulders, were almost thicker than my entire torso. In his arousal, the loincloth over his crotch rose up impressively, and then fell away with a small, annoyed tug as he stood over my hips.

Some kind of verbage fell out of his mouth. I shook my head, not understanding. He repeated whatever it was, saying, as far as I could tell, “Urg.”

I shrugged, trying to back away. “No, I'm sorry. This is all a mistake. Let me go find someone who can help you, and—”

He had no interest in listening to anything I said. His hands, large and menacing, came down on my body.

“No!” I cried out, swatting against his arm.

But he didn’t seem to care. No, even if he knew what I was saying, he knew even better what I needed. With ease, he set me down on the table. His hands on my thin, narrow waist kept me in place. I banged hard against his naked arm and chest, but these blows were useless—he was solid muscle, and anything he wanted
 to do, he was going
 to do.

He was going to fuck me whether I said I wanted him to or not. His cock, throbbing and meaty, ran over my scantily-clad naked thighs. I squirmed heatedly and tried to tell myself that all the wet movement was because I was afraid—but I knew deep down I was just turned-the-fuck-on. His muscles were like concrete.

His precious meat was enormous—I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had clubbed other cavewomen over the head with it and dragged them back to his cave. Unconsciously I began to drool, my eyes sort of glazing over as he inched closer and closer. He tore off my panties like they were nothing—annoyed with them as he had been with his loincloth. His hands gripped my hips hard, his penetrating pulsing cock hovering over my cunt. With a groan, he thrust forward.

Then he was inside of me.

I...well. What can I say? I loved it.

The instant his cock slipped into my pussy, I was in heaven. He was so fucking big! His meat drove hard into my tight walls, filling me up entirely. My hands ran up to his hot, caveman chest, so thickly muscled and haired. His hairs were like black tangles of rope, hard and bristly. He smelled like a fresh kill, like I had summoned him the second after he took down some enormous mammoth.

That was so hot, knowing he could hunt and kill like that. That he could provide, like a real male.

The look in his eyes was wild excitement. I began to moan and cry out, and his hands came up around my mouth, and then my throat. So intense. He wanted me quiet—clearly not wanting potential predators to come by and ruin his good time.

He grunted, thrusting his enormity into me again and again, so hard and so virulently powerful, and my cries of pleasure only got louder. And so, his grip on my throat only got harder.

I had no idea I loved being choked. But he—Urg, as I came to call him—he loved it, his piston-like fuck rhythm hurrying faster and faster as he squeezed my future-girl throat harder. And I loved it because he fucked me so incredibly well. Every thrust was heaven—and every bit of heaven was spliced with the hot choking of my throat.

His strokes picked up. He was going to cum, I could feel it. My legs wrapped around his backside, pulling him in hard—so hairy, it felt like I was sliding up against some animal. He was an animal of a man, at least.

And then, just as I wanted, just as I needed, his hot seed released into me, his thrusts pumping in time with the delicious eruption. Squealing in pleasure from being filled so suddenly, I came—hard—and then I came again as his thrusts spurted arythmically into me.

Even with his caveman intelligence, he knew he was giving me something special. A smug smile had formed on his brutish face. I came forward, kissing him on his thick neck, his broad shoulders, openly thanking him for taking me with so much force.

There was a sound from inside of the machine. Urg pulled his loincloth back up and walked away from me, toward the light. He kept making odd, confused grunts, but seemed compelled somehow to step into the light.

Before I could say anything, he was gone.

The yellow light dissipated, and then the door of the machine closed. Was it programmed somehow to return any matter from the past that transported to the future? Maybe my body had been a distraction from the call for a time, but after Urg came, he had to obey the machine.

I don't know—just speculation. I never got to find out much about that mysterious time machine, if that's what it was. For all I knew at the time, maybe Urg wasn't a caveman at all—maybe he was some avatar of manly fucking from the future. Maybe the machine was some teleportation device, and he was just Russian.

How would I know? Science is hard.

In a daze, my clothes practically hanging off my body, I walked down the hall, almost drunkenly wavering from one end of the hall to the other. A great deal of time had passed, and the morning light was up outdoors. A few spare students walked around, eyeing the obvious amount of skin I had showing.

Dr. Sanders came ripping around a bend, nose buried in a book. “Ah!” he said with a smile. “Miss Sweet! You’re here early! That speaks well for your grade, my dear! Come, let’s get to work.”
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LATER ON THAT DAY,
 Dr. Sanders let me know that my work in the lab—which I barely remembered in my post-fuck-session-haze of memory—let me pass the class. I was glad, but of course, I couldn’t let that be the end of my encounters with Urg.

Doing a little wiki-research, I found that other cavewomen looked nothing like me. I could walk with confidence knowing I was the completely and absolutely hottest piece of ass Urg had ever had—a legacy that would last for thousands
 of years. He’d tell his kids
 about how fucking hot I was—I would be a standard
.

So, after a long nap and a heaping of recovery food in the form of grains and veggies, I decided I would see Urg again. At least one more time. I owed him that much. He was so manly, and he had fucked me so very well.

Of course
 I was going to go out of my way to see him again.

That night, I dressed up just for Urg—I found a hot leopard print bikini and some knee-high leather boots. I covered myself up with a trench coat, and made my way out to the lab again, braving the cool weather in my skimpy outfit. My long dark hair bounced behind me as I walked across campus.

Certainly, I wondered if somehow I was messing with forces far beyond my control with what I was doing. How could you interact with what you thought was a time machine and not be at least a little
 worried that you might be ending all of creation somehow?

But, I had already used it once and nothing bad had come to pass. Certainly one more time wouldn't hurt.

And besides, if this thing was that
 dangerous, would they really leave it just in the middle of a college university where anybody could break into the lab and accidentally use it because they tripped due to really tall heels? That seemed unlikely at best.

But then, I would have thought fucking an honest-to-god caveman was just about the unlikeliest thing that could ever happen.

Anyway, I decided to leave all that thinking and sorting out to lawyers and scientists and all of those sort of people. That's what they were for.

Me, on the other hand? I was made for fucking—and very specifically, I was pretty sure I was made for fucking Urg. Or rather, being fucked very, very
 hard by
 Urg.

So I broke back into the lab the same way I had the night before. I suppose the scientists there had the day off and hadn't tried to fix the open window—or maybe they just weren't very observant of their surroundings. I remember thinking that if the window hadn't been open, I would have probably gotten more drastic about how I chose to break in—but luckily that wasn't the case.

I approached the machine again, still humming just the same as last time. Cautiously, I pressed buttons on the control panel, hoping I wasn't somehow going to cause a nuclear explosion.. I thought
 I had been careful about remembering what I hit last time—but who knew? Maybe I’d summon some sabretooth tiger or some futuristic cyber-dragon thing.

The machine made the same enormous thumping-whumping noise as it did the time before—but this time I was a little prepared, my hands over my ears and all of me kneeling down behind a table. When the noise stopped, and the golden light flooded the room, I stood up to greet Urg, dropping my trench coat with a flourish.

And, he was there. But, it wasn’t just Urg this time.

Oh no. It was four of them.

I could almost imagine the scene. Urg returns to his people, and tells a story of sleeping with some goddess. The three mightiest among them—and, all naked and ripped and incredibly
 well-hung, they all seemed rather mighty indeed—stayed with him to fuck the goddess alongside him whenever she appeared.

“Urg,” said Urg. He slapped the meaty chest of the caveman next to him, who was shorter, with a broader forehead. “Brog.”

“Brog,” I said slowly.

Brog smiled, stepping forward with viciously lustful intent. His friends followed him, silent and large. They looked maybe like distant cousins, each with dark long hair and the same shade of brown eyes. Their dark brown skin shone in the golden light of the machine.

I realized very quickly that this just wasn't going to be about Urg fucking me and his friends watching. Oh no. This was going to be about all of these cavemen fucking me all at once, just because they wanted to.

I mean, obviously, right? I was hot. They were ripped and masculine and each of them with a rather potent member. And all they understood in their world was killing and fucking.

Mmmph. I don't know how I restrained myself as long as I did. As it was, I tried foolishly to back away, and knocked down some pieces of lab equipment.

“Oh,” I said, shaking my head as Brog came forward. My eyes were like saucer plates. “No...no...please...”

Just like Urg had, though, Brog seemed to know what I needed better than I did. He forced me down on top of a table and ripped my leopard bikini away. Within moments, his huge hands held me down and his hot cock was inside of my tight, wet pussy, filling it up completely.

For a moment or two more as he was inside of me, I resisted—but it just felt so fucking good! There were so many of them, fighting was useless, stupid. It was dumb to fight when they all had these incredible hard cocks that were so hard just for me.

Urg slid forward, slapping Brog's chest. He wanted a go at my pussy. Not wanting them to fight, I rose up and guided Urg over to my mouth, and eagerly began sucking him like that. His eyes grew—first in surprise, and then in complete rapture. His hands sank back around my neck, choking me softly while his meat bulged in my esophagus. As far as Urg knew, this was probably the first blowjob in the history of man.

The big silent two cavemen didn't seem to know what they were doing, casually thumbing at their cockheads while they watched me get fucked by Brog and suck off Urg. I called them over, momentarily popping my mouth off of Urg. Very quickly, I slid my hands around their huge meaty cocks, tugging up and down and aiming straight at my tits.

I wanted to be covered in caveman cum. I wanted to be slathered in it, to drown in it. I wanted to have my entire body soaked by their hot, white, creamy perfect goo that was created just
 for me, only
 for me.

The situation wouldn't allow for anything else—it had become a caveman gangbang. Frantically, I jerked off two of the big men while Brog fucked me with his enormous member, my long legs wrapped around his head. But even better than all of that was how Urg fucked my hot caveslut face.

Caveslut. Oh yeah. The hottest piece of ass they’d ever known in their entire cavemen lives. That was so perfect.

Something about Urg was just so special. I loved his meat shoved down my throat, I loved the hard bristles of his hairy patch of pubic hair shoved into my face. My body felt electric as he shoved into my again and again.

The cavemen all began to grunt at roughly the same time, and I could tell I was about to have a shower of cum unloaded on me. My pussy tightened on Brog's cock in anticipation.

Brog, feeling that hot tightening, came first. Even as a caveman, he knew somehow I was just made to be ruined by his cum, so he pulled out and sprayed all over my belly. The other two that I jerked off followed suit, their thick skulls knocking together as they erupted onto the mess of hot goo that Brog had already unloaded.

Urg was last. He tightened his grip around my throat and pulled out as well, unleashing his spray all over my tits, clearly cumming much more than the others. It was obvious why he was the leader. I came with him, watching his incredible cock spurt and vibrate right above my face, licking the shaft and head while the goo spurted out above me.

They all hung over my body for several seconds, admiring me as my orgasmic throes took over and I rubbed their collection of hot caveman semen into my smoking hot babe body. It was a sight I knew they'd never forget. And, turns out, I was right.

After a minute, though, the machine called them back—and they had to answer the call.

I watched with more than just some admiration as they walked back into the yellow light of the machine. Urg stopped, just for a moment, to gently kiss me on the forehead—which struck me.

He really cared for me. And I realized, as I watched him fade into the light, I cared for him too, very deeply, and that feeling was growing all the time.
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I VISITED URG TWO MORE
 times. Once, he was by himself, and the other time he brought one other friend. He became rather tender, at the end—even grunting out my name, in a caveman sort of way.

I had lots of dreams about how we might make it work—that I might try to keep him here in my time. But these were pipedreams, of course. I don't think it ever would have truly worked out. Still, I do wonder from time to time what might have happened if I had been able to visit the machine with leisure.

But then, one night, I showed up at the lab, and the machine was gone. I suppose they caught on to my exploitation of their machine—or maybe they just had it confiscated or destroyed. It did seem rather dangerous.

I’ll never be able to go back, as far as I know—but it was fun while it lasted. And in the meantime, there's been a rather wonderful side effect.

Whatever tribe Urg was part of was rather influential in its region, and then later on influential in the world. Lines of kings and emperors and the like came straight from where Urg originated from.

Or, that's my guess, anyway.

It turns out now, I'm the ideal female. For thousands of years, all any man has ever wanted when they've wanted to fuck is me. All any girl has wanted to look like has been me. All Western artwork is dedicated solely to babes who are as hot as I am. And now, here I am in the future, just so able
 to take all that affection and do whatever I want with it.

Dr. Sanders definitely gave me an A. When he got a good look at me the other day as I was walking across the quad, he dropped to his knees and started jerking off.

I get all the cocks I want—and I've even found a group of guys who fuck almost as hard and ruthlessly as Urg and his friends.

Still, though, I do miss Urg, even with all the extra attention now.

I know, I know, I never would have thought it either.

But it really happened. My heart was taken by a caveman.
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Taken By Cowboys
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STUCK IN A BASEMENT
 with a borderline personality-disordered nerd was the last place Laura wanted to be, and yet, that was where she had been stuck for the past five minutes. Most of everything that Alexander so far had just been odd, weird gibberish that she hardly had the inclination to call speaking. She wanted to run away with her fingers placed firmly in her ears.

Instead, out of some possibly-misplaced attempt at politeness, holding her arms across her buxom expanse of chest, barely restrained underneath her tight white shirt, she just repeated the one thing she had managed to glean from Alexander’s jargon-filled rant.

“You built a time machine.”

He very nearly hopped up and down. “Yes!”

“All by yourself.”

“That’s right!” His fists pumped in the air.

“And you want to test it on me!”

“I totally do.”

Laura was, understandably, having more than a little trouble taking all of this in. The brunette's downstairs neighbor, Alexander, had never quite had all his screws as tight as he was supposed to. Often she would come home at night to their duplex and see him—through the window which he always had open—hanging from the ceiling like a bat and reading old physics textbooks. He held regular meetings with other nerds, discussing theoretical problems of quantum mechanics in which they would, after several rounds of drinks, start screaming at each other purely in equations. He had even modified his car so that it ran on corn starch, because “who wouldn’t want government subsidized fuel?”

More than half of her expected that this whole arrangement—the big parade of electronics and the big towers of circuitry and wires that he had presented her with in the basement—was some sort of ruse to get her attention. Laura was used to such ruses, being a beautiful, curvaceous young woman—and somehow still a virgin at the tender young age of nineteen.

All her life, men had gone out of their way to earn her attention and respect, often in odd ways. Whatever it was about her busty body and affable personality, her appeal seemed largely to create men who thought they had to make enormous, grandiose gestures of worth before working up the courage to ask her out. There was the boy in high school—Michael?—who had organized a flash dance with the entire basketball team to announce his desire for her. Or the chess team captain who had built a scale-model of a queen—with Laura’s height and even some eerie likeness to her—as the team’s mascot.

Of course, this all embarrassed her a great deal. She invariably turned each one down. Who would slide into a relationship with someone who thought you were on some pedestal, waiting to be called down and live among the mortals? It was dehumanizing, even if the notion behind all that work was somewhat flattering.

She hoped college, which she started next week after moving away from her home town, would be different. She hoped for more mature men—men that would respect that she was working her way through each semester.

But her hope was not all that strong, so far. Men who lived nearby seemed to be able to sense her fragile virginity—like they could see that symbol of innocence in her rosy cheeks or her vibrant blue eyes—and it made them want her all the more. Her extra bit of  voluptuousness—adding to her sexy, healthy expanse of curves—only seemed to make her all the more available, encouraging crushes to let them think that she was attainable, thus reinforcing the crushes all the more.

This “time machine” was the latest in a string of incidents with Alexander, who had been showing her more and more technologically advanced items: a television that ran on potato batteries, a four-way mirror, a tiny one-tenth scale-replica of himself that could hold a conversation.

It annoyed her a bit that he had some genius, clearly, but that all of it was being fixated on her.

So, when Alexander had called her down—after barely exchanging three conversations with him that weren't him rather over-chalantly showing off these inventions, all of them about mail delivery and the weather—her guard was up.

Even so, she hadn’t been expecting this. A time machine? Really? Ridiculous.

“Listen,” said Alexander, “it’s perfectly safe. I understand your concern, but everything I’ve sent through so far has been fine.”

He picked up a teddy bear off a nearby cabinet for her to look at. “You see?”

She did see, taking it in her hands. It was ravaged by teeth marks, stuffing falling out of it.

“It looks like some animal went at it.”

“What, Mister Fluffikins?” he shook his head. “No. He’s been like that a while. I had something of an extended teething period. Very special development.”

“Oh.” Laura dropped the bear. “Ew.”

“As I’ve said, you don’t need to worry! All I’m asking for is a partner. I’ve created a fail safe, you see? All the time travel fiction I read, everything goes terribly wrong when the device breaks somehow or another. But for me, it’ll be different. After seventy-two hours, the portal will open again, no matter what. It’s set on automatic.”

“But what if you miss the portal? What if it opens up some place dangerous that you can’t get back to?”

He paused, mouth squirming. “I suppose I hadn’t thought of that.” But he wasn't deterred. “Something to fix in future versions! For now, I’ll pick out some place we know to be safe. This very spot, but one hundred and forty years ago.”

“One hundred and forty years ago?”

“Yes! What could possibly go wrong? The clothes are close enough that I can amalgam up something without causing too much attention. I’ll carry my taser should anyone try and approach me. And in the meantime, I’ll just stealthily stay in the background, observing.”

“For seventy-two
 hours? That’s three days, Alexander!”

“The records show there was nothing here. Just some old ranch, barely employing a couple of old crotchety ranch-hands, no doubt. Perfectly safe. We’ll be able to set up a tent and enjoy the past at our leisure.”

He really thought she was going to spend three days with him in the past? In...in anywhere
?

She shook her head, golden brown locks trailing up and down her shoulders. Why was she treating this as if it was a serious proposition? It wasn’t as though he could actually travel through time.

He began to offer another explanation, but Laura shook her head, cutting him off. “Never mind. I don’t want to hear it. I am not
 doing this, okay?”

Alexander, finally, began to look dejected.

“I’m sorry,” he said, after a moment. “I misread you. I thought, with your incumbent education, you might find it an elucidating experience. Something to give you perspective. I remember you saying you were interested in history. That was why I...well. Anyway.”

Oh, god. That was enough to confirm her suspicions. He had convinced himself that he had built a time machine purely because of a crush on her.

All these men, making all these insane gestures of affection. It was all the exact opposite of what she wanted from a man, truth be told. Why couldn’t they just understand that she just wanted to be told
...

She sighed, stifling the sudden thought of desire. Alexander looked at her like a lost puppy.

“I’m not...I’m not participating in anything that all that machinery creates,” she said, reaffirming her position. “But I can watch you turn it on, if you like?”

His face lit up immediately. “Wonderful! That would be truly wonderful! And, once I’ve passed through, you can perhaps consider following me into the other side, yes?” He saw the look on her face. “Or perhaps no. Either way...not an issue! Three days shall pass for me, but nary an instant for you! Observe!”

Rushing around the various machinery he had propped up, Alexander began pushing buttons and cranking levers, seemingly at random.

And then the most insane, wondrous thing happened.

Then...then Alexander turned out to be right.

With a furious, startling rip, the portal opened up. It was like a sort of semi-translucent circle, hanging in mid-air. Pink and purple light flooded out from it, filling the room.

Something—a bird? A rock? Flew out of it and landed right on Alexander, knocking him down to the ground. He moaned, obviously hurt.

Laura, terrified and surprised, called out to Alexander. There was no response, his moans ceased. She could see him laying motionless on the other side of the room—and though she couldn’t really see the portal in between the two of them, there was obviously something
 there, shimmering the air and making it wavy, like you would see on an especially hot day. And then, of course, there was all that odd pink light.

Mesmerized, she stepped forward. There was something so interesting there. If she could just...just see it a bit clearer...if she could just get a bit of a closer look...

And then it was gone, all of it gone, and Laura stood in the middle of a bunch of trees. Behind her, the portal slurped itself up.

What the hell?

She looked around—nothing but forest. Alexander’s lab, gone. The house, gone. Everything Laura knew...gone.

Oh god. Had he really built a time machine? Was she lost in time?

She heard hooves—actual hooves!—clopping—actually clopping!—from behind her. She turned with a fright that she could only assume was written all over the entirety of her body.

Approaching her was a tall, tall man on a large black horse. He wore a tight, dusty button-up shirt, the spurs on his boots jangling lightly.

“Hey there, little lady,” he tipped his hat back, letting her see his brawny, strong face. “You need a ride?”

Panic! Death! Terror! Every fiber of her being was telling her to run for her life.

“Oh...uh...no. No thank you. I’m just...I think I’m just...just out for a walk!”

“Are you sure?” He sounded concerned.

“Y-yes! I’m...just a walk!”

“You’re walking around by yourself, huh? This close to Indian territory...with nothing to keep you warm when the night comes down?”

“That’s right!”

She could not help but make everything she said an exclamation. Adrenaline rocketed through her veins, making her unable to process anything but electric excitement. She was talking with a man from over a century ago!

She was now officially living over a century ago!

The man continued to approach her, off his horse now. Laura tried to get away in the wilderness, passing through trees, stepping over rocks and through dirt. The day was warm, in a comfortable way, and bugs hopped onto her body and hopped back off again.

Over more trees, through more dirt, and suddenly there was nothing but a tall cliff face. Behind her, the rider still approached, off of his horse now. He was smiling, his hands held out wide.

“My name’s Karl. What’s your name?”

She just whimpered, pressing back against the cliff face. She couldn’t explain the sort of terror she felt at this man, but she knew—knew
—that he wanted her. She could see it in his eyes. And she knew, in this time period, all alone, it would take a magnificently decent and civilized man to not take advantage of her.

This was a cowboy. Someone living rough for a long time. He would not be magnificently decent or civilized. He would push her down, he would slap her face, shove her mouth onto his hardness and make him serve her and oh god, oh god why did that turn her on so much?

He was a big, big man. Tall and broad. There was a bulge clearly growing in his pants—and she could see the incredible amount of muscles that he had earned from years and years of experience of wrangling and hard-living.

There was absolutely, positively nothing
 about him that wasn't pure, unadulterated man
.

Laura, looking at him, could not help but feel her arousal grow and grow. She had never been around someone like this all her life—had never been in front of someone who so clearly wanted her and so clearly was going to do something about it.

“You know, little lady...I’ve been riding these trails for a good long time.” He came closer and closer. She could see the want in his eyes. “And I’ve never seen anyone as pretty as you.”

“Oh...oh god...”

She stepped backward, only pushing back harder into the rock. He was right on top of her now. Their attraction was animalistic, like flesh magnets, she didn’t feel like she could get away.

Unbidden, her hands rose up to touch her chest. He was hard as a rock—harder even than the cliff behind her. They just didn’t make men like him anymore. Not muscles honed in a gym or enhanced by chemicals, but earned and densened by years and years of incredibly hard work.

“Oh my god...”

Her pussy flashed with wetness. This was all...this was all happening so fast...

“You feel something you like, girl?”

She let out a little whimper. Her legs felt like putty. She had never felt this kind of animalistic attraction to a man before. Her pussy felt like it was going to burn up her whole body.

She fell to her knees, intending to beg for him to leave her alone. He was breathing hard, hands running through her hair.

“Please...please...I just...”

Her hands slipped over his bulge. He was enormous—and getting bigger. Her hand gripped the thick length through the denim almost by impulse, and she felt it swell before her grip.

“P-please...” she moaned again.

Apparently misunderstanding, he quickly adjusted his pants, and soon his cock was out in front of her face. As she watched, it grew harder and harder by the second, its enormous surface sliding closer to her lips.

“Oh...oh god.” She shook her head lightly. “Please...I can’t...I don’t know...please...”

He shushed her gently, stroking her hair.

“It’s all right, girl. Take it slow. Take it how you know you want.”

God, but she really did
 want it.

She’d be gone in three days, right? It didn’t matter what she did now. She could...she could suck a little cock, couldn’t she?

It wouldn’t even count. She’d still technically be a virgin back in her own time.

Even as he entered her mouth, her mind wasn’t all the way made up.

“D-don’t...” she managed, tasting his manflesh with happy relish.

“What?” He looked a bit surprised, still pushing his cock against her face.

“Don’t...don’t stop...”

He smiled at that, and pushed forward into her again.

She was a quiet fuck, moaning submissively, eeking out little soft squeals every so often, suckling hard on his giant rod. He was so big in her mouth, filling her up entirely. His long shaft pushed to the back of her mouth and down her throat, making her swallow him, suckling and moaning as she worked her tongue along his shaft. After a few minutes, she could hardly imagine anything outside of his cock anymore.

Past, present, future, none of that mattered. All a woman like her had ever been born to do was this timeless equation of cock plus mouth. Suck, suck, suck! She could not get enough. She forgot about Alexander, about college, about anything from her own time. She was there to fuck this cowboy, and to be fucked by him. Nothing else made sense—why else would have been there right when she slipped through the portal?

After several thrusts of his enormity down her supple throat, she could feel a hot, warm ball of bliss spreading through her body.

She was going to cum, she realized. She was such a dirty, fucked-up slut that she was going to cum after being practically forced to suck this stud cowboy’s cock. She was such a whore...such a little cowboy fuckslut that he was going to make her cum. Her sucking just increased in frequency and intensity, knowing this about herself, reveling in it.

“Oh damn,” he moaned. “Damn, damn. You’re better than any gal I’ve ever had. You’re gonna make me put it in you, girl...you’re gonna make me...make me...”

His voice was lost in a torrent of grunts, thrusting harder and harder, pushing her head back into the hard surface of the cliff.

He exploded down her throat, layering her esophagus with his creamy, dreamy white goo. She suckled it down greedily, orgasming all the way. Her hands gripped the tight, muscular flesh of his ass, coaxing him to fuck her mouth even harder after he emptied into her.

Finally, he pulled out, though she moaned and followed his cock with her mouth, licking obediently.

“You’re coming home with me, girl,” he said to her. “I gotta keep you safe, now. Gotta make sure you stay mine.”

Submissive, now, weak, stunned, all Laura could do was nod meekly. It was like having his cum inside of her had pacified her completely—completely overwhelming any senses of shame or self-worth that she had. Overwhelmed by the hot pleasure of serving this cowboy stud, obeying was all she wanted to do anymore.
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THE NEXT MORNING, AFTER
 a night of fucking and sucking Karl in every way that he asked, acting like his complete sexual servant, Laura intended to sneak past him, gather supplies, and get back out to the portal.

They were located somewhere in what may have been a prairie, may have just been a field. Laura didn’t really know the geographical terms for such things. There was a long stretch of empty grassland everywhere she could see, and yet to the West, in a long enough line, there would be the forest where she came from. Where he took her and held her was a small cabin, surrounded by a large arrangement of barbed-wire fencing. There was a hen house, and some cows, a couple of dogs, and one horse besides the one they rode in on.

It was a regular ranch—though maybe a small one? She did not know.

Escaping had been on her mind ever since finally, he tired out, apparently exhausted by his new toy. He had fucked her in every way she could think of—holding her legs over her head, fucking her on the floor of the cabin, in his bed, against the wall. She moaned out his name, calling out his praises, loving every new stroke of his cock inside of her once-virgin pussy.

No longer a virgin, though. No longer at all.

She was his whore, or may as well have been.

No, she thought, whores were paid.

She was his cowboy slut.

As their fucking subsided, Laura felt shame creep back into her life. Shame of being such an open, wanton slut, needing his cock every second. She had stroked him until he would not move anymore, desperate for that hardness to be inside of her again.

With him asleep, she had her own time to think—and thinking brought only shame.

Back in college, in her own time, she had been a good girl. A girly girl. She led discussions at her church’s small group, spreading the good word about God. Only stupid, crazy sluts acted how she acted now. She remembered shaming them in her own time, making fun of them, asking them how they could have possibly started to act like they acted.

Now she understood. Cock was so. Fucking. Good. She had given up just the second she knew it was going to be forced upon her. She had openly begged
 him for it.

How had she gone
 for so long without being stuffed as full as Karl stuffed her? She felt like she had been made
 for his cock to fill her up.

But...but she had to get away.

Real women didn’t live like this, right? Didn't act like this? She had to be a real woman.

Her going suspicion was that there was something screwy with the time portal that had made her act this way. That Alexander had included some...some sort of sluttification device in there, so that he could fuck her silly no matter what time period she had been in.

Of course, this was in stark contrast to how getting taken and forced by Karl was the living embodiment of every fantasy she had ever held. Whenever she masturbated in her bed at home, always it was envisioning something like what had happened earlier—being taken and cornered, alone, no escape, no choice but to give in and be used and abused like a complete fuckdoll...

Her hand drifted across the bed, somewhat hoping to rouse Karl again.

But no! No! She had to get away. Get back to the portal. Get in her own time. Stop acting like such a complete slut. That was the proper thing to do.

So, slipping up out of the bed, still covered partially in Karl's expanse of cum, she intended to slip away.

But it was to no avail, so far. Karl was a light sleeper, and rose with her.

“Make me some breakfast,” he commanded, smacking her on the ass.

She stood still, her body overwhelmed with the heady lust that hearing his masculine command gave her. He must have thought she was hesitating, because he struck her ass again.

“Go on,” he said. “Know your place, girl. Make me some breakfast.”

She slipped on the clothes he had available for her—a sort of raggedy old blue dress that looked like it had been abandoned after a night of passionate fucking. It clung to Laura's generous curves, showing off her cleavage and her legs, both. Her own clothes had been torn apart by Karl, of course. Just like all of Laura's will.

They hadn’t used any protection the night before, and he hadn’t bothered to pull out. Four or five times he fucked her, though she lost count of her own orgasms very early on.

And so, it wasn’t too far off to imagine the old cliche—of her being barefoot and pregnant. Maybe...maybe he'd get her pregnant and make him suck his cock while he ate the breakfast she made him...

Unable to help herself, the thought sent a hot, slick thrill through her body. To not worry about things like equality or fighting for rights. To just accept being a happy, good fuckpet for an indomitably strong male, no chance of escape...the idea had her breathing hard.

There really was no chance of escape. Women wouldn't get the right to vote for another thirty or forty years. And it wasn't like it was all roses and sunshine for female equality after that. If she didn't get back to the portal, she'd only ever be a second-class citizen, expected to do exactly what her man said forever and ever, judged solely by her merits as a breeder and a homemaker and ohhh god why  was thinking like that making her touch her sweet hot wet pussy ?

With much difficulty, she pushed herself off the wall, taking her hand from her sopping wet pussy, and entered the kitchen.

She was going to have to put her foot down with Karl. Try and hold him off for the next couple of days until she could hatch a more elaborate escape. She had to preserve her dignity, after all.

As she made him breakfast—putting together toast and grits from what she able to gather in the kitchen, using the small stove that was available to her, she also was preparing a speech—she had been out of her mind, out of her head when they had been fucking. A strange fever took her. She would very much appreciate it if he wouldn’t approach her again. She was without the ability to resist properly. He’d be taking advantage of a sick woman!

Would he be mad, thinking she was sick? She would have to assure him it wasn’t contagious.

As she prepared this, Karl entered the kitchen, grabbing her ass with a smug grin on his handsome, dirty face. His kisses along her neck and back melted her instantly. She forgot her protests, again. They only rose up again when he sat down—but when he snapped for her to serve him, she meekly served his breakfast without complaint.

He wolfed down the food—eating so fast, and so voraciously, that Laura did not have the wherewithal to start speaking to slow him down. It felt so good
, watching him eat what she made him. She had provided for this hard, strong man who had fucked her so vigorously all night long.

And what was more, she was giving him more fuel to fuck her again. She hadn’t considered that before making the food. And yet now, it was all she could consider. If she cooked him a good enough meal, he could fuck her for hours...

With a bang of the front door, another man entered the small cabin.

“My, oh my,” said the big hunk. “Who is this, now?”

Oh god, thought Laura, her cunt positively dripping with lust. Two of them? Two cowboys in this cabin with her?

“Um...uh...I...um...” was all Laura could muster.

“Her name’s Laura,” said Karl, swatting her on the ass. “She’s a good ol’ girl. Real nice-like.” Karl pointed with his fork up at the newcomer. “This here is my boy, Harlan. He runs the Square-R with me. What do you think, Harlan? Ain’t she pretty?”

“Oh yeah. She’s mighty fine...” Harlan looked confused for a moment, stroking his thick whiskers. “Where’d she come from? You ain’t spend our money to bring some harlot out here, did you?”

Karl shook his head. “I found her wandering out there in the forest. Just all by her lonesome, nobody to take care of her. That weren’t no place for a woman.”

“I see.”

Harlan stroked Karl's face affectionately—clearly the alpha of the two, even though both were dominant forces in Laura's estimation. They had probably spent quite a few lonely nights together, learning about each other's bodies. They had probably been waiting to unload their affection on someone like her.

Harlan pulled out a seat and sat down across from Laura, openly eyeing her. His gaze rested on her tits, barely restrained in her ripped dress.

“Where’d you come from, girl?”

“Johnson...Johnson City.”

She could not stand to have her voice become anything more prominent than a quiet, submissive whisper in front of these two strong, outrageously masculine men.

“That little ol’ place? You got family there?”

Little old place? It was the biggest city in a hundred miles! But...of course, that was in Laura’s time. Not theirs.

“Family? No...”

That was a mistake, judging from the way Harlan’s eyes lit up.

“So ain't nobody’s coming for you, then?”

“No,” said Laura, and then, shaking her head, she stammered, “Y-yes, I mean. Two brothers. Big, mean brothers. They’re coming. I bet they’re looking for me already.”

“Is that so?” Harlan leaned back. “What are their names, then?”

“J-Jack,” said Laura. “Jack and...J-jackson?”

Oh god. This was no way to state her case. She was trembling with the lies. She couldn’t stand having all this mendacity pouring out of her in front of these strong, strong men. They just wanted to fuck her, to own her, to protect her...

Where Karl was broad and tall, Harlan was shorter but more built. Thick hair covered his face. A brute of a man. He stood up and grabbed her by the hair, making her tilt almost all the way over.

“There ain’t nobody coming for you, is there, doll?”

Laura was hardly able to contain her drool at being manhandled like this. Certainly, her pussy wasn't able to stop itself from wettening. 

“N-no...no, sir.”

With a fierce smile, Harlan began to unbuckle his pants. Laura, in one last attempt at salvaging her decency, tried to protest.

“Please...” she started. “...no...I’m...I’m not well.”

“That’s all right, girl.” Harlan gave her another tug. “I’ll do you right.”

“No...no, I have a fever, and...I don’t know what I’m doing...”

“It’s okay,” said Karl, his voice almost reassuring. The way someone would talk to a whining puppy. “We’ll take care of you.”

Harlan nodded. “I know just how to break a fever, girl.”

With all her remaining strength, Laura pushed Harlan, trying to get away. Harlan, surprised, stumbled backwards, falling down.

For a few beautiful, terrifying seconds, Laura headed to the door and even thought she might have gotten free—but Karl grabbed her before she even stepped outside. He and Harlan both laughed at her energetic retreat.

A part of her was desperately glad she hadn't made them mad. That would have gone poorly for her.

Harlan stroked his whiskers, considering Laura for a moment. “You still got that chain, Karl? I got an idea.”

“C-chain?” Laura gasped. “You can’t be serious. I won’t allow that! You can’t possibly—”

Harlan slapped her, knocking her to the ground out from Karl's grasp.

“What was that, girl?”

Every bit of control Laura ever thought she had in her life, every agonizingly difficult decision she made day after day to present herself as an independent-minded, strong woman had been utterly annihilated with that single blow.

And she felt herself loving it. That slap—beyond the instant pain—had just turned her on. It was like a switch, letting her see the reality of the situation.

“You’re right, Sir,” she said, voice trembling. “I should know my place. Please, do as you like with me.”

She couldn’t even believe the words as they came out of her mouth—and yet, there they were!

All those secret desires, all that socially-repressed need to be owned and taken and ignored and used. They were available now, just there for her to take, if only she was brave enough to take them.

“Please,” she said again. “I was wrong to tr-try and get away. Ch-chain me up? Give me a collar...you can put it around my neck. With l-leather, maybe...”

Fear strangled any more words she had; fear of the way their faces lit up with lust at her suggestions. She couldn’t believe herself, still. She was suggesting
 ways for them to imprison her!

Karl was something of a whiz with hardware, as it turned out. In less than ten minutes, he had fashioned a collar and chain—about forty feet worth of chain, anchored to the floor. It was long enough for her to step around to any room in the small cabin, and just a bit outside to take care of washing and other such duties.

But with it on, she would be caught. At their mercy.

Harlan was the one who slipped the collar on her neck. The leather was comfortable—soft and supple enough for her to wear all the time.

“How's that, girl? How's that feel to you?”

“Very good, Sir,” she said heatedly. “I'm so glad that you have me under control.”

“Karl's gotten so much time with you, I'm a bit jealous. Do you want me to be jealous, girl?”

She shook her head, tugging Harlan on top of her in the middle of the cabin. Karl watched, stroking his exposed cock, as his friend mounted their slut.

“Please,” she moaned. “Hurry...”

She had no panties on, of course. Laura doubted that she ever would again in her life. There was no foreplay—the whole time the collar was being put together, she had been touching herself openly. Harlan knew she was ready. He was ready, too—his hard cock huge, as big as Karl's. He thrust hard into her cunt, her legs wrapping around his waist.

“Oh god...” Laura moaned.

“That's right, girl,” Harlan grunted, pushing hard into her. “You ain't nothing but our little slut, now.”

She was—just their slut. His thrusts were violent, forceful, with no care for her well-being. He smashed her body down on the ground, clearly used to being on top. Karl stroked harder and harder, watching them go at it.

“God damn, girl,” said Harlan, “you're so fucking tight...”

She could feel his balls tightening, his muscles tensing up. From her rounds with Karl, she knew exactly what that meant.

“Please,” she thought. “Please cum...please cum...”

She wanted to tell him to cum on her belly—to cum anywhere but in her needy, probably fertile body. But of course, with so much bliss running through her body and her being unable to end the thought, he misunderstood, and filled her tight young pussy up with his explosively hot, impregnating cum.

Karl, standing and watching, came on her face right after Harlan emptied himself inside of her. She had never been so violated, never been so owned.

“Thank you, Sirs,” she moaned, licking up the load. “Thank you sooo much.”
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ON THE THIRD DAY, FINALLY
, before dawn, she was able to make it out. She had supplies—bread and water. It would last her through the rest of the day until she was able to get through the portal.

They had made her their servant. Their slave girl. She was wearing a chain! What was she thinking
? And she had begged
 for them to do it!

Karl and Harlan took turns with her, treating her like property. They would fuck her one at a time, or sometimes stroke the other while fucking her. It was a hot, sick, sex dance that Laura would never, ever forget, and nor would she want to.

So far, before this, she had treated it almost like a vacation. Something to dive into while she was here. But this wasn’t anything temporary—or, it wouldn’t be, if she missed the portal today! She had to leave.

She had been given her taste of true submission, true service, and it was delicious. It was everything she had ever dreamed of, serving these two muscle-bound studs who couldn’t help but take turns with her and fill her up with their beautiful hot cum.

But still...something cried at her—cried at her to get out.

You can be a person, still. You can have your own life. You should
.

And when she had woken up that morning, with both of them passed out, smelling of sex and whiskey, she finally had her chance. She didn't feel she had a choice other than to take it.

Very shortly after leaving—with the cabin still in view on the horizon as she ran across the grass, she could hear them calling after her.

She had to hurry. They had horses. They would be able to find her soon.

Finally she passed through the veil of the forest. Mind racing, she tried to recall landmarks—but one tree looked just every other. There were rocks, vines, low-hanging branches, birds singing...

There.

Pink light flooding out into the open, just for her. The portal. Smiling, she rushed toward it. But, just as she was only a dozen feet away, she paused. Hesitation plagued her.

She looked at the portal, open there before her, getting smaller. She was running out of time. And then she thought of all those cocks...so hard and ready, waiting just for her...needing her there...

The hooves of horses thundered as they approached, coming closer and closer. She turned to approach her men, a guilty smile on her face. She could hear the portal humming still, and could even see if it she tilted her head just right. But it was not in their view.

Karl stepped down from his horse first, clearly annoyed. “What are you doing all the way out here, girl? It’s dangerous.”

“I was...” she looked around. There was no real excuse, or explanation she could give. So instead, she opened her dress up, letting it flutter to the ground, and strutted toward them. “I was waiting for the two of you to come for me...”

Harlan swung down from his horse as well. “Here we are, girl.”

He had the chain and collar in his hand—and Laura's heart lifted up joyously, seeing that.

She couldn’t deny her biology any longer—her true purpose in life.

Other women were perfectly capable of being independent and smart and adventurous and single and blazing trails for equality everywhere and all of that. Laura didn’t want that, though She didn’t want her own life. She didn’t want to decide things for herself. She didn’t want men who tried to impress her, who put her up on some impossible-to-live-up-to pedestal. She was soft, beautiful, an exquisite piece of fuck-art.

She wanted to be on display and admired constantly for exactly what she was.

She wanted to be taken. She wanted to be used and abused, their personal plaything. Their cowgirl fucktoy. So long as...so long as...

“You’ll keep me safe, won’t you?” she asked, voice desperate. She stood between them both, her hands slinking already to their released cocks, stroking with urgency. “You’ll keep me yours, and yours alone?”

Harlan smiled, clearly flushed from her stroking. “’Course we will, girl.”

“Shit,” said Karl. “You think we’d share a find like you? You’ll have to fight us to tear off from us, girl.”

Harlan opened the collar wide, presenting it to her.

“Go on,” said Harlan. “Be a good girl for us, now. Put it on.”

Laura, dropping to her knees, did just that. She locked the collar tight, and stared up at them, waiting to be told how to please them.

The two men pushed her down until she was on all fours.

They were going to take her together. They hadn't done that before. Right here, out in the middle of all this wilderness. Karl slapped her ass, quickly finding her entrance from the rear. His hot, long near-footlong length of cock pushed inside of her cunt easily. Her sweet, velvety folds embraced him.

Harlan, affectionately stroking Karl's muscles and then trading off down to Laura's immense tits, pushed his cock forward into Laura's face. She swallowed him happily, sucking him down—an expert now at blowing huge cowboy studs, with so much practice lately.

From her angle, she could the portal—the future, waiting for her. All opened up.

And then she looked up at Harlan, sucking his magnificent manly cock...and Karl, all those muscles...

The portal closed—permanently, no doubt. And even if not, Laura wanted nothing to do with it.

Karl thrust hard into her, only making her suck on Harlan the more. Karl seemed to be excited by it—how much pleasure he was delivering to Harlan by fucking Laura harder.

“I'm gonna fucking...” Harlan moaned. “Gonna fucking cum right down your throat, girl...”

This excited Laura—and it felt like it excited Karl as well. He thrust into her harder, harder, harder, and she felt that perfect ball of bliss in her midsection explode. At the same time, Harlan let out an enormous grunt and released his torrent of delicious cum down her throat, just as he promised. And Karl, once again, unleashed inside of the fertile, vivacious body of Laura.

All of them, trembling and heaving, collapsed upon one another in the forest, each holding the other tight. As she basked in the warm, ever-present glow of orgasm and snuggled in between her two strong, virile cowboys, Laura knew without a doubt that they were her real future, now.
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Teaching Teresa
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PAUL UNPACKED BOXES
 in his room, taking out large handfuls of DVDs, books, and various trinkets accumulated over his twenty-two years and peppering them out onto his bed, which had quickly turned into a junk pile. He sighed—this was going to take a while. It was Thursday afternoon, the third day after moving in, and he was still unpacking things. When had he gotten so much stuff?

There was a knock on his door. His best friend and roommate, Alex, stood there, dressed down in sweat pants and a small tee. Alex was blond and stockily built, with a square jaw that reminded Paul of a superhero. Unlike a superhero, though, Alex was usually shy—clearly, the more shy of the pair. Paul, lean and tall, was always the first one to talk to ladies at a party or a club.

“Hey uh, what are we going to do with that third bedroom?” asked Alex?

The third bedroom was downstairs, right next to the entry. The upstairs, not too large in Paul's estimation, just a thousand square feet or so, was just Paul's room and Alex's room and a bathroom.

“I dunno. Study?”

“Sure. I didn’t know if we wanted to use it for like a weight room or something.”

Alex was heavy into lifting weights. His frame was heavily muscled after years of training. The stoutness of his frame meant he could lift much more than Paul, even though Paul was taller, with longer limbs.

“I thought we were putting all that out near the living room? In that little nook, or whatever?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess so. But people can see that right when they come in. We’re gonna have parties, you know? Why make that the first thing people see?”

Paul was going to respond, but the doorbell rang.

“Are you expected anybody?” Paul asked.

Alex shook his head. “Nope.”

It was late in the afternoon—way later than the mail would come. They walked downstairs together. The stairway was a metal spiral, looking very industrial with the wood floors and concrete bricks in the wall. Downstairs was the living room, the kitchen, the laundry, a dining room, and of course, the third bedroom.

It was a nice apartment. Probably, it was the nicest apartment in all of Grover Heights, which boasted a whole lot of upscale apartments for all the rich kids living off their parent’s money and going to the one of the nicest private universities in the world.

Alex and Paul were both sons of billionaires. Or—Paul was the son of a billionaire, and Alex was the son of a guy who sometimes
 was a billionaire and sometimes was simply a many, many, many hundreds-of-millions-aire, depending on the price of stock and real estate at any given time of the year. Paul took a sort of mean pride in pointing this out pretty regularly to Alex.

In any case, they were both filthy stinking rich, and their fathers wanted them to follow in the family business—which meant going to business school and then law school. Now seniors at Mapleton University, they wanted to spend their last year flaunting their wealth a bit more than usual—and so had picked up the nicest living space they could find on their allowance.

Alex opened the door downstairs. Behind it was a gorgeous young blond, smiling prettily.

Paul and Alex both were speechless, not entirely sure what to say. There was just no other way to look at her—she was a knockout. Dressed in tight, tight, short, short, denim shorts that were more like underwear than proper clothing, her ass and legs were on full display. She turned toward them, ever so slightly, letting them see the way her gorgeous tanned skin was unable to be contained by her flimsy clothing. Brown leather boots slid up her beautiful legs, showing off their length, and she tugged at the skimpy pink tank top she had on, already quite strained by her enormous, buoyant bust. The breasts, Paul measured quickly, were easily 36Ds, and probably much larger than that.

“Hello, big strong men,” she said, still smiling, clearly enjoying their eyes on her. She twirled one yard-length strand of blond hair. “Alex and Paul, yes?”

Her accent was soft, electric. Something Eastern-European that Paul couldn’t trace. It coated every word she said in sweet allure.

She stepped past both of them—through them, actually. Her hot ass slid across Paul’s hips, and her thick breasts skated along Alex’s chest.

“This place, I love it!” She clapped her hands together and turned back to them. “When do I start?”

Paul and Alex exchanged glances.

“I’m sorry,” said Alex. “But who are you?”

“I’m your third roommate, of course.” She batted his chest. “Or, yes, I hope that is what to become. I am Teresa.”

She held out a hand—Paul took it, and then Alex. Heavenly soft. He could not fight the image of it wrapping around his cock, jerking him off as she cooed to him in that luscious accented voice.

“Roommate?” asked Paul. “What roommate?”

As far as he knew, he and Paul were completely by themselves in the place. That was sort of the appeal. A fun guy’s place to have, no worries about upkeep or any of that. They certainly didn’t need any help with the rent.

She seemed slightly confused. It was a look that suited her, as Paul imagined most looks did. “The roommate from your posting online. Am I mistaken?”

“Oh,” said Alex, slapping his head. “I totally forgot about that. I posted it...I don’t know, last night? Two nights ago?”

“Two nights ago,” confirmed Teresa. “Three fifty-four in the morning. Very late.”

“Right,” said Alex. He looked at Paul. “I was drunk.”

“You were
 drunk,” said Paul. It had been their first night in the place. They cracked open a bottle of expensive whiskey and tore into a cheap pizza. “I remember that. You really posted all that? Everything we talked about?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess
 so.”

Teresa, pulled out the print-out of the ad from her purse and gently handed it to them. Her hands were expertly manicured.

“You certainly did.”

Paul’s eyebrows rose as he examined the ad:

ATTENTION LADIES: MAID NEEDED

LOOKING FOR A BEAUTIFUL GIRL

TO CLEAN, COOK, AND GENERALLY

LOOK HOT WHILE WE TAKE CARE OF

SCHOOLWORK AND OTHER MANLY

TYPE ACTIVITIES

ONLY HOT WOMEN NEED APPLY.

PAYMENT:

ONE THOUSAND A WEEK.

FREE ROOM AND BOARD.

Paul was impressed. This was much more candid than Alex usually was.

“So?” said Teresa. “You big, strong men need maid, yes? Very beautiful maid to do girly work for you?”

Alex stumbled over his words. “Listen, miss...”

“Miss
?” She laughed. “So formal. Please, I am younger than both of you. Just barely eighteen, truthfully.” Her fingers slid up and down her ample bosom. “Call me Teresa. Please.”

Paul loved the way she continually said that—“please.” It was incredibly hot to think about her saying it again and again while he drove his cock into her. He was getting stiff.

Alex nodded. “All right, Teresa. It’s just that, I mean, I was really hammered when I wrote that, and I’m not really sure that it’s anything that we really—”

Paul, taking in the eyeful of what were Teresa’s seemingly endless physical benefits, elbowed Alex in the arm.

“What my friend is trying to say,” Paul explained, “is that we sort of need to, you know, check your references before we can actually hire you.”

She sighed, pouting a bit. Her lips formed a small heart. “Yes? I thought perhaps it would please strong, big men like you both. Having a girl around who does anything, no questions asked. This is not what you want? You must ask questions, first?”

Alex gulped, Paul grinned, and Teresa continued. “I come to this country for my education. Is very nice so far. But, I have no place to stay so far. But, many skills I have. Cooking. Cleaning. Dressing. I know how to dress in ways the men like. I can dress however big, strong men ask me to.” She giggled. “My body? Is very nice, yes? I do not like to hide it. And so, it is money I need, yes? So, yes? You pay, and I stay?”

Paul had something of a light bulb go off over his head.

“Why don’t you show us that you can clean?” asked Paul.

She smiled warmly. “You want demonstration? Of course.”

Holding her hand out dramatically, she emptied out her tiny purse onto the floor. Spare change, a small wallet, and a few make-up products rolled around. Effortlessly, she bent over at the waist and went to work grabbing each item. Only the barest threads of denim prevented them from seeing her ass completely.

“Oh,” she said, voice soft. “This is very hard, actually. Difficult. I must become closer.”

With an elaborate dip, she slipped down her knees, shaking out her gorgeous golden locks. She crawled around on the floor in her heels, picking up the spare pennies and nickels, dropping them and giggling, and then stretching out her beautiful lithe body to grab them again.

As she stood up, she backed her ass in between Alex and Paul, one cheek of the dynamically-muscled rear touching both of them. She slid upward, pressing against their bodies, their barely-restrained cocks, and shook her hair around, flitting them both in the face. She smelled like spices, old and somehow fresh. Primal.

She took Alex’s hand and then Paul’s, clasping them together into her bosom, where she gave the tips a little kiss.

“Please, Sirs? I very badly need this job. I want to make you both very happy.”

Alex’s mouth hung open, staring at Paul—please make a decision, this look said. Paul nodded.

“You,” said Paul, “are completely hired.”
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FOUR O’CLOCK SATURDAY
 morning, Alex came downstairs, hungry and thirsty, and saw Teresa in the kitchen, peeking in the fridge. The kitchen was large and open, with a small island and lots of marble-topped surfaces. The fridge was the kind that was flush with the cabinets, the doors appearing to be made of the same wooden material.

It had been two nights since she moved in. Mostly it had been uneventful so far, outside of absolutely everything Teresa doing being the clearest definition of a sexual event that Alex had ever seen.

The girl was like liquid sex, leaving hot trails of her hotness everywhere—more than enough to stay permanently turned-on by. Alex found himself trailing after her while she cleaned, watching the shiny locks of her hair or the tight curves of her incredible ass, the bounces of her continuously braless breasts.

She had cleared that with them on her first day—not wearing a bra.

“It is okay, yes? I don’t like them much, and they are not needed, besides. If you want, sometimes, I wear for bed, or maybe for making pretty. Lingerie, and all of that. Is okay? You have no complaints?”

Neither of them did, of course. Watching the foreign beauty’s breasts bounce was like coming in first in some contest they had no idea they had been a part of. She watched them watching her, and seemed to enjoy it.

Certainly, the case could be made for her showing off. Probably it wasn’t necessary for her to do the vacuuming in six-inch heels and a metallic string bikini—but that was how she had done it so far. She had been working for over a half an hour before “suddenly realizing” that the vacuum wasn’t even on. The boys hadn’t noticed either, sipping at beers in their chairs and watching her work.

It was like that with most of her chores so far. Everything had a different outfit. Bikinis for vacuuming. Minidresses for kitchen work. Shorts and tiny tank-top for dusting and general clutter. They didn't request any outfits yet. It was brilliant just watching what she would put on.

Now, in the early morning, presumably up from bed, she wore incredibly small boy shorts and a skimpy white tee that seemed clearly overwhelmed by the volume of tit-flesh that Teresa put out.

Before the dim light of the fridge, her body looked as perfect as it Alex continually thought it was. Her shorts—tiny and clingy—hugged her ass, showing off the perky globes that she had clearly worked hard on. Yesterday, Alex had watched her as she woke up early in the morning to work out. Pilates, mostly. She also explained that frequently she would incorporate lots of yoga and, if it was all right, she would occasionally indulge with Paul and Alex's elliptical machine “if she didn’t feel up to much work.”

Teresa turned and saw him as he entered the kitchen, her plush lips wrapped around the edge of a milk carton. Surprised, her grip faltered, and she spilled the milk all down the front of her tight tank top. In the dim light, he could clearly make out her nipples—hard and erect—the t-shirt plastered against her incredibly supple breasts.

“Oh, nooo,” she moaned, rubbing the milk on her shirt. “You surprise me, big man. So strong. I do not see.”

Alex couldn’t tell if she was legitimately upset or if she just wanted to rub her wet tits together. Either way, the effect on him was to give him a perfectly hard cock, right away.

“Shirt is no good, now.” She shook her head. “I must remove.”

With seemingly no inner-debate whatsoever, she slipped the shirt off—revealing her wet, perfect tits underneath.

God, thought Alex. They were truly amazing. He wanted to call some kind of records book and let them know to stop looking for anything better.

The two of them—him and her—were both practically naked. Both of them without shirts, both of them only in underwear. Alex, without any conscious thinking, let his hand drift to his crotch.

She couldn’t see him do it, he realized. He was angled behind the island in the middle of the kitchen, and she couldn’t really see if he positioned his hand just so and just...watched her. Gasping just slightly, he let the stiff surface of his cock slide against the hardness of the island. His fingers gently massaged his cockhead as he watched her sliding more and more puddles of milk up into her hands from where they had settled in her tight, hot cleavage. Trying to hide his activity, he bent over onto the island with his free hand out.

“Perhaps you could help, yes?” she asked. “The paper towels?”

They were across the way on the counter. He tried to reach with his free hand, and couldn’t make the distance. Trying not to blush, he stood up straighter—rubbing his cock more into the hard island—and shook his head. If he walked over to grab them, she’d certainly see his boner in his boxers. Alex didn’t think he was huge, but he definitely was big enough for someone to notice that.

“You’re...” he shook his head, stroking the head of his cock. Pleasure coursed through his body. “You’re the maid. Clean it up.”

At first, she looked annoyed, which for whatever reason made Alex stroke a little harder. She must have seen him, though—because then she smiled wide.

“I see, yes,” she said with a hot giggle. “Big, strong man wants his little hot maid doing his bidding? This is all part of plan, yes? Scare helpless girl, make her spill milk? You like wet, hot body, yes?”

He couldn’t answer. Her words were turning him on too much. His cock felt so thick, throbbing so hotly...

“Mmm, oh yes. I see very well. I suppose if no help is to be had, then I must clean myself some way...”

Slowly, she reached into the fridge and pulled open a bottle of water. Smiling, she cracked it open, and then poured it over her hair and body. Her tits, already damp from the milk, were cleaned at once, but still sparkling wet. And now the rest of her body was glistening wet as well, her tiny shorts soaked all the way through, perfectly molding to her tight and clearly hairless pussy. Alex stroked harder, unable to help himself. She was so fucking hot! His boxers dropped down, and he gripped his cock with his whole hand.

“You like, yes? Sir enjoys?” she asked, strutting over toward him. “Does Sir enjoy watching his maid working away for him?”

She crossed the plane of the island, and took a long, lustful look down. Her bright blue eyes locked on his cock, now out and free, and she bit her lower lip in open longing, watching him stroke it.

“That’s right.” She slid next to him, nodding encouragingly. Her cheek pressed against his, both of them looking at his cock. “Go on. Stroke it, Sir. Such big, strong, rich man. Please, do not stop? You won’t, will you, Sir?”

He shook his head. He couldn’t even begin to, really. God, her cheek was so very warm against his. Her body so tight and small and hot and busty.

“Please then, Sir. Keep going.” She slipped away, her hands trailing down his torso. “Continue to watch, yes? Watch me clean. For you. Watch me...do your bidding, yes?”

She knelt down then, grabbing all the paper towels, and slowly began cleaning up the mess. She stretched and receded, stretched and receded, wiping up the spilled milk and water, on her knees the whole time. God, her back, her breasts, her hair! All of her so beautiful, so hot. Her muscles so perfectly toned. She cast looks back up at him often and easy, her face filled with lust.

She loved this, he realized. She loved showing off like this. She loved doing what he said.

More than anything, he wanted to command her suck him off, to let him fuck her wild, but he was already so, so, so very close. He didn’t want to just enter her and be done immediately. That would be embarrassing—and god, it felt so good just to stroke with her watching.

“I’m gonna...” he moaned “I’m gonna cum...”

With a long, precious moan, she turned over and got on her knees, nodding and cooing, holding her wet tits together with her soft, soft hands.

“Yes, Sir. My Sir. Big, strong man. Please cum, yes? Please, unleash all of it? I want to see it, Sir. It’s so, so important...”

Grunting, breath shaking his body, he came all over the floor. As bottled up as he had been, there was a lot of it. It spilled into the tiles, hot and gooey. Teresa's eyes lit up anew with each new spurt.

“Oh my, Sir” purred Teresa. “Another mess for me to clean, yes? So much trouble you are. Such a big, big mess you make.”

“I-I can take of it,” he offered, feeling embarrassed.

“Oh, must you?” She leaned down, her mouth right over it, face full of hunger. “I had been looking forward to performing duties for you. I am...rather good at cleaning, yes? The apartment, it is spotless, hmm? Won’t you allow me, please? Please, Sir? Let me lick your mess off the floor, like good maids do?”

“Yes,” he said, still shuddering. He had cum so hard.

And then, as he watched, she licked up his cum off the tile floor in long, hot motions with her tongue. A contented, happy smile arrived on her face as she worked, eyes shining.

Then, she slipped up and kissed him on the cheek.

“Good night, handsome. Let me know if you need me to do any more...cleaning.”

With that, she strutted off, back over to her room.

“Holy cow,” said Alex. “Who am I living with?”
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IT WAS EARLY IN THE
 morning on Saturday, and Paul was going to be late for class. This was fine, he was always late to classes (and especially the once-a-week Saturday classes that lasted for two-and-a-half hours), but he preferred to keep it under twenty minutes after the start of class. There was a certain level of decorum to be respected after all.

But, he still needed a shower, and the water in the bathroom upstairs had been running for nearly half-an-hour now.

Paul banged hard on the door.

“Come on, Alex! Hurry it up.”

Metal and pipes squeaked as the faucets were shut off. He could hear some light steps and a towel being pulled off the rack. Then, the door opened, steam blocking his view. Coughing a bit, he waved his arm, trying to clear it.

“Jeez,” he said. “Thanks for taking all the hot water.”

And then he saw that it wasn’t Alex at all—oh no. It was Teresa, fresh and wet and perfect.

Teresa stepped away, only wearing a towel—and barely that. You could not say it wrapped around the firm, hot cheeks of her ass, because it was held too loosely and stopped entirely too high. The only thing the tiny towel did cover, in fact, were the ends of her nipples, the luscious valley between her legs, and the tiny, toned, tanned torso in between.

“Come now, studly, big man,” she giggled. “Close your jaw, yes? There could be bugs.”

He realized suddenly that he wasn't really dressed to be in front of a woman like her. He wasn't dressed at all, actually—just wearing the boxers he slept in, and that was all.

“Uh...right.” He shook his head. “Why aren’t you using your shower?”

“That shower?” She rolled her eyes. “That shower no has many things I require. Not enough space for me to stretch. No interesting attachments for...interesting needs, yes?”

She was referring, he thought, to the shower-head with its many options. He and Alex, when they first arrived in the apartment, had joked that it was the sort of thing that women used to masturbate with. And now...Teresa had just had all but confirmed their theory.

He took a moment to consider that—Teresa pleasuring herself. Giving herself an orgasm. That perfect face driven on fire with bliss, her mouth opening and closing, her hot, tiny body wet and writhing, begging for more...

And now he was getting a hard-on. He shifted, trying to hide it in the door.

With no ceremony, she dropped her towel down, grabbing a vial off the bathroom counter. Her beautiful, young, perfect body was perfectly exposed to him. Her tits were exquisite, her torso sublime. Her snatch—completely shaved.

“I would ask favor of you,” she said, giving the bottle in her hands a shake. “Could you oil my body?”

“O-oil you?”

He had no idea why someone with such perfect, hot skin would need any oil at all.

“Yes, Sir. Rub oil all up and down my body. It is intimate, yes? As you and I are intimate. Living so close, after all. But perhaps not sexual. I am not able to oil my own back, you see?”

She showed him how she tried—and clearly, she could reach, and was just holding back. She wanted his hands on her. Paul could tell.

“Well?” she said. “You help, yes? Or simply stare at my naked body all day? I admit, both have their advantages, though perhaps you have a preference?”

No doubt about it, Paul would be happy to oblige her.

He squirted the oil onto his hands—it smelled like some kind of flower. Lavender, maybe. It warmed as he rubbed it in his hands. Gingerly, he reached out and gripped her hip, steadying her while he rubbed the oil into her back. He wasn't sure how much pressure she would allow him to apply.

“You’re so strong, yes?” she said. They were in front of the mirror, and he could see the front of her amazing nakedness as he worked. “I’ve seen your muscles. I see them now. So big. Certainly you can touch me harder than that?”

Feeling a bit more confident, he ran his hand up her torso—tight and so amazingly toned. Her body, as luscious as it was, was as hard as a rock in all the right places. She moaned as he touched her—and so, feeling braver than ever, he slipped his oiled hand around her breasts.

That elicited a long, pleasured moan from Teresa's mouth. Her eyes, in the mirror, encouraged him to keep going.

His hands dug into her tits hard now, tweaking the nipples. She moaned even more, pressing her body hard back against his. Steadily, his cock grew and grew—and he knew she could feel it.

“There’s one really
 hard place to oil in proper way,” she said, reaching back and slipping off his boxers.

Her hand, quickly covered in the hot, beautifully-scented oil, wrapped around his cock, slathering it in the warming substance. Then, she turned and pressed her rear against him. Her ass cheeks had firmly planted on either side of his completely stiff cock. Her naked oily body moved up and down, stroking him with the pressure of her hot, toned muscles. His cock head slid up, continuously pushing against the small of her back.

“Oh god, you do such
 good job,” she moaned. “That place is so, so
 hard to do myself...”

He squeezed her big tits harder, using them like handles while he fucked the cheeks of her ass. “I’m doing you right, huh?”

“Yes
, Sir. So
 right.”

He thrust harder and harder, using her entire body to masturbate his cock. It was somehow more demeaning than just fucking her—as he knew he wasn't going to make her cum. Still, though, she seemed to love it—the vicious, hot glint in her eyes letting him know that his every action was pure pleasure for her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum, Teresa. I’m gonna cum all over you...”

“Oh yes, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, yes? Please, give me what I need...I want to spread it all over my body, please...”

The thought of that was just too much. With a yell, he came, erupting all over her back. Breathing heavy, he pushed her against the sink, collapsing and kissing her shoulder softly. His cum had sprayed all up the surface of her tiny, toned back.

As he watched, she used her nimble arms and slipped up all the excess cum into her palm. He expected her to clean it off with a towel or something, but instead, just as she had moaned and promised, she took all the hot, gooey mess and rubbed it on her tits and neck.

“So good,” she exhaled.

Slipping around, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.

“So helpful,” she giggled, and then her face lowered, becoming very sultry. “I feel bad having you pay me when you help me out like that.”

And then she slipped out the door, leaving Paul alone in the bathroom. If not for the drained sensation of his balls and the oily residue in his hands, he might have thought it was a dream.

“Wow,” said Paul, the door shutting. “Who am I living with?”
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LATER THAT SAME DAY
, in the early afternoon, Teresa dropped a vase in the living room as she was dusting.

For whatever reason—their excitement, they both had guessed—she was wearing a French maid's outfit with the tiny black and white dress, white stockings, and high-heeled black pumps. Of course, she looked gorgeous in it.

She dropped the vase right in front of the boys—sitting in the couch in front of the television, craft beers in their hand, they both could see how she simply lost her grip. The vase shattered instantly, spreading out all over the living room floor. Alex got up to help her, but she waved him off, beckoning for her to sit.

Carefully, she stepped around the mess and knelt down before them, crawling close. In her maid's outfit, it was quite the sight. Alex hadn't yet told Paul about his incident earlier that morning—and he had the feeling (though no proof, yet) that Paul had experienced something similar in the bathroom later on.

“My clumsiness does this household great insult.” Teresa, her eyes low, sniffed dramatically. “I must receive punishment.”

Neither of them really knew what she was talking about.

Alex shook his head. “Really, it’s all right. That thing was junk, anyway. I think we barely paid a thousand for it. And you can’t get a good vase for anything less than five figures.”

“So much money,” she put a hand to her mouth. “I must receive all
 punishment.”

Without saying anything else, she crawled forward and then slid up into into Alex’s lap, her perfect ass facing upward. Her arms and face landed in Paul’s lap, right next to Alex.

“Please, Sirs,” she gulped, tears in her eyes. “Punish. Please? I deserve. Please.”

“Punish you how?” asked Alex, disbelieving still.

“Spank. Hit. Slap. I need. I must be taught. Do not break anything again.”

Both of them hesitated, shaking their heads a bit. They mouthed the words to each other. Spank? Slap?

“Please!” Her voice so urgent. “Is so necessary. Please, you must!”

If it had been some other woman, or if he hadn't experienced with her what he experienced the night before, Alex might have ran away. But she had already, within the last twenty-four hours, begged to lick his cum up off the floor. She was a different sort of girl...one that he was learning had very exclusive, very hot needs.

And god, her ass was so tight, so hot...and she wasn't wearing any panties at all under that tiny dress, he found.

Timidly, Alex spanked her.

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding her pelvis down. “Good. Harder, yes? You must teach.”

With some shifting, her hands slipped around both of their cocks, on top of Paul’s loose pants and Alex’s shorts.

“Teach me,” she moaned again. “Punish me. Both of you. Is so good to be punished.”

Paul, shrugging a bit, slapped her across the face. Not hard—just enough to make a loud, hot sound fill the room.

Alex was stunned—not expecting this at all. But Teresa just squeezed their cocks harder, stroking them hard under their shorts.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Punish me, please? I am so bad. I must learn lesson.”

Paul slapped her again, and again, Teresa moaned. Alex could feel her pussy dripping down onto his calves.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, another? With spanking, as well?”

Alex, still timid, spanked her again. Paul, in time with that, slapped her again.

She moaned harder—her pelvis thrashing wildly on Alex’s thigh. She was getting off on this, he realized. She loved
 to be treated like this.

With gusto, now, he spanked her lovely ass hard. Paul, perhaps making the same realization, slapped her face a bit harder as well—hard enough to turn her face red. Teresa loved every second of it, every escalation. It was degrading, humiliating, and perfect for her twisted, hot mind. She loved the feel of their hands on her, using her, abusing her. She loved being made into their servant who needed to be punished and used at every opportunity.

Paul got the idea, apparently, to choke her while he slapped her—and that sealed it. With his hand wrapped around her throat, Alex spanking her with gusto, and Paul slapping her gorgeous face with his free hand, Teresa came, bucking hard and moaning in her native language, filling the air with endless praises of both of them. Her tight, toned body pressed down hard on Alex's thighs, and he could feel the vibration of her pussy as bliss coursed through her.

Alex, watching all this, feeling her gorgeous body thrash against him, feeling so very much in control of this foreign beauty, could not help but come as well. He gripped her ass hard, thrusting up in the air against her beautiful body.

She slipped off both of them, kneeling down completely. Alex saw that Paul had come, too, his pants completely stained.

Teresa smiled and kissed their feet in turn. “My Sirs are so very good to me.”  She turned to the mess for a moment. “I must clean myself, first. Then this broken mess. I learn my lesson well.”

Then she crawled off, presumably to her room, covered in sweat and her own juices.

Paul and Alex took some time, breathing hard.

“Who the hell are we living with?” they asked in unison.
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LATE SATURDAY NIGHT
, six hours after the incident with the vase, Paul and Alex decided they had to make their move. They had just decided this, talking it over in the living room, when they heard the distinctive click of tall tall heels behind them from the entryway.

“Hi boys,” said Teresa.

She looked amazing, of course, but she always looked amazing. Even so, she had managed to outdo herself somehow. A tight blue dress sparkled on her knock-out body, garish and completely gorgeous. Bright jewelry shone in her ears, on her wrists. Every part of her a decoration.

Her legs were the real eyepiece, though. She had on tight black boots, leather, that wrapped all the way up to her thighs. But even then, she had so much leg that there was still a lot of her hot, tanned real estate showing there. And just like real estate, it looked better and better the closer they got.

Both of them just stared at her, slack-jawed. She giggled, apparently rather used to this sort of treatment at this point. Paul felt his cock growing, his thick meat sliding forward happily in his pants.

“I go out for date. This country, it has many friendly people, I find. My cousin, she finds me good man to take me to dinner. Nice boy, she tell me. Of course, my cousin, I believe her. She is pretty. She is one to know a good boy, yes? Is good plan, yes?”

“No,” said Paul. He got up and stepped past her and locked the door. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her face, for once, lost its giggling, girlish charm as confusion set in. “I lose your meaning. Why not? This is good night to go out, yes?”

“It’s a fine night to go out,” said Alex. “Saturday nights are good for that. But you’re not going out.”

“That’s right,” said Paul. “You still have a lot of work left to do here.”

Teresa shook her beautiful head, gorgeous blond locks shimmering. “This is not true. I do all work prescribed. I am very thorough. Now I go out. I am not property, to be kept.”

That last part almost sounded like a dare. She had raised an eyebrow, cocked out her hip with her leg out.

“Maybe you are,” said Paul, gripping her shoulder.

From holding her shoulder—strong hands planted so firmly on her—Paul felt his cock give a healthy jump. He knew it was serious, from that point on, that they were really going to go through with this. Teresa, looking at the hand, merely raised an eyebrow. Some women might have been scared. She was just curious.

“Oh yes? What then do I do instead?” Her hand slid up to Paul’s, rubbing it softly.

“We want our money’s worth,” said Alex, stepping close to her.

“Yeah,” Paul pulled her into the corner now. “You’re not giving us what we deserve.”

Alex flanked her other side. His hand landed on her thigh. She did nothing to stop it—in fact, her thighs opened up, letting him search freely. Alex took advantage, sliding first lower on the cool leather of her boots, and then higher—her flesh so warm and supple.

“Oh yes? And what is it my two men, big and so strong, deserve?”

Paul squeezed her tits, hard. A soft, perfect moan exited from Teresa’s mouth.

“You boys...you men
...so strong,” she purred. “So decisive. I like very much. I am just girl, though. Very silly. No good thoughts. I don’t know how to decide anything.”

Alex’s hand slid all the way up her dress—Paul saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Probably Alex could feel she was wet already. Her pussy folds probably pulsing against his probing fingers.

She gasped, smiling at Paul. “From me, you just have to take what you want. So much better when hot, strong men take charge of a situation and...establish control.”

Working Paul’s shorts down in record time, she slipped his hand around his semi-hard cock, stroking it hard. It felt incredible, like sexual lightning ran through her body and attached itself to him. He didn't mind Alex being right there, not at all. It was hot, she was hot. All of this was amazing.

“Please...teach me how to give you money’s worth? I want to be such
 good maid for you both.”

Paul pushed her down, bending her over at the waist. Alex, timid Alex, had to be encouraged—and so as Paul pushed Teresa's dress up over her waist, he also pushed her beautiful face into Alex's crotch.

“Wait...” said Paul suddenly, almost pained. “Protection. I should...get...”

Teresa turned though, desperate for him to continue. “Please, no!” She bit her beautiful lips. “No protection. Come in me bare, yes? I need. You can make me pregnant...own me completely. Put that cum in my unprotected womb, please, sir?”

Oh god, it was such a risk. But Paul, so turned on, his cock right in front of her needy, hot pussy, didn't care anymore. Fuck it, he thought.

Like it had been made just for him, Paul's cock slid easy into Teresa's open, hot, waiting pussy. She moaned with bliss the second he entered her, her mouth sucking and gasping, needing to be filled by Alex's cock.

Alex was only too happy to oblige her now, slapping her gently—eliciting a moan—before stuffing her hot face with his rich, studly cock. And so then she was bent over between them, completely under their control, being drilled by both young billionaire studs.

They wanted her to enjoy it, of course. Paul slapped her ass hard as he drove into her totally bareback, changing up which cheek he struck as he continued. Alex moaned every time he spanked her—Paul's spankings increased Teresa's moans and fellatio efforts, making it even better for Alex. And every time Alex gave Teresa a little slap, she pushed back harder against Paul's thrusts.

“God, you're such a fucking hottie,” said Paul. “Such a fucking good maid.”

“Yeah,” grunted Alex. “You're our fuckmaid.”

“I'm gonna fill you up, Teresa. I'm gonna fill my girl up. You're gonna be fucking flooded with it, oh god...oh shit...”

Bliss overcame him. His knees locked up, his ass tightened together, and he finally released. He came hard, filling her pussy up with his hot, white sperm. He could see Alex cumming at about the same time, Teresa dutifully swallowing every last drop that she could. Every bit of their white, hot jizz was gleefully taken by this beautiful foreign babe. That was pretty hot.

Even hotter, though, was how their combination fucking had made her cum over and over again. Paul could still feel her pussy pulsing and gripping for several seconds after he came as the throes of orgasmic rapture still gripped her gorgeous body.

After a few moments, they slipped themselves out from her, and they all collapsed to the floor. After a moment, she curled up between them both, holding them in her arms.

“I’m so glad to be your happy fuckmaid,” she purred, kissing one and then the other. “You teach me well. Perhaps I call my cousin who lives on other side of town, and you teach her as well? She is lovely, like me. Needs many lessons in behaving. You will like.”

Paul smiled—and saw Alex smiling too. That sounded like a lot of fun.
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron
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MICHAEL FROM SCHOOL
 walks me home on the biggest day of my life. It's a Friday. He's a muscle-bound, muscle-headed jock, with nothing but sex on his tiny little brain.

Around me, that's easy to fathom. I know I'm the hottest eighteen year-old girl at school. I'm used to guys only thinking about hot, hardcore, endlessly erotic fucking around me. Even my teachers have crushes on me—including the women. Between my angelically proportioned body, my divine face, my long long legs or my big, hot young tits, I'm the total package. I'm everything a lover could ever want.

And I am, as I tell Michael, completely unavailable.

We stop in front of my house.

“What do you mean, unavailable?”

I'm not sure if he means he wants a further explanation, or if it's just too many syllables for him to handle.

Look, here's the deal—Michael is a hunk. By any measure of the word, he's a total stud. He's got thick blonde curls and thick, hard football-ready muscles.

But it doesn't matter, because he's not my Daddy.

“I mean, I don't want to go out with you, Michael. I'm uninterested.”

He scoffs. “What are you, a lesbo or something? I don't mind. I can bang a lesbo.”

I roll my eyes. “No, I'm not . . . look, just go away, okay? No one wants you here. And if you're not out of here by the time my Dad gets home, I'll have him kick your ass.”

He storms off, his thick feet thudding on the pavement.

“Whatever,” he mutters. “You're a slut anyway.”

If only he knew.

My Daddy, Ron, isn't my real Dad, of course.He adopted me and Blake, my adopted brother, when we were both very young. Blake is overseas now, serving in the military. He's been there for two years, visiting only sporadically. I miss Blake horribly, and think about him often...whenever I’m not thinking about Daddy, that is.

Being so alone with my Daddy during these peak years of maturation, I've had a lot of time to develop my feelings for the strong, masculine presence only he provides.

He works all day with his hands, the owner of a small construction firm in the city. Often, he's required to pitch in to make deadlines. So often, as a result, he comes home sweaty and filling the house with his musk.

Those are the nights I cum the very hardest when I masturbate, thinking of him, feeling his presence all around me.

I look completely hot today. As the most popular girl in school, it's pretty much expected, even though I'm eighteen and about to graduate. My tight blue dress clings to my body in all the right places, and my platform sandals show off my calves and ass like all good heels do.

But it's not enough. Not for my Daddy.

Tonight is going to be perfect.

He's been working hard all week long, and he doesn't have to go back to work until Monday. He's been swearing, in the brief hours this week that I've been able to talk to him, that he's going to turn off his cellphone so we can have some quality time together.

I step into my room, and put on my outfit. I'm going to show him what quality time means to me.

[image: ]



AN HOUR LATER, I TAKE
 a deep breath, staring at my tiny little outfit in the mirror. Pure white thigh-high socks decorate my perfect legs, little red bows on the backs of them.

Red polkadotted platform mary janes are on my feet, arching my ass up high underneath my teensy red pleated skirt.

My thin dark sweater is tight over my luscious young breasts, resting on my abdomen, showing just a bit of my toned, tight little tummy. My cleavage is on incredible display, half-globes of luscious teen titflesh ripe for the squeezing and teasing.

The whole ensemble just advertises my pure, virgin hot body, and even with as naughty as each individual piece is, somehow my gorgeous face, my just-too-long mass of gorgeous black tresses that reaches down to my ass makes it somehow innocent.

I giggle. As if, somehow, I came upon how incredibly hot I am by accident.

I need this outfit to be perfect, I need all of me to be perfect, because today's the day. I'm finally going to show Him how I really feel, what he means to me, what I need to be for him.

It's getting close to the time where he should be coming home, now.

I've been preparing for ages, making mental plans, practicing and re-practicing speeches to convince him to have me. I'm so desperately in need of his approval, of his control...and his perfect touch.

I pose in front of the mirror, clasping my hands together up under my bouyant tits and putting on my very best pout.

"Please, Sir.."

Oh god, I hope he thinks I'm pretty enough.

It's not that I think I'm unattractive. Far from it.

Like I said, I know I'm the hottest girl in the school. That's why I'm already the dance team captain (though I act more like the dance team queen, which I know I deserve to, since I'm just so much fucking better
 than the rest of the girls), and why I haven't done any actual homework in ages.

Schoolwork just seems so unimportant when I need to spend all my free time learning and reading about the best recipes, the best cleaning tips, and the top hundred ways to please a strong man.

How else could I possibly be the bestest daughter ever to my big, strong Daddy if I wasn't focused on that sort of thing?

Instead, I let the stupid little weak boys at school get in fights over who gets to do all my lame schoolwork for me—all I want to perfect is Daddy's favorite meals, and to make his home look like the palace he deserves.

All the time, Daddy brings home women that he picks up. He's so handsome and rugged. I can hear him fucking them mercilessly, pounding them against the walls. They stumble out early in the morning, barely able to walk. My cunt gushes with the memory of these half-broken sluts.

Lately, I've heard them calling him “Daddy.” Because he's so strong and dominant, I know it's at his instruction that they do that.

Each girl has been hotter than the last. I watch him take him into his room. I kneel in the doorway, peeking in.

Then, I watch him fuck all the girls he takes home, fingering my hot cunt the whole time. His door is always ajar. It's like he wants me to see.

It's like he wants me to get all jealous and riled up.

I know that, in lots of ways, I'm just a product of my environment. It's totally possible that Daddy's been training my whole life to be his special little fuckdoll. I find that just totally, completely hot. Wouldn’t that be perfect if he had been training me, owning me like that for my whole life?

Fuck. Yes.

And when Daddy gets home in just a few minutes, I'll have him all to myself for the entire weekend. I'm so excited. I know my adopted mother, who Daddy kicked out, will be so
 jealous.

She had been trying to get in the way of Daddy fucking whoever he wanted, always whining and complaining about how many hot cunts he was blessing with his hot Daddyseed. She criticized him for babying me, for keeping me cooped up in the house, for touching me in too familiar a fashion.

Daddy kicked her ass out. That's good. She was just in the way. It was so right
 that he kicked mother out for not understanding his right to fuck whoever he wanted.

Up in my room, brushing my hair so it's as hot and silky and pristine as possible, my pussy gets soaking wet as I think about everything I wish I could do for Daddy.

I wish he would let us suck him off after a hard day's work.

I wish he'd bend me over while I made him a meal, and fuck my face into the counter.

I wish he would keep me locked in his shower with my hands tied behind my back so every morning and evening, I would get a stomach full of his hot cum shot down my throat as he facefucked his precious daughterslut in the shower.

I just need
 him to feel the same. Each little gentle slap of my butt, each playful ruffle of my hair, each time I "jokingly" sit in his lap as he watches television—these have been my little slices of heaven, my pieces of evidence to compile an argument that yes, he wants me too. That no, it isn't just my imagination.

I hope desperately that it isn't just my imagination that his perfectly formed muscles tense up when he sees me brushing my amazing, long dark hair with the bathroom door open. Or that his compliments about my tinier skirts have been him wanting to see me in even tinier
 skirts.

I hear his car pulling up the drive.

I gasp and rush downstairs, pulling his favorite dinner out of the oven and on to the dining room table. A thin, tiny apron covers my sparse outfit. I clasp my hands together, my eyes lighting up as I see the door open.

"Daddy!" I squeal excitedly.

I strut toward him, seeing his eyes widen appreciatively at my presence. He is all hot and sweaty again, just like I'd hoped. His plain blue polo sticks to his muscles. Tight denim jeans hug his ass and couch his enormous fuckmeat between each thigh. His thick, dark hair is in some disarray.

I wrap my hands around his neck and give him a long, deep hug. My hefty young tits crush against his arm.

“I've missed
 you, Daddy,” I coo. “There's dinner waiting for you.”

“Good girl,” he strokes my hair. I smile prettily.

He bites one lip as he looks me up and down.

“You certainly are . . . all dressed up.”

That's putting it lightly. I can see he's trying to be delicate . . . he even looks a little embarrassed
.

I know that's only because I'm turning him on so much.

I just know in my heart that every real owner of a hot babe is just waiting for this day, waiting for the day that his fuckdoll daughter admits to him how big of a heart-throb crush she has on him.

“Don't you like it, Daddy? Don't you like the way I'm dressed?”

“Of course I do, sweetheart. It's just rather . . . revealing.”

I nod happily.

“Isn't it, though?”

“The boys at school must have liked it a whole lot,” he laughs. “I'm surprised I didn't get a phone call or two.”

I shrug.

“They totally would have if I had worn it at school. But I didn't, Daddy. I put it on when I got home today. I got all naked, and showered special . . . because my body was all covered in sweat from dancing, Daddy. That's why I got naked. And showered. And rubbed soap all over and cleaned.”

His grip on my hips tightens.

“Yeah,” he says, nodding. “That's good. That's a good girl.”

“And then I put on this outfit just for my Daddy. I wanted to make sure you came home to a gorgeous good girl.”

“You certainly did.”

His fingers tighten even more.

“So you like it?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” he affirms again, though this time with a squeeze to my hip.

God, his hands are so close to my ass. I can't stand it. I want to slide my hand down to his and guide it down to the perfect curve of my cheeks. But . . . no. I can wait. He'll figure it out.

“You are such a catch, my dear. I'm sure you're going to make some boy at your school really happy.”

My eyes go down. “Oh, maybe so, Daddy, it's just . . .”

He is breathing deeply now. “Yes?”

“Daddy, I don't like
 any of the boys at school. They're not good
 enough for me.”

“Yeah,” he nods, staring deep into my cleavage. “Yeah, not good enough.”

“Right? They don't deserve
 a hot good girl like me.”

His hand starts sliding down my waist. I am sure he notices my breath catching. My big swallow. The way I hold in my breath so that my tits are pressing up and forward.

“I guess it's tough for me to think anybody is good enough for my little girl.”

Now's my chance. I slide forward and press my tits hard against his muscular chest.

Staring deep into his eyes, I lick my lips and say, “You are, Daddy. You're more than good enough.”

I slip up to my tippy toes and kiss him. I can't help it. His stubble is so thick and sexy along his chin. My lips land on his chin softly, and then my teeth come forward and rake his endlessly masculine jaw.

“Cassandra . . .” he breaths. “Don't play games with me.”

“Games, Daddy?”

“You can't act like this just because . . . you think it's funny.”

I kiss him again, along his neck. My hand drops to his crotch, hard stroking the big bulge there, and I slide my other hand over to his and put it on my tight teenage ass.

Moaning, I kiss him there for what feels like days. I've wanted to do this for the longest time.

“Is that funny, Daddy?”

Very calmly, very slowly, his hands come around my neck. He unwraps the apron around my body, like he's unwrapping a present. It falls to the floor, and he takes in a long breath.

One of his hands comes up, hovering over my breast. As if still unsure. I lean forward into his grip. His fingers tighten, and his thumb rubs over my nipple, pushing the flimsy sweater aside. I moan. He can see my complete lack of bra—and how my tits are so perfect that they don't even need one.

“You think you're ready for me, do you, sweetheart?”

He has a smile on his face now, open and leering.

“Oh yes
, Daddy.”

“You know I'm going to fuck you and use you and spit you out. You've seen what I do to the women who come here. I'm going to do the same to you.”

I nod eagerly. “I want it, Daddy. I can handle it. I’m better than those sluts. I want it so bad
.”

“Let's see if you do. Go get me my dinner. I’m hungry.”

Spinning me around, he slaps me on the ass to send me off to the kitchen.

He just makes so fucking wet. I can’t help it. My heart is thumping with desire as I make everything ready in the kitchen.

He sits down at the table. I bring him out his dinner—roast chicken with potatoes and broccoli.

I kneel down next to him as he eats, stroking his thigh needfully. His thick bulge hardens and pushes through his slacks. Salivating, I squeeze his thigh even harder. My hand comes up over his bulge, so tiny and small next to his enormity. I stroke it hard, in love with it, staring up at him with perfect lust.

“May I suck it, Daddy? Please? Can I suck you off as you eat? I've been practicing lots and lots . . . and it's my dream to delight your cock and swallow your cum as you eat a meal I made for you.”

He holds his fork up, considering for a moment.

“Very well. But you have to make sure it's good, or else we're done for the night.”

I’m breathing hard now. “Oh, yes
 Sir. Of course
, Sir!”

He stands up slightly to let me strip off his pants, which I do immediately. I toss them against the wall, getting them completely out of the way. His bare thighs are ripped with muscle. The light is dim in the room already, and underneath the table, all that I can really make out is the fast-hardening head of his monstrously sized meat.

This is it, I tell myself. Dream come true this time.

Gently, tentatively, I slide my tongue down my Daddy’s cock.

The very first cock I’ve ever
 tasted.

It’s warm and a little salty. Delicious.

My tongue runs all the way down to his balls, lapping them up, sucking on them eagerly. One of my slender hands wraps around his thick, hard shaft, pumping him perfectly as I kiss his balls more and more.

Above me, I can hear him groaning a bit between chews.

“Suck it, Cassandra,” he says sternly. “You asked to suck it. Now do it. Be a good girl.”

I nod, my thick hair rubbing against his thigh. “Yes, Daddy!”

Obeying, my lips wrap around the head of his shaft. It’s so big. I have to open my jaw all the way to fit it inside.

For the past few months, I’ve been practicing with vegetables, trying to eliminate my gag reflex. I saw Daddy fucking all those women. I knew he was enormous. I started with celery, and then carrots, and then cucumbers.

It’s a good thing I kept upgrading, because Daddy is even bigger
 up close. His cock practically dwarfs my body, let alone my mouth. Taking him inside of me is like try to swallow an entire sausage all at once. He moves down one hand and pushes me forward more...more...more, stuffing my face full of his beautiful, wonderful cock.

It slides on down my throat. I can feel it bulging in my neck. It’s so fucking good. All I can do is moan appreciatively.

My moans are intelligible, of course, but I’m trying to say “Thank you, Daddy! Thank you so much!”

He starts pumping my head back and forth. I let my muscles relax, allowing him to guide me completely. It’s so good for Daddy to be in control. He should everything about me. He should just run everything.

“I’m gonna cum, good girl,” he gasps above me. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Mmmhmmm!”

“Here it comes, little girl. Brace yourself.”

He unleashes inside of me. First it sprays directly down my throat, the red hot seed pushing down to my tummy straightaway. Then he pulls out a little bit, spraying my face and my body with thick, potent Daddyseed.

God, he fucked my mouth so hard. He fucked my mouth while he ate dinner that I made him. Dream cum true. I can’t believe it.

“You know,” he said finally, breathing a little hard, “this really is good chicken.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say into between deep swallows of his sticky goo.

Stroking him, I realize it takes longer and longer to reach the head of his cock.

“Oh my god, Daddy. Are you hard again already?”

I hear his fork clanging against the plate above me.

“Yes, I am. I'm done with my delicious dinner, and I’m hard for my hot little girl. That was just an appetizer, sweetheart. Are you ready for the main course?”

“Oh yes
, Daddy!” I moan.

This is beyond my wildest imaginings. My Daddy getting hard again almost right away, to fuck my sweetheart Daddyloving pussy. Ohmygoddd.

He picks me up, then, first dragging me by my hair until I’m stood all the way up out from under the table, and then squatting down and tossing me over his shoulder. His hand comes down hard on my ass. Again. Again.

Each new strike, I cry out in a sweet mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I gasp.

We go all the way upstairs to his bedroom. He tosses me on the bed.

“Ask for it, sweetie. Ask for your Daddy’s cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy! Please
, Daddy! Fuck your good girl daughter with your big monster cock! I need it inside of me! I need my Daddy to fuck me so hard, please!”

He gets on top of the bed with me, spreading my legs wide. For a second, he strokes my gorgeous face, the surface of it all shiny with his cum. Then he slides into me. He is gentle at first.

“You're my best girl,” he says softly. “My hot little darling. I'm going to take care of you.”

“I know you are, Daddy!” I moan out hotly. “I love you, Daddy!”

“I love you too, baby girl.”

It hurts just for a bit when he pushes inside of me, but then it’s nothing but pleasure. His thick, hard cock is so big, so good, so perfect and true, and I’ve never felt anything like what I do for him at that moment. I feel like my heart could burst, I adore my Daddy so much. He fucks me so well, so good, his baby girl, the hottest girl in school who’s devoted solely to doing everything that her Daddy wants.

It's so gentle, almost romantic . . . and then his eyes start roaming around my body. My tall tall heels, my sexy socks, my entire pantiless, braless outfit. How I’m already layered with his cum because I’m his complete fucking whore.

He starts to get it.

Daddy making love to me is hot. But that’s it. Just hot.

Daddy fucking me, though? Fucking me hard? My Daddy fucking me out of my silly stupid little girl mind is the reason I exist.

His pumps start to speed up. His cock enters and exits my slick cunt at will, perfectly attuned to the angle of approach, locked in to piledriving my pussy.

“That's it, Daddy,” I moan. “Fuck me hard!”

He speeds up even more. His meat is so thick and perfect inside of my cunt. I've never felt anything so wonderful.

“My hot little daughterslut,” he grunts. “You fucking sexy little girl. You’re such a good whore for Daddy.”

If the rest of my life was spent with my Daddy inside me, filling me, spraying my fertile body with his superhot seed, I would be content.

His hands wrap around my hair, pulling it tight. I love it. I love how he rules me so totally, gripping my tits hard and smashing them, his teeth ripping at my shoulder and taut belly. He’s fucking ruining me for any other kind of man.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I moan hotly. “Don’t hold back! Don’t spill it anywhere else! Cum right in my belly, Daddy, yeah! Please
, Daddy! Cum in my good girl belly!”

“Yeah,” he grunts out. “I’m gonna gift you with my fucking seed, you little slut. Right in your hot fucking daughtercunt. Take it! Take it!”

“Yes Daddy! Yes thank you Daddy!”

He cums as I scream for more, his wonderful gift filling me up entirely. I cum with him—how could I not? This is the culmination of everything I’ve ever wanted in my entire life. I want to be owned by my Daddy, and with his cum inside of me, I finally am.

Bliss rockets through my scorching hot body, the warmth of me matched only by the hotness of his seemingly-endless spurts of cum inside my belly.

Exhausted now, he collapses on top of me. I can feel his magically still-hard cock inside my body, filling up my slick wet folds. It feels so good to have my Daddy’s muscular weight resting on top me, protecting me, keeping me safe from every part of the world.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moan happily, kissing his cheek. “Thank you for making me yours. Thank you for letting me tell you.”

I just needed to get all that off my chest.
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Blake
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I WALK OVER TO THE
 door, checking for the fifth time to make sure it’s unlocked. Then I look out from right inside the doorway, where someone would stand once they opened the door after a long trip.

To the right, there’s the living room, full of comfy couches. To the left, there’s the study where I’ve laid down a series of blankets and some pillows. Right in front of the door is the thick rug, a great place for a hot, sweaty, needy rut with Blake's cock stuffing me silly.

Everything is completely clean. I made sure of it all day, cleaning and recleaning, polishing and repolishing. Every surface shines. The air smells crisp and fresh. The sheets are all turned, the beds all made. Each and every cushion is lovingly pumped and ready to be used. I love my role as housepet for my Daddy, but today, Daddy is out of town, and I belong to someone else.

Or, I want to, at any rate.

I need this to be totally perfect.

I need this to be perfect because today’s the day. At long last, my big brother is coming back home from his military service overseas.

Of course, he’s not my real big brother. My Daddy, Ron, adopted us both at a very young age from different families, but we grew up together. I’d trust him with anything. Blake is in some version of the special forces, and since I’ve turned eighteen, he’s hardly been around. If he had, I probably would have acted before today.

But today he comes back. I’m brimming with excitement, and my pussy is crawling with hot lascivious need. I need to tell him how I feel—I need to tell my big brother how I am so fucking desperate to be his personal loveslave cum dumpster.

I remember when I was very young, I told him about my very first crush. It had been an innocent, temporary thing. I thought I was SO in love with an older boy. When I told Blake, he just shook his head.

“You don’t want that guy,” he said solemnly, stroking my hair. “He’s not good enough for you. Hardly anyone is.”

I took that with me ever since.

And I know that he was completely right. Not
 just anybody was good enough for me. But Blake is.

I’ve had a crush on him now for the longest time. His body is completely chiseled, like he was carved out of the rock of all-that-is-man. He’s silent and strong, never complaining, never saying anything out of line. He’s a real sweetheart underneath all his steely exterior, but somehow, he’s never been with a girlfriend for very long.

I get the feeling, more and more, that it’s my
 fault he’s not with anyone. That he just can’t stop fucking other girls without thinking of me instead.

Most of the girls he’s dated have looked like me, as a matter of fact, though of course they’re not as hot as me. Hardly any girls are—I know that. Everyone in town knows that. It’s an easy thing to figure out when you’re as hot as I am—when you’re born on top of the mountain, it’s easy to see all the people still trying to climb. And that makes me so fucking turned on.

I’m tall, tanned, and gorgeous. I’ve got gorgeous long dark hair that I should practically charge people to see. If I charged the men in this town to jerk off just to the sight of my voluminous, sexy hair instead of fucking their drab old wives, I’d be a millionaire in a matter of weeks.

Of course, if all that was sexy about me was my hair, I’d hardly have good reason to be so arrogant and vain. Luckily for me, I’m the whole package. Of course, I could just tell you that I’m toned, but would that really communicate the achingly sexy turns of my midsection, so solid and complete as my abs connect with my obliques, leading lusciously down into my heartbreaking hips and ass? There’s not a drop of fat on my body, and my tits are enormous fuck-pillows, made for the adoration purely and totally of the Men in my family.

Oh yes, that’s right. Nobody gets to have me but my Daddy...and after today, my big brother. All this is hotness was just purely designed for their pleasure, as far as I’m concerned.

Other men can look, but they don’t get to have my perfect, angelic face looking into their eyes and telling them what a hot little naughty fuckslut whore I need to be just
 for them for the rest of my life. Think about that for a moment—the hottest face you’ve ever seen on a glamour magazine or in a celebrity rag, pouting and needing all the time, just hopping at the chance to do the slightest thing for her man, aching to be used and abused as a domesticated, housecleaning, meal-cooking fuckslut cum guzzling whore who needs more than anything else to be stuffed full of fantastic family cock.

That’s all
 that I am.

It’s too bad Daddy’s out of town, or else today could have been real
 fun. But he was away on business.

So, Blake is coming home from his tour to me, and me alone.

I’ve made sure that the occasion will be a special one for him. Besides arranging every possible room for constant, hot, hardcore fucking, I’ve dressed up just for him.

Decorating my body is the hottest, sluttiest prom gown I could find. My real prom was ages ago—more than five months ago, in fact, before I graduated high school.

But I didn’t go. Nobody at the school deserved me, and I knew I couldn’t go with my Daddy like I would have loved to. Instead, I stayed home with Daddy and sucked him off all night long in sexy pretty bridal lingerie, letting him know that more than anything else, I wanted to be his special daughter fuckwife.

But that didn’t mean I only
 wanted to be Daddy’s fuckwifepet.

Oh no. I need to be my brother’s pet too. He’s always been there for me. Whenever I’ve been sad or down, big bro was always there to let me know how much he cared. So now, I need to show him how much I care.

My gown is golden, with long slits down each leg, showing off my perfect hips and ass. The v-neck is perfectly arranged around my tits, a thick semi-circle of gemstones attending my bountiful young cleavage.

Sleek, hot golden silk gloves adorn my arms, going all the way up to my elbows. I love the way I look in gloves. I think it’s such a classy, hot way to announce to the man you care about that you don’t care about anything practical—you are saying to everyone how you can’t get your hands dirty, you can’t do anything that will make you unclean, because all of you is designed to be your man’s hot fuckdoll decoration who wants to give him a little extra softness as you stroke his big, fat thick cock.

That’s the only way these gloves will get dirty—if they’re covered in a mountain of my big bro’s cum.

Mmm. I can’t wait.

Hot gloves are like long hair—impractical for anything except for being gorgeous and announcing to the world that you want to be some man’s perfect little cockslut. That’s why my hair is so long, so teased and coiffed, its dark surface so shiny and wonderfully arranged. My six-inch heels—golden as well, with long silk ribbon straps that wrap all the way up around my calves and up past my knees—are also good for nothing but an announcement of how badly I want to be seen as a hot little whore.

Topping it all off, I have on the prom queen crown. I came by it legitimately—they gave the silly thing to me at school when I was taking finals. Or, more accurately, when I was hanging out in the hallway as some nerd took the finals for me in a last-ditch effort to prove his love for me.

Apparently, the school tried to give it to some other girl, but there was such an uproar over how I deserved it more—from teachers and students—that she was forced to let it go.

She probably cried about it.

Good.

This is probably the most amount of clothes I've worn at one time for the past few months, ever since I confessed to my Daddy how badly I needed to be his special perfect fuckpet. Usually, when I get home, I take all of my clothes off right away and dress in lingerie. The color is picked by Daddy, the outfit is chosen by me. Then I'll sit in the entryway, kneeling, waiting for him to come home. If I've been very good, he lets me finger my hot teenage cunt while I wait, so desperate to feel his manhood inside me.

The last week or so, Daddy has started choking me while he drills me from behind, spilling his seed deep inside my dripping wet pussy. I begged
 him to do it. It's so fucking hot, feeling him control me like that, feeling him have my life in his hands completely. He told me he wouldn't choke me until I turned him on enough—so I surprised him at his office with a naughty schoolgirl outfit on. He fucked me right there, in his office—and he had to choke my sexy collared neck just to keep everyone from hearing me scream and call him Master.

But my hot fucklord of a DaddyMaster hasn't made any rulings on whether I can fuck my hot big bro or not. Just other men aren't allowed—inferior men, who don't deserve me like my family men do. When I walked out of his office, all choked and fucked, there were open stares from the men in the office. They probably knew what was going on. I didn't care. Daddy doesn't either. He's such an alpha stud that they do anything he says without question, just like me.

He came home that night, fucking me ruthlessly once again, choking me with open relish, telling me how he caught and fired a man who was jerking off in his cubicle, moaning my name.

It always turns me on so much hearing about all the guys that love me, even though all I want to do all day long is make love to the men in my family. Only those men are good enough. They’re the only men I can really trust to never leave me, to treat me the way I really need and deserve.

I can hear the front door knob turning. I get in position at the stairway, pushing my tits up on the banister, one long perfect leg held out sexily.

He comes inside, still in uniform, setting down his big green duffel bag.

“Welcome back, big brother,” I coo happily. “I’m so
 happy you’ve come back!”

His missions overseas were so secret that he couldn't even tell us where he had been. All I know is that he’s definitely been in combat. He’s been able to tell us that over the phone.

God, that’s so hot to think about. My big hot brother fighting man to protect me and keep me safe.

And I know, too, that I need to have him protecting me, holding me tight—I need to have him filling me up and telling me everything will be all right forever. He's so fucking strong, so capable of fighting and defending, that I know I could believe him.

I used to guess that he was in the Middle-East, on the once or twice every six weeks when he could make a phone call.

“No, sis,” he said. “Think farther East.”

“Asia? But we don't have any forces in Asia.”

“Are you sure about that?”

But he wasn't allowed to say anymore.

In the house now, he stands up straight, looking me over with a bemused smile on his face. His neck is flushed, and I can tell he's aroused by the way his eyes focus on my tits, my bared hips.

I strut down the stairs, biting my lower lip in barely-repressed need.

His eyes roam over my outfit as I approach, just as they should. I’m dressed up for him. I belong to him, tonight.

I present myself for him, arching my back, holding my gloved hands up underneath my tits to push them up even more. I know I look fucking gorgeous. I know that half the guys at my old school would die happy just to see me like this—and they’d probably die from jerking themselves off too much, too. I don’t care.

All I care about right now is looking hot for Blake. My skin is shiny and smooth, so obviously made for nothing but touching, adoring, and loving—but only for the right kind of man. I'm so, so very lucky that Blake is just the right kind of man, and that I have him all to myself.

“I guess now I know why you weren’t at the airport to say hello.”

I nod happily, biting my lip, pressing my hot gloved hands hard against my chest.

“I didn’t think anyone would understand,” I breathe. “They wouldn’t understand the way that I need to be yours.”

Quickly, eagerly, I wrap my hands around his waist, drawing him close and nuzzling my cheek against his chin. I can feel his hands, somewhat unsure, moving over my backside.“Do you understand, big bro? I’m all grown up now. I can show you.”

His hands slide up my sides, two of his big fingers pushing into my spine, sending hot thrills through my entire body. I purr with his touch.

Then he pushes me away somewhat, shaking his head with a distant smile on his face.

“You grew up into such a hot little number, sis. I'm sure lots of guys are falling all over themselves to be with you. You don’t need to ruin your life by being with your brother.”

I push forward again. He holds me back in his strong hands. Even though it's not being used how I want, I revel in the feel of his strength on me.

“I don’t care about any of those other guys, big bro. I only want you. Do you like my prom dress?”

He nodded, eyes still a little wide. “Whoever you went with must have fucked...” He took a breath. “...must have really liked it.”

I giggle and smile. My tits bounce invitingly.

“I'm all dressed up like this because I didn't go to prom with anybody, big bro. Nobody at school deserved to go with me.”

“You're goddamn right.”

His response seems automatic. As if he can't help himself, his big, rock-solid arms slide around me and he holds me tight. Possessively. I feel sooo safe. Nothing could go wrong right now, not with him so close. So strong and good and protective. I need him to need me like I need him.

I stare up into his steely eyes, my tits crushed on his uniform, forming appealing half-gloves of pure lust.

“I wanted you to be my prom date, big bro. I want you to be my hot big bro boyfriend sir.”

He moans throatily, catching my chin under his fingers. His lips are so close to mine now.

“You know what happens to hot babes like me on prom night, right?”

“They have a good time?”

I nod. “They have a good time because their studs take them home and fuck them senseless.”

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head, trying to turn away. I stay near him. One of my perfect legs slides up his. “What are we doing? What are you saying?”

“I'm saying I want my hot big bro to hold me tight and fuck me and make me feel all safe. Please? I love you, Blake. I always have. I need you. I need only
 you. I’ll die
 if I can’t have—”

He moans and kisses me then, his hot brother tongue sliding into my mouth, making my little sister tongue all sloppy and wet with his warm saliva. Threads of it slide out of lips when he pulls away, staring at me deeply.

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head again. “I’m glad that you’ve blossomed, and...man, you have blossomed. But you and I both know that something like this can’t happen.”

I pout, fiddling with his uniform’s buttons. They’re actually easy to start moving apart. “Says who?”

“You know who.” He waved a hand. “Society.”

“I don’t care what society has to say. I want to fuck my big brother. I want your big brother cock jamming inside my little sister pussy, showing me what a hot, good slut I can be for you. I want that all
 the time, big bro. I want it right now
. I've set up rooms for us, Blake. We have all
 weekend.”

He is breathing hard, looking down my chest. I position my tits upward so he can see. I want him to look. I want my big brother’s eyes all over me.

“What about...what about Dad?”

I look down, biting a lip.

“Don't worry about him. I don't think he'll mind. If he finds out...” I giggle. “Let's just say he doesn't have much moral authority in the matter.”

“You mean you...you and him...”

His breathing increases, ragged and hot. I can tell the idea of my Daddy fucking me really turns him on. I think that, beyond anything else, it lets him know how serious I am about fucking him. The boundaries are slipping away for him.

“That's right,” I purr. “He's been drilling me nightly. And I love it. I love the cock of my men in me. You're both so special to me...he just...disciplines me, how I need. Lets me be his happy little servant. But that's not all I need, big bro.”

Working swiftly, I drop his pants. He doesn't stop me, doesn't protest. Such good news. He wants this. He just needs a little more convincing. I don't mind. I love convincing him. I start stroking his cock. He's already hard—my brother, so fucking hard just for me! I love it. He loves it too, I can tell...but doubt adorns his face.

“I need a partner,” I say hotly. “Someone I can depend on...a man that I know will treat me right and fuck me hard. I just need so much cock, big bro, and Daddy doesn't have enough. But the two of you together...”

I stroke his cock even harder. Precum starts flowing out of the head, and I smear it around the shaft. My strokes become slick and fast. His giant veiny rod is so fucking big. Eight inches at least. I need it inside me, all that meat, filling me up. Oh my fucking god, I want it so much!

“You're so fucking manly and hot now, big bro,” I coo. “I bet the military has shown you all kinds of hot ways to hold a girl down. Why don’t you show me some of them?”

Hot schlicking sounds from my gloves attending his cock start filling the room. He nods, finally, gyrating his hips into the sizzling hot handjob I'm giving him.

“If this is going to happen, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to.”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe. “I wouldn’t think of doing anything else.”

He moves my hands away from his cock. I groan with need to keep touching it, but I obey. He picks me up with his hands on my waist, enormous biceps bulging. He sets me down right on the rug I’ve arranged in the entryway. Letting out a long breath, he slides on top of my body. His weight is so wonderful, so reassuring. His cock only feels harder and harder as he moves up my thighs, my abdomen. He's smearing my pretty gown with his cum, marking me as his. His hands crawl over my perfection, squeezing my tits harder and harder.

His lips are rough and welcome. Moaning, his tongue slides against mine. My gloved hands pull his face against mine, needing more and more of him. I love him so much. I want to shout it to the world. I love my big brother! I love him!

A smile crosses his face as he sinks his hand down to my pussy. He finds I’m totally bare there...and totally wet. He starts slinking down my body, kissing the soft slutty fabric of my gown.

“I’ve wanted to do this,” he growls, “for a very long time.”

I can’t fucking believe it, but my super stud military big brother goes down on me right then and there. He starts relentlessly eating my pussy. His lips push purposefully against my hot little clit, his tongue flicking out rhythmically. He grips my ass hard, harder, harder.
 I feel like I'm almost in the way
 of my own pussy for him. That's so hot.

He picks me up, his grip ironclad on my ass, still licking me with perfect rhythm. He bends me backward, my legs wrapped around his head, and he just drives his tongue against my clit again and again. Soon, I'm doing a handstand, bent over backwards as he licks my tight hot young teen pussy.

“Oh my god,” I moan into the rug. “Oh my god, Blake! Blake! Yes, Blake!”

His licking only increases. His tongue so lithe, so agile and strong. I love everything it’s doing. I love how he's bent me over. I can't get away, I can only need more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moan.

I really am. I've never felt anything like this, not even with Daddy! He only licks me harder, his frequency increasing.

“I’m gonna cum! I-I-I’m go-gonna ohhhh Blake!”

His licks transform into hot, wet kisses as my orgasm arrives. The bliss finally boils over and the hot waves of orgasm spread through my body. Bent in half how I am, I still thrash and turn, my gorgeous young hot body so perfectly shaped to have just this exact feeling, to be rippling with lust and vibrating with such complete pleasure.

He moves my legs down from around his head to around his waist. I move my head around, and he's on top of me now in missionary position. I lock my heels where they are, pulling him in. He rips at my gown, sliding his perfect, pleasure-giving tongue over my tits. For several moments as I enjoy the post-orgasm bliss, he sucks at my hot young nipples.

Then, he whispers in my ear the hottest, most absolutely perfect thing I’ve ever heard in my life.

“I want to be inside you. Now.”

I can smell his breath, tasting just like my sexy hot teen cunt. I whimper out a yes.

“I need it too. I love you, Blake. I need my big bro inside me so bad.”

I can feel the length of his fully-hard cock sliding against my thighs and ass. It’s so big. It’s as big as Daddy’s—maybe even bigger!

With a long, shuddering sigh, he spreads my legs just slightly and enters my hot young pussy with his completely unprotected cock. His big, hulking rod fills me up, his military-carved muscles so hard and chiseled in the dim light of the room.

“Oh fuck, Blake,” I moan, running my gloved hands up his rock hard body. “You’re so good!”

I've never felt
 like this, so alive, so needy all at once! I just know his cock has been waiting for me for so long, just like I've been waiting for his. I've never felt so fertile in all my life.

“Yeah,” he grunts, thrusting slowly into me, taking his time. “Oh yeah, my hot sister babe.”

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me, brother! Fuck your hot sister's hot little pussy!”

He unclasps my legs from around his waist and positions them forward, framing my gorgeous face with my high-high heels. The position allows him to thrust in me unencumbered. He rams harder and harder, his length freeflowing into my pussy.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “So tight. My little sister is so fucking tight.”

“That’s right, big bro. You’re so fucking big that my little sister pussy can barely handle it. You’ll ruin me, big bro.”

That seemed to excite him a lot. Ruining me. Making me only fit for a cock like his. I’m in love with the idea myself. I can feel his body tensing up, his orgasm fast approaching. He must love that idea as much as I do. That’s so fucking hot. Big bro and little sis, thinking alike, having the same exact thoughts about fucking each other.

“Ruin
 me, Blake! Ruin your little sister! Fuck me until I’m broken for you! Put...put a baby in me,
 please! Please, big bro! Please please!”

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum, sis. I'm gonna fucking fill you up.”

“Yes, please!” I moan excitedly. “Please fill me up! Please, big bro! Please let me fill your big fat fucking cock fill me up with your hot big brother seed, oh fucking please
.”

My voice gets almost raspy with my begging, my need. His incredible hot goo explodes inside me, filling up my fertile body, and I cum again with him. I can't fucking believe it, cumming like that again so fast. My big brother is so good! The pleasure is too much, and I think I black out for several seconds, completely enraptured with his beautiful cock inside me, showing me how much he cares for me.

When I come to, he's staring down at me, clearly as in love with me as I am with him.

“Thank you, big bro,” I moan. “I love you so much. I needed you to fuck me like that.”

“I love you too, sis,” he whispers, kissing my beautiful face. “Thank you for telling me.”

“I'm so fucking lucky you're my big bro. You make me feel so good. So safe.”

I just needed to tell him that. The need to confess my adoration for him was burning up inside me. We have the whole rest of the weekend to explore how much I can do for him. Now all I need to do is get my Big Bro and Daddy together to let loose one last big secret.
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron & Blake
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I DO ONE FINAL PASS
 of the game room. They’re both out right now, my men. I have to make sure everything is perfect before they return home. They are each expecting to fill me up. And oh god, I want them to. I want them to get me as pregnant as possible.

Over the past few months, I’ve become the perfect housepet for my adoptive father, Ron, and for Blake, who Ron also adopted a long time ago. I clean for them. I cook for them. I dress up for them.

In exchange, my Daddy and Big Bro stuff me full of their big cocks whenever I want them to. Or, whenever they want to—which is, again, when I want them to. It’s a perfect, wonderful little life.

Except for one thing—they both have started to resent that the other gets to have me.

The other night, they were each home for an hour...and they had a fight. Daddy was leering at me, making my knees all weak, and Blake slapped my ass just like I deserve for being his hot little bitch, and then they got into the worst scuffle. Eventually they stopped, but not before both of them got black eyes and sore necks.

It's just completely silly, the way they're competing. Other men? Men outside my family? They should be completely fucking jealous of them. I'm incredibly gorgeous, and I love every second of it.

But my Daddy is my Man. And Blake is my Man, too. And I need them both to understand how they both
 are my Men.

The only way to get them to understand that is for them to fuck me at the same time. And when they do, I have a bigger game in mind. You see, the only way to really seal the deal is I’m fucked so full of their cum that I’m completely fucking pregnant.

They've been fucking my unprotected pussy for some time now, but I'm not pregnant yet. And I need
 to be. I need them my men to pump me so full of cum that I get more pregnant than anybody ever has been. And I need them to do it at the same time. I want my Daddy and Big Bro to double-team me until I can't walk.

If I’m not fertile, then there’s simply no balance in the universe. I don’t believe that a girl as perfectly hot as I am—with my angelic face, rich long black curls, bouncy 36D breasts, and tight toned body—could be put on this earth to do much of anything else outside of fucking the men most suited for her and get filled with lots of babies like a proper woman.

Everything in the game room seems to be in place, passing the inspection of my discerning eye. The couch is free of obstructions—if they want to pin me down on top of it, stuffing my holes full of their big cocks, they’ll be able to. Or if they want to push me down onto the carpet, there’s nothing there that will get in their way. The rug is soft and plush, so their knees will easily be able to handle the different positions.

If, for some reason, they can contain themselves long enough to take me to the bedroom (which I would almost take as an affront, seeing as how perfectly sexy I look today), there are no obstacles in their way as they carry me or as I crawl after them, begging for more.

I am quite happy with either, being held and carried around or crawling after their thick, masculine bodies.

For the first time in a long time, both my men are going to be home this weekend. Usually, Daddy’s work has him working during the weekend, or Blake is out working at his job or doing his monthly drilling with the military.

So, usually, when one is home, the other isn’t. The schedules just haven’t worked out. Perhaps that has been for the best—they do have a lot of aggression toward each other, after all. They each want to be the only man to fuck me. Somehow, I need to make them understand that it can be just as good if they work together to fuck my perfect eighteen year-old cunt.

It’s late fall now, and I’m almost done with my first semester of college. I’ve had all kinds of propositions for dates, of course—even some of my professors have looked interested. Who fucking wouldn’t be? I’m a goddess.

I’m not interested in them, though. I don’t need any extra men in my life. All I need is my perfect Daddy, and my wonderful Big Bro. They’re more than enough men for me. And it’s all I can do to hope that I’m enough woman for the both of them.

Every day of my life is filled with my Daddy and Big Bro’s cocks.

Last night was Daddy’s turn, drilling me silly as I washed the dishes for him. The night before, I was with Blake, sucking him off while he watched a movie. Even so, all this raunchy, hardcore fucking . . . it just hasn't been enough.

I want my men to own me completely. I want to leave no doubt in their minds how completely I am theirs. They might still think this is a temporary thing. That I’ll get my fix of family cock, and move on to conquests that are somehow bigger or better.

But it's not a temporary thing. It's not a “for-now” thing. This is forever.

But do they know that? Do my wonderful men know how badly I need both of them in my life, forever?

Not just one or the other will do. I need both cocks in my life. My hot Daddy cock and my hot Big Bro cock. The sweet dominating power of my Master and the hot lovemaking prowess of my Stud. I need them filling me up at the same time, spilling their hot, gooey, lifegiving seed inside of me and proving to everyone what a complete slut I am for them and them alone.

Only having them fill me up and making me their personal broodmare fuckslut will let them know for sure. I need them to get me so totally pregnant. I need to have their babies. Then we’ll be a real family, forever. I need it. I need them to make me theirs in mind, soul, and especially body.

I’m all dressed up special just for them, as always. Over the past few months, I’ve gotten more and more creative with my outfits as I’ve learned what each of my hunks likes.

Blake really, really loves it when I wear gloves and short skirts. Daddy loves low-cut tops showing off my big tits, and hot high-heeled boots.

So, tonight is a compromise. I wear a tiny red minidress, its soft surface tight around my hips and clinging to the heavy globes of my sexy teenage tits. The loop of bare skin around my neck swoops low into my cleavage, showing off an incredible amount of the young, luscious skin I have available. Elbow-length leather gloves slide up tight around my toned arms. My legs are encased in matching black skintight leather boots that wrap up all the way up around my lovely, fit thighs. The heels are almost dangerously high—more than six inches—but I’ve been practicing walking in high heels a lot lately for my Daddy, and I can strut in them easily.

I look dynamite in this outfit, and both men shouldn’t be able to resist fucking me. I want my brother and Daddy to gangbang the shit out of me as soon as they walk through the door tonight.

I look down at myself, sliding my leather gloves up my hot teenage body. I love the way it looks when my leather-bound hands slide up around my tits, squeezing them together. I wish I had my brother’s cock between my big heavy globes, his precum spilling out and just making my tits slipperier...

Now I’m starting to get moist, the folds of my pussy wettening. For a moment, I consider pushing a hand up underneath the tight red fabric of my minidress to pleasure my pussy for a minute...but then I hear a car drive up. And then another, right after.

They’re both
 home. Oh, wonderful!

“Good evening, Sire,” I purr as my Daddy walks through the door in the entryway.

He is a large man, bulky with thick muscles. He has started wearing a beard, his dark hair highlighting the squareness of his jaw.

I can see he wants to kiss me, to hold me and take me immediately. But he stops, because Blake is right there. Blake is a bit leaner than Daddy, but still perfectly chiseled. I love licking his abs and moving my hands up and down his incredibly defined back. His shoulders are like beautiful rocks.

“Good evening, Stud,” I purr to Blake, running a gloved hand down my sex appeal-oozing side.

They each nod, a bit frozen, not knowing what to do. The want on their faces is completely tangible...and so is the dislike for the other. It’s time to fix all of that.

I strut forward in my sexy boots and grab Daddy’s hand, and then Blake’s.

“Come with me,” I purr, leading them back into the game room.

The game room is right next to the entryway, across from the living room.

I sit Blake down on the couch, and then Daddy next to him. Then I kneel down in front of them. My leather gloved hands stay on their knees.

“We have something to discuss,” I announce. “Something we need to clear the air about.”

I can tell from the looks on their still-bruised faces that they know what this is about.

“Cassandra, I don’t know that we really have to talk about all of this,” Blake says.

Daddy nods. “Yeah. There’s no call for it.”

I struggle not to roll my eyes. “Of course there is, boys. We’re a family. We discuss matters of importance.”

I take a deep breath, enjoying how both of their pairs of eyes lock onto my hot cleavage, trapped in this tiny, tiny dress.

“Now, I know you both know you've both been fucking me.”

They each nod, somewhat sheepish in front of the other. That's cute. They’re each so dominant and manly! I need them to understand how they shouldn’t have any shame in front of me.

“You've been fucking me hard. And long. And beautifully. I've loved each and every second of it. You're both wonderful. And I'm so
 sad it's caused such animosity between you . . . because you're both so very dear to me.”

My hands slide up their thighs, together. I get to feel both of them, like this, at the same time! I can hardly contain myself. I want to just dive on their cocks right away.

“Cassandra...” Daddy’s voice takes a warning tone.

For once, I choose to ignore it.

“You’re both
 my men. My perfect, perfect men. And I want you both to fuck me hard, forever. I want my Daddy’s cock inside me...and I want my Big Bro’s cock inside me. I want you to fuck me stupid, all the time. I want you to, whenever you can, to fuck me at the same time.”

My Big Bro lets out a hot, ragged breath as my gloved hand unzips his pants. He likes my gloves so much. I start stroking his cock first. Daddy looks somewhat displeased, so I put more of my young teen tits on his leg, biting my lower lip with the naughty sort of look I know he loves. Then I start to stroke his fast-developing hardness as well.

Each of them moans.

“Now, you see? Isn’t that nice? Both of you getting hard, together. Both of you getting hard for me. You both agree about so much
...wouldn’t it be hot if you agreed about this?”

They didn’t seem to know how to respond. Their cocks certainly did, though, getting harder and harder in my gloved hands.

“You both want me in your lives, right? Well I need both of my men’s big, hard thick cocks in me if I’m going to stay here. I just need them
...I need them both.
”

I slip forward and wrap my lips around Daddy’s cock. His reward for being so nice when I started stroking Blake first. My tongue slips around his sexy, big meat, and I roll my eyes back and moan as I taste him.

I can hear Blake mutter, “Oh fuck that’s hot.”

With a smile and a giggle, I pop my lips off of Daddy and slide over to Big Bro, giving Daddy a show as I shake my ass a bit, sliding my tongue around Blake’s cockhead and then moaning as I lower on down. I keep stroking Daddy, just as I keep stroking Blake, perfect rhythm, the same attention for both.

Daddy groans, “Fuck, my little girl...”

Once more I pop off the hot manly cock, continuing to stroke both of them. They’re harder now, both of them. I can feel their steel rods pushing out against the soft leather of my gloved hands.

“Isn’t that nice, Sirs? Isn’t that so good, your little family slut pleasing your cocks at the same time?”

“Y-yeah,” Daddy grunts.

“Oh yeah,” says Blake.

I nod happily, my tits bouncing. “That’s sooo good, Sirs. I’m sooo happy to please you both. Do you want to know what would please me the most, right now?”

In unison, they both ask, “What?”

“I want you both to fuck me,” I bite my lip, my eyes filling with need. “I want you to fuck me right in my unprotected pussy, and fill me up with your hot, impregnating seed.”

Daddy grins. Blake gulps a little, but is still clearly turned on. My thumbs run over the precum-slippery heads of their cocks. The precum oozes out so perfectly. It's so hot. I want to wear a suit of it.

“That’s right, Sirs. I want your babies. I want babies from you both. I want you each to fill me up with fucking triplets.”

“Oh fuck,” says Daddy. He reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair.

“Christ,” says Blake. “Fuck, Cassandra.”

Blake reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair as well. Their hands touch...and they don't seem to mind. Mmmph. That's so good.

My tits are bouncing against Daddy’s knees now, I’m stroking their cocks so hard. My hair falls into Blake’s lap. I can feel his fingers and Daddy's slide over each other's as he watches me stroking him, stroking Daddy.

“That's right, my Sirs. I need you to fill me up, again and again, bathing and overwhelming me with your thick hot baby batter. I need you to fuck as many babies in me as I can carry. We have to make sure both
 of you fill me up with your seed. It's important
. Your cum, each of your cum . . . it's holy
 to me. I worship you both. Won’t you do it? Won’t you give your sisterdaughterslave the holiness she needs inside of her?”

“Yes,” says Daddy. “We sure can, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” says Blake. “We’ll fuck you until you can’t move, babe.”

My heart sings with joy. My pussy drips with anticipation.

“Thank you so much
,” I purr. “Who wants to go first?”

“I'm the father here,” says Daddy. “I'm first.”

Blake looks disappointed. I can't have that.

“Mmm, yummy,” I purr, moving over to Blake’s lap. “That means I get to suck my Big Bro off first.”

I slide my mouth over his cock again, this time taking his full length down my throat. My eyes are closed, but I can hear Daddy getting up and tossing his pants aside. His ripped, muscular body pushes up behind me and stands me up on my high heels, so I’m bent over completely as I suckle down on Blake’s hard rod.

Gripping me around my leather boot-clad thighs, Daddy shoves into my red hot pussy. His cock is so fucking huge. I can feel my cunt walls straining just to accommodate his monstrous length.

Daddy, fucking me from behind, slaps my ass raw. Again and again his hand comes down as my big bro fucks my whore sister mouth. As Daddy fucks me, he just pushes me harder onto Blake's cock.

“You're fucking her so hard,” says Blake. “You're fucking our slut just right.”

“Fuck yeah,” Daddy moans, pumping into me. “Is she sucking you off like a good girl? Is she doing her duty?”

“She so fucking is. She's gonna make me cum down her throat.”

I squeal with need. Oh fuck, I want them filling me up so bad! My hot teen body can barely take so much need, so much desire for these two.

“She's gonna make me cum, too.” Daddy slaps my ass again, and then squeezes my perfectly firm flesh there. “Are you ready for it, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy's cum?”

My mouth sliding around Blake's pulsating cock, all I can do is moan and groan in affirmative. I'm so ready.

Blake is ready too.

“I'm gonna cum,” he breathes, his ab muscles so sexy and tight. “I'm gonna cum right in my whore sister's mouth.”

“I can feel it too,” says Daddy. “I’m so fucking close.”

“Fuck her, Dad. Fuck my sister. Fuck your little slaveslut. Make her yours. Fuck her like she needs. Give her that fucking baby. Put a fucking baby in your daughter.”

It's too much for Daddy. He slaps my ass again and explodes inside of me, filling my ass with his liquid warmth. Blake releases at the same time, coating my throat with his seed. He pulls out after a moment, his hot goo exploding still all over my face. My fuckholes and my body are so covered in my family's cum. My teenage family fuckslut body is completely filled.

I slide out from Daddy’s grip and turn around. I'm not done.

You see, this has to be fair. They have to know that this is all about fairness. They both
 get what the other
 gets. So if Daddy's going to fuck my pussy, then my Stud should too.

I slide my cum-splashed lips Daddy’s still-trembling cock, my leather gloved hands gripping his ass hard as I abuse myself on his cock. It stiffens as my mouth slides over it—my holes are perfect for my Men, made to keep them so hard and warm.

My pussy, dripping cum, is right in front of Blake’s face. He's still sitting down.

“Fuck my pussy, Blake!” I coo, popping my mouth off of Daddy’s cock just enough to beg. “Please fuck me right away!”

Not willing to let me beg for long, my Daddy shoves his cock back inside my mouth, which is still coated with Blake's cum. The thick layer of cum from my Big Bro helps to lube my throat and lips as Daddy shoves inside of me again and again. His member gets stiffer and stiffer as it fills me up.

Even with my eyes closed as I luxuriate in sucking my Daddy's cock, I can hear Blake standing up and kicking his pants aside, just like Daddy did.

In my pussy, Blake finds a similar situation to what Daddy found with my mouth. His cock is just as big as Daddy’s, but now that I’ve been soaked inside with Daddy’s cum, my pussy takes him easily. His gargantuan meat pushes hard against the tight confines of my cunt, but everything there is so wet, so ready to be fucked forever. My tight, perfect snatch is already so completely lubed up that his cock is immediately hard, and his thrusts are immediately fast and furious. It seems like he can't wait to fill me full of his hot impregnating seed.

I can't wait for his cum to fill me too. I can feel Daddy's sweet goo dripping out of me, splashing on the ground as Blake drives into me.

“Fuck her, Blake,” groans Daddy. “Fuck your sister. Put your babies inside her. Make her give you those triplets. Take her cunt like you deserve.

Just like when Daddy was fucking me, every hot thrust of Blake shoves me harder into Daddy’s cock, forcing his amazing length deeper and deeper. I love the taste of his meat. I love BOTH of their perfect meat rods, shoving into me so fucking hard.

Blake shoves inside of me, groaning and moaning. He’s gonna cum, I can tell.

“Oh fuck, Cassandra. Cassandra...Cassandra...”

“That’s it, Blake,” says Daddy. “You fuck my daughter. You fuck our good girl. You fuck her right. You teach her how to be ours.”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Yeah, I'm gonna fucking breed her and give her that big fucking baby bump, oh god yeah...”

Squeezing my slapped-raw ass tight, my big bro comes right inside my pussy, filling me full of his hot impregnating sperm. I squeeze so tight as he comes, wanting none of it to spill. It’s so fucking good and hot, and just for me. My Daddy comes with him, grunting out hotly.

“Fucking give her those babies,” he moans, spurting down my throat. “Give them to her, yeah.”

His cum spurts all over my mouth even as Blake is still spilling inside of me. I slip his cock out and jerk it off, so his last hot spurts right on my face. For more than a minute, I just sit there, kissing Daddy's cock, feeling Blake's wonderful hardness inside my pussy. Then Blake slips out to sit down, and Daddy joins him.

We end it where we began. I sit my cum-soaked body in front of them, stroking their throbbing, hot cocks.

“Do you think you can show me how you own me? You both fucking own me. Look at all this cum on my face, you fucking Stud Master fucklords. Can you mark me again?”

They nod, each smiling. Their shoulders are leaning against each other, their heads nuzzling on one another. With a hot smile, I take my cum-soaked leather gloved hands and stroke them again.

Within short order, they're hard again for me. I'm so fucking hot. I must be so gorgeous to get them hard three times in a row.

“Look at her,” says Blake. “Look at our little family cockslut.”

“Our fucking slave,” says Daddy.

“Our incest whore. You'll take our whole fucking brood, won't you slut?”

I nod happily.

“I'll have all your babies. Every last one. Please mark me! Please mark me as yours!”

“Oh yeah, you're fucking ours,” groans Blake.

Their hands have crossed on each other's thighs. Their squeezing each other, even as they stroke my gorgeous, thick dark hair.

“So fucking ours. We're gonna cum for you, sweetie.”

“Yes, please! Cum for me, my Men,” I moan. “Please cum right in my face. Please shower me with your cum. With both of your fucking hot cocks full of cum, please! I need you to drown me in it. I need to be covered in it totally. Please.”

I can feel them both tensing up. I increase the tempo of my strokes.

“Y-yeah,” they each grunt. “Yeah...”

“Shower your princess. Shower your fucking incest slut. Shower your hot sexy baby girl sisterdaughter. Please, my Men. Please, Sirs. Please!”

They each start to groan. Within seconds, my Daddy and Big Bro's seed fountains on to my face. It all mixes together, soaking my face and my neck and chest entirely. I feel washed clean, overwhelmed with bliss. All their seed, all their happiness, and I get to bathe in it.

For several moments, they just stare at all the cum overlapping my face. I lick up as much of it as I can. Then I take a leather-gloved finger and start to gather it up, swallowing it down. It's so salty and delicious.

With a grateful moan, I crawl up into their laps, curling into a ball. I feel so safe and good, their strong arms wrapping around me possessively. They hold hands, each pulling me tighter. I know they’ll never fight over me again.

Inside my belly, there is a tremendous warmth. I feel so full, so happy, so good. I just know I'm pregnant. I have to be.

I have
 to be.
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Big Pop's Big Load
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MELANIE STEPPED OUT
 of the car, waving goodbye to Dawn and Rachel. Her slim, toned body was still damp with the sweat she had built up over the last two hours, and as a result her tanned skin was shiny and her blond hair—bunched up in a cute pony tail—was somewhat of a mess.

“See you guys tomorrow!” she said exuberantly. “Great practice today!”

They smiled and waved back as the car pulled away. It really had been a terrific practice. Thursday practices usually were, with everybody getting excited for the weekends. Everyone on the squad was learning their routines well, and their expertise was getting to a point where Melanie hardly felt she had to double-check on each girl as she led the cheers. As the eighteen year-old cheerleading captain at Pine River High School, she had a lot of responsibilities, and it was nice to be relieved of one.

Being beautiful was certainly one of those responsibilities, and Melanie had little trouble there. Blond, slender, and busty, she knew she was the total package, and so did everyone at her school.

She enjoyed it, though she didn’t try rubbing people’s faces in it. She just knew that there were tons of advantages to being pretty, and liked milking them when she could. She got free food, free clothes, and lots of help with studying. Just last week at the movie theater, some hapless usher with ten kinds of a crush on her hot bod let her in for free, and all her friends too.

Of course, he had thought maybe he would get a date out of the arrangement. As if.

Melanie had a lot of feelings about the boys at school, but most of them boiled down to the simple fact that she just didn’t think they were man enough for her. Melanie had hot, complex fantasies all the time, and often made use of the school bathrooms to indulge her pussy’s scorching hot desires.

Almost every single one of her fantasies boiled down to just one man—her stepfather, Alec.

The late afternoon air was cool and breezy against Melanie’s skin. She wore her tight, tight red shorts, framing her heart-shaped ass perfectly. Her perky 36DD tits bounced firmly in her blue sports bra, and tight knee-high socks ran up her beautifully tanned legs. In the driveway, Melanie noticed that the car of her stepfather, Alec, was parked.

Her Daddy was home. Mmmph. That was so great. Her pussy began to moisten just from the thought.

Maybe if she was lucky, he’d invite her to watch TV with him later and they could snuggle. If she got too hot and bothered doing that, she would run to the bathroom and finger her pussy until she came, biting a towel to muffle her screams. Then she’d strut back and snuggle right back next to him and snuggle once more, now reeking of sex.

She was only able to do those sorts of things when her mother Ruth was out of town, like she was now. Ruth (Melanie hardly ever called her “mother” or even “mom”) was out of town a lot for business, and would be gone for the rest of the week.

Melanie loved her Ruth, after a fashion, but of course her most vitriolic emotion toward Ruth was pure, unrestrained jealousy that she got to go to bed with Alec every single night. Melanie would do anything to wrap her hand around her Daddy’s cock, to guide him inside her, to wrap her legs around him SO tight and never let him pull out...

Taking a breath, she stepped through the front door of the house. It wouldn’t do to be a complete mess when she walked inside.

“Hiii, Daddy!” she called out.

“In here,” he called.

His voice came from the kitchen. He sounded a bit aggravated. Melanie wondered what was the matter.

For her Daddy, she always tried to be the model little girl. She never wanted him to have any reason to think poorly of her, ever. That was why she used her looks to get the best grades, and worked so hard to be an inspiring leader to the other girls on the cheerleading team, so that she could win tons of awards just for her Daddy.

She moved through the small two-story house, looking for her Daddy, hoping to put a smile on his face. The house was a bit cluttered, as was usual—Melanie tried to keep it clean for Daddy, but without her mother around to help, it just didn’t happen most of the time. Of course, Daddy didn’t do any of the cleaning—he was a man, after all. The man of the house. Her mother sometimes complained about that, but Melanie knew that was just the proper way for a man to be.

The lights were mostly off, and with the light fading outside, much of the house was dark. She found her Daddy sitting there in the kitchen, a grim look on his handsome face. He was handsome all around. Often she stole looks at him as he was working out with weights in the basement. He was totally jacked, keeping close tabs on his diet so he was almost bereft of body fat. His hair was dark, his chin thick with a handsome curly beard.

He looked mad at her, almost. Melanie couldn’t fathom why.

And even mad, she just loved
 him so much. She wanted to do everything her Daddy said. She wished, in fact, that he told her to do more and more. She would meet each new task with a smile, and a completely gushing pussy.

Some day, she would work up the nerve to tell him. She would slide on his lap like she always did and whisper in his ear, “Take me, Daddy. Spank me rotten and fuck me to my core. Please, Sir?”

It wouldn’t be today, of course, but she liked to dream.

She dreamed especially of having her Daddy fill her full of his sperm and not let her get up off the bed until she was good and pregnant. God, wouldn’t that be so fucking hot, to get pregnant for her Daddy just like he deserved? To just be his little broodpet, his hot little domesticated fuckmare that wanted to get pregnant for him anytime he wanted.

Of course, she said none of those things to him.

“What’s up, Daddy?” She kept her voice bright and cheerful.

He leaned forward onto the table, crossing his legs. Next to him was her notebook computer. The top two buttons of his dark dress shirt were undone, revealing the mass of dark, curly hair beneath. She bit her lip slightly, trying to repress her moan of arousal at seeing it. It was a practiced exercise with her, repressing her arousal around her Daddy.

“I was searching through your computer, looking for some recipes. You know, those brownies you make? I wanted to take them into work tomorrow.”

Oh. Oh no.

Well, that was fine, so long as he hadn’t looked through all her nested folders.

“Then I found a series of nested folders. Do you know what I found in those, Melanie?”

She gulped.

“I can...I can explain!”

“Can you? All those stories, Melanie. All these...pictures.”

She hung her head in shame.

“Stories of hot teenagers fucking their stepfathers. Pictures of hot young barely legal teens before older men. So many of them had captions. You know what they said. These teen girls begging for Daddy.”

She nodded. The names of the files had “Daddy” in them too.

HowiwantDaddytofillmeup078.

Daddysbigbeautifulcock032.

994Daddyslittlegirlinpleatedskirt.

His voice was thick, now. His eyes narrow. “Pregnant girls, too. So many of them, so very pregnant.”

His face was getting...was it getting hot
? Flushed?

He stood up. She tilted her head up, following his legs...and stopped at his crotch. There was a clear, evident bulge there. He stepped across the kitchen and put a hand on her shoulder, the other stroking her hair.

“Is that what you really want, my little girl? Do you want to feel Daddy inside of you?”

His bulge, so big, so manly, so dominating, was right there for the taking. She slid her hand forward tentatively, running her fingers over it. He did not draw away, and in fact pushed forward, groaning audibly. For several seconds, she ran her trembling fingers over his cock, so fucking impressed with his size. Her breathing had gotten faster and faster.

“Oh,” she whispered. “Oh, Daddy
...”

Her eyes were so big and wide, needing him completely. She bit her bottom lip, hardly able to verbalize her extreme need.

“Do you want my cock, little girl?”

“Yes, Daddy. I do. I want it so much! I want to be your perfect hot little fuckdaughter slut, please!”

He rolled his head back as she kept stroking him through his pants. His bulge only got bigger and bigger—much bigger than Melanie had imagined previously.

Fuck. Wow. God.

She needed that thing. Unzipping his pants, she let it loose. It was enormous. The shaft was bigger than eight inches, and was soooo thick. She wasn’t sure if it could even fit inside of her...but obviously she had to find out.

Clearly, Daddy needed to find out too. That was so wonderful. She was so happy to find out that she could be good for him just how she had always wanted.

He put his lips to her ear and whispered, “Are you a virgin for Daddy, baby girl? Have you been saving yourself for me?”

She nodded enthusiastically, beginning to stroke his cock with enthusiasm.

“Yes, Daddy. I have. I really have! I promise. I’ve never
 let another boy even touch
 me at school.”

That was completely true. Even with as many crushes as she knew the boys had, her Daddy was the only one she had been saving herself for. She had even started resigning herself to admitting that the only realistic option was to find an older man who somewhat resembled her Daddy...but now...now
...oh fuck. Were her dreams really coming true? It was so unreal.

He pushed her hand off of his cock, and she moaned with disappointment. That didn’t last for long, though.

His hands dropped to her wide hips and slid her shorts and her panties down. She shook and moaned, feeling his rough hands push against her bare, tanned skin. She hoped he noticed how wet she was, how tight and toned her thighs and ass were. He looked her up and down for a moment, appraising. Every breath of Melanie’s was thick and shuddery.

Without warning, he slid his hand onto her bare cunt. She gasped, tightening her luscious thighs around his big, strong fingers. She was so wet down there. Wet just for him. Drawing even closer to him, her big young eighteen year-old tits smashed hotly against his torso.

“Oh my god, yes!” she moaned, leaning forward and kissing his rough lips.

His thick beard covered his jaw, and she stroked the firm hairs with adoration as she slipped her tongue into his mouth. Her free hand slid back down to his cock, feeling it bulge and stiffen inside of her grip even more. It was pulsing. She felt so alive.


“Oh god, Melanie,” he moaned, feeling her stroke harder and harder. “Oh, my good little girl...”

It was hard to keep talking, because they kept kissing each other so insistently. Still, Melanie’s moans and her Daddy’s grunts more than made up for their lack of worded communication. They were clearly enjoying themselves. Melanie’s cunt only got wetter as her Daddy’s fingers slid inside again and again, pumping her so very well. He was such an expert at handing her cunt.

There must have been dozens of women he had taken over the years, but the only girl he really wanted know was his hot cheerleader daughter. The thought of her being so young, so virginal just for him, must have surely turned him on, and Melanie loved this.

Her strokes slid up and down, up and down. It was the first time she had ever given a handjob, but she had practiced in her room at night, sliding her hand up and down the post of her bed. That had been too small of a practice shaft, of course. Her Daddy’s cock was fucking huge. She just knew it was going to tear her apart.

It would tear her apart and then he would hold her and make it all better. Her stomach squirmed hotly with the thought and she bit his bearded chin, licking it.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Daddy, you’re gonna make me cum, Daddy.”

Her weakened knees slid into his thighs. His cock was pulsing, his balls tightening up. She could feel something wonderful was about to happen.

“That’s my good girl, keep stroking Daddy,” he encouraged her, fingering her as he did. “Keep...k-keep going, yeah. Yeah
.”

His body tensed up completely and he started to shake, spilling his hot wealth of seed all over her stomach and her thighs. Hot strands of perfect white hot goo landed on top of her clit and his fingers, pushing dollops up cum up into her pussy with his attentions. She came the second after he did, so excited, so thrilled to see her Daddy orgasm because of what she had done.

Melanie had masturbated before, of course. But she had never cum so hard as she did when she made her Daddy cum all over her body. The two stared into each other’s eyes, their pleasure so perfect and private. Nobody was coming to disturb them. They were all alone, their forbidden love completely theirs to enact.

“Oh my god,” he grunted, holding her so tight and still pulsing. “My perfect little girl. You made me cum so hard.”

He kissed her on the forehead. Melanie had never felt so wonderful in her life. On top of the blissful orgasm, she had delivered her Daddy a hot, sweet, handfucking orgasm! Was there anything better?

“I can’t wait to do it again,” she breathed happily, still stroking. His cock was so slick and smooth. “Maybe tomorrow?”

He chuckled at her, petting her thick blond hair. “Oh no, sweetie. I’ve got plans for you. We’re going to be doing this all night.”

Melanie’s heart started pumping fast. “All...all
 night?”

His kisses started moving down from the top of her head to the side of her face. His hand came up toward her sports top, roughly handling her perfect young tits. “You didn’t think I was going to let my darling little girl stay a virgin forever, did you baby?”

A long, high-pitched squeal of equal parts glee and arousal escaped from her beautiful mouth. In her hand, she noticed he was already getting hard.

“Oh, Daddy
,” she moaned. “Daddy, you’re so fucking strong
 and good
 to get so hard already!”

She couldn’t hold back her amazement. He had cum so much all over her legs, her feet, her skirt, and yet still he was priming up for more.

Priming up to fuck her.

The handjob had lasted about five minutes. And from what little she knew about sex, she knew that the second orgasm from a man in a row typically took much, much longer to work toward. Her stomach fluttered as he picked her up, cradling her in his arms, his cock leading the way to the bedroom.

Oh god, he was going to fuck exhaust
 her. That was so fucking hot, oh god.

They entered the bedroom and he tossed her on the bed. Melanie giggled happily, so impressed with his strength. He took off the rest of his clothes, and she followed suit. Soon, they were both naked, staring at each other’s delightfully sexy bodies.

He came forward and began stroking his good girl’s hair. “I’m gonna fuck you on the same bed I fucked your mommy on, princess. What do you think of that?”

Kneeling on the bed before his naked body, Melanie had already started fingering her cunt.

“I like it, Daddy,” she moaned. “I like it a lot. I’m so lucky you want to fuck me more than Mommy.”

“I don’t just want to fuck you more, princess...”

She already knew what he was going to say. She knew what he was going to say, and she had been dreaming of him saying it for the longest time now.

“...I love you more. You’re my good little fuckpet. You’re the only reason I’m still around.”

Oh fuck
. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck! That was the hottest, most sinfully wonderful thing she had ever heard. Dealing with a shitty marriage just so he could try and bone his wife’s smoking hot daughter.

Melanie felt so proud, knowing she deserved that kind of attention from the man of the house.

He leaned forward and kissed her head.

“There’s a bag in there on the floor,” he said, pointing. “I bought it for your mother originally. But I think you would look better in it. Put it on.”

Melanie slipped off the bed and opened the bag. Inside was a collection of hot red lingerie. Eagerly, she slipped on the lacy red panties over her still-gushing pussy. Smears of her Daddy’s cum got on the lace as she pulled them up. Then she put on the scorching hot lacy red bra that pushed her tits up and together. Then the smoky dark stockings, complimented wonderfully by the six-inch heels of the platform heels that her mother most certainly would have never worn. The coupe de grace were the silk evening gloves, stretching up past her elbows. As she put all of this on, her Daddy watched, stroking his cock. She made it a show for him, showing such surprise and delight at each new piece.

“Put on her jewelry, too. Take her place.”


Take her place
. Oh yes
. That was what she wanted, what she needed more than anything else! To do what her Daddy said and take her mother’s place, and be a better fuckdoll for her Daddy than smelly old Ruth ever could be!

The jewelry box was full of diamonds. Melanie imagined for a moment how hot it was that probably many of the pieces her Daddy had bought, thinking of this very day, imagining his dear little girl putting them on just for him. She put on a pair of stud diamond earrings and a gorgeous, ornate golden necklace that stretched in shiny strings down to her cleavage.

Finally prepared, he looked speechless. He was amazed with her beauty. Good.

Now he would want her again and again. And again and again and again...

She strutted toward him, wrapping her gloved hands around his neck.

“How do you like me, Daddy? Am I better than that useless old hag?”

He squeezed her ass tight and then spanked her, as hard as he could. She yelped delightedly. The act stung her ass, but she could take it.

Smiling, he tugged her hair back and kissed her roughly, forcing his tongue between her lips. She moaned hotly, still yelping as he continued to spank her ass hard. She could feel his incredible hardness pushing at her crotch, sliding up in between her thighs. It was so wet, so hard! He would slide right inside of her so easily.

Grunting hard, he tossed her on the bed.

“It’s time, princess. Time to become a woman for your Daddy.”

Her heart rate jumped through the roof. She was confused for a moment, because he wasn’t looking for a condom. She knew he had lots of them. She had searched through his drawers, looking for porn mags, hoping to find out what turned him on so that she could instigate a situation just like this.

“You’re not gonna use...gonna use protection, Daddy?”

“Of course not,” he said. “My virgin girl doesn’t need me protected, does she? I read all
 your stories, baby girl.”

Oh. Oh
. Oh fuck
.

“You don’t just want to be fucked by me, do you little girl?”

She shook her head no, her blue eyes shiny and big.

“You want to be fucking filled by me, don’t you? You want Daddy to get you pregnant, don’t you, you dirty little fucktoy?”

“Yes, Daddy. Please. Please
, Daddy. Fill me up and get me pregnant, please! Get me preggo like Ruth never was for you! You can fill me up with all the babies you want, please!”

Rushing forward, he flipped her over and ripped her panties off. He was not going to be gentle, not at all.

Good. She didn’t want to be made love to. She wanted her Daddy to fuck her and leave a hot creampie inside of her.

His enormous length pushed hard inside of her from behind. It hurt just for a moment, and then it was purest pleasure. He plowed into her, again and again, and as Melanie's mind wavered back from the pain, pleasure was there waiting to overcome her.

“Fucking own me, Daddy!” Melanie cried. “Fucking take
 my cunt. You fucking deserve it! You fucking teach Ruth a lesson, you fucking stud. Teach me
 a lesson! Oh my god. You're teaching me so good, Daddy!

Continuing to fuck her hard, he spanked her ass hard, harder, harder. Not letting up in the slightest. The spanking stung, but she knew her Daddy would never hurt her. He would use her as hard as he wanted, but he loved her too much for any of it to do lasting damage.

The only real lasting thing would be hot, wonderful pleasure. And that only increased as he fucked her harder, plowing deeper, spanking more ferociously. She took it all like a good girl, like a good fuckslutdaughter was supposed to.

She had
 to be good for her Daddy.

His orgasm was coming up. She could feel him tensing again.

“You cum for me,” he grunted. “You cum for your Daddy!”

Melanie obeyed, completely obedient to his cock. There was nothing in her life so important, so good, so hard and demanding of her complete subservience. She was so fucking in love with her Daddy's will and the hot thick perfect rod that represented it. Grunting and roaring, spanking her as hard as he could, he came. His cum poured inside her, hot white goo filling her up. She had only dreamed of being so very incredibly filled. It dripped out from her hot pussy as his body banged against hers in release.

The eruption from his cock was matched her own blistering hot orgasm. She screamed loud enough for the whole house to echo with her cries. She hoped the neighbors could hear. She hoped they asked questions, and she and Daddy sat down and explained to Ruth how she just wasn’t good enough to stick around in the house anymore.

Finally his spurts stopped. Melanie felt so hot and warm inside. Her Daddy rolled her over and fell on top of her, breathing hard next to her ear.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “Good little girl. We'll get you pregnant soon enough.” He put a hand on her belly. “We'll get you pregnant just like you need.”

Melanie could only moan happily in response. Of course she couldn’t really, but Melanie liked to pretend that she could feel herself swelling already. That she was getting full with a baby for her Daddy, that she was so fucking pregnant just for him. She knew it would be soon.

Because if she wasn’t pregant now, she was going to do whatever she could to make sure that she was from now on.
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Relative Bareback
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“SOMETIMES...” GABRIELA
 took a breath, rubbing Melanie's hands. “Sometimes I daydream about Hector fucking me.”

Melanie was sleeping over at Gabriela’s house on a Friday, and the two eighteen year-olds were in the middle of a casual game of truth or dare. They sat on Gabriela's bed, cross-legged, across from one another. Hector was Gabriela’s stepbrother.

“Like, not just kissing me. Or like cuddling. I mean him being the one to take my virginity. Taking me hard
.”

Gabriela was breathing hard with the confession, clearly anticipating Melanie's harsh rejection.

“Oh, wow,” said Melanie. “That’s really, really
 cool.”

Gabriela gulped. “Like, really? I always feel so dirty, saying things like that. “

Shaking her head vigorously, her lovely blond hair flying outward, Melanie squeezed Gabriela's hand reassuringly and then stroked it.

“No way. It’s super hot.”

Gabriela blushed, her lovely, smooth olive-skin reddening around her face and neck.

Melanie felt, rightly so, that she was the hottest girl at school. Still, if there was someone who could make a legitimate run for that title, it was Gabriela, her fellow cheerleader.

Where Melanie was blond, toned, and tall, Gabriela was brunette, even more toned, and short, with sexy Latino heritage making her look even more exotic. Gabriela was bustier than Melanie, sporting big, firm 40 DDs to Melanie’s own sumptuous 36DDs. Both girls were known for having the best tits in school, and each loved that they did, regularly planning outfits on how best to show off their perfect, perky young busts to make all the guys drool.

Since Melanie was cheerleading captain, she was able to adjust their uniforms to show off even more bust—and superiority, of course. A hot pair of breasts was where all the power in a high school came from.

They just adored being the hot cheerleaders at their school, the girls that all the guys dreamt about. They also both took wonderful satisfaction in the fact that they were perpetually single—Melanie, until now, hadn't realized that it was because they were both obsessed with the men in their family.

Gabriela shook her head finally, staring down at Melanie's hands, disbelief apparently re-entering her pretty head.

“I...I...come on, Melanie. Don’t make fun of me.”

“I’m not!” Melanie pushed closer to Gabriela on the thick bed, holding those soft hands tight. “I’m not, at all. I think it’s really, really hot how you want to fuck your brother, Gabriela.”

Melanie enjoyed the look of relief that swelled over Gabriela's face. In fact, she had her own secret that she wanted to tell Gabriela—that was why she had initiated this truth or dare game in Gabriela's bedroom to begin with.

Melanie was pregnant with her stepfather's child.

“Come here,” said Melanie, leaning forward. “Give me a hug. It's okay. It's so
 good, really.”

Gabriela did as Melanie said, coming in for the hug. Her luscious, hot young body was warm and amazingly tight against Melanie's. Melanie wondered if Gabriela could feel the hot new curve that was starting to form on her body.

Regularly, Melanie got wet at the thought that soon her tits were going to swell even larger as a result of her pregnancy, spilling out over a sexy baby bump that would drive her Daddy wild. Even now, with just two months of pregnancy, she was already developing a serious baby bump.

For now, she was hiding it—but soon, she wouldn’t bother. She hoped she got super fucking pregnant. As cheerleading captain, she was always in the best possible shape, her body tight, with a perfect hourglass shape. Her abs were tight and strong, stretching out over the bump as it grew, and she just knew soon it would be one more precious, sexy curve on her amazing body that already almost had too much hotness to know how to handle.

She hoped that men took one look at her and just knew
 how fucking fertile she was...and she hoped that seeing her made so big and pregnant would make her Daddy just want to do it again and again to her.

Just a few weeks ago, her Daddy had left her mother, Ruth. Or rather, Ruth had been ordered to leave after he and Melanie orchestrated some completely false domestic abuse charges against her. They celebrated her restraining order with Melanie sucking Daddy off in the same bedroom that Ruth had to use to pack her bags. Ruth had to watch, crying and preparing, as Melanie gulped down the wonderfully hot seed of the man who didn’t find his old wife good enough anymore. Melanie’s face and neck were bruised at the time, a purple collar of bruises decorating her body proudly.

Melanie had offered to have Daddy slap her and choke her, hard, to give her a bruise for the testimony. It worked like a charm. It also found its way into their nightly play, and now in addition to being her Daddy’s hot little broodslut, Melanie was his personal abuse toy, so happy to be slapped and choked by him while he fucked her rotten. Just the thought of him laying his hands on her like that made her flush. She was his total toy, his personal collection of fuckholes to enjoy.

Gabriela finally pushed back from the hug. Her beautiful, innocent face was so full of fear, needing to be accepted so bad.

“You really don't think it's nuts? Really?”

Melanie put her hand on Gabriela’s thigh, sliding it slowly upward. Gabriela’s breath caught.

“Oh yes, really. In fact, I think it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard,” Melanie moaned, pushing herself again right next to Gabriela, grabbing her even tighter than before.

This weekend, her Daddy was out of town, and so Melanie had orchestrated the sleepover with Gabriela. It had been a while since she had just been able to hang out with friends. Gabriela knew nothing about Melanie’s forbidden urges, and so this made it all the more amazing that Gabriela had decided to confide in her.

Melanie, staring openly at her best friend's gorgeous and exotic face, loved Gabriela for that—trusting her so much. Melanie just adored her friend for opening up to her with something so potentially explosive, and knew that she would always treasure Gabriela for it.

Of course, Melanie had other reasons for treasuring Gabriela. Melanie, outside of her large affection for her Daddy, had some seriously strong bisexual urges. Most of these were directed toward Gabriela. Often she would let her gaze linger on Gabriela’s ass as they got dressed for cheerleading practice, or the sexy, smooth gap of her cleavage. When Melanie wasn’t masturbating and thinking about her Daddy filling her up again, she was thinking about Gabriela’s sweet, hot young body and adoring it with her tongue.

Tonight, it was especially hard to reign those urges in. Being so close to her now, Melanie was able to luxuriate in Gabriela's exquisitely gorgeous teenage presence. Gabriela’s hot young teen body was barely covered—she wore only thin lacy aquamarine panties, with sexy striped thick knee-socks, a loose shirt on top of that. Her wealth of luxurious dark hair was done up in a long ponytail. Melanie was dressed in a similar fashion, only instead of an oversized shirt, she had opted for a loose, pink lace teddy that was entirely supported by her proud tits. Her long blond hair framed her angelic face as she bit her lips, ready to unleash her own confession.

“You're so...sooo pretty, Gabriela,” Melanie purred. “You're the prettiest girl I know.”

“Oh...Oh my gosh, Melanie, I don't—d-don't, I don't...”

“Shh.” Melanie put a finger to Gabriela's lips, and leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Gabriela didn't pull away. Melanie felt triumphant. She kissed her again, on the forehead. The response now was a hot, needy shudder.

Yes!

Melanie would have been lying if she said she had zero designs on Gabriela that night. After the success of her desires with her Daddy, she was feeling greedy. She wanted more—Daddy gave her more than enough cock, but Melanie was in love with the idea of receiving even more forbidden affection.

Taking a hot breath, Melanie kissed her full on the lips—kissed a girl, just like that! And not just any girl, but the other hottest babe at school, her best friend! Gabriela let loose a moan, kissing her back.

Perhaps Gabriela had imagined this scenario before—had been planning telling Melanie about it. At best, she might have imagined the hug, maybe some gentle prodding to discuss the matter with Hector. How turned on must she have been, how beautiful a moment was it for her then to have her best friend in the whole world not only embrace her taboo attraction, but be turned on
 by it?

Melanie wanted that for herself.

Gabriela kissed back with everything she had. Her legs spread easily before Melanie’s encroaching hand. Melanie smiled as she kissed her, loving it.

“I don’t think you just daydream about Hector, Gabriela,” her fingers slid up to Gabriela’s panties, pulling them down easily. “I think you fantasize
 about him. I think you can’t help
 yourself.”

Gabriela gasped, her body so tight and hot next to Melanie’s. Her entrance was already wet, and Melanie’s fingers entered easily.

“You just drown in those hot fantasies, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck, Melanie!” Gabriela was squirming, kissing, grasping, overwhelmed with emotion. “Oh god, yes! I do! I totally do! Oh my god!”

“I know
 you do, Gabriela,” Melanie purred. “I know you do, because I have the same fantasies about my Daddy
. Isn’t that so fucking hot?”

Gabriela’s only response was a pleasure-filled squeal, happily licking and sucking at Melanie's elegant neck.

“He’s fucked me lots and lots.” Melanie was breathing right in Gabriela's ear as she fingered her hard, pressing the small of Gabriela’s back with her free hand. “I’ve lost count how many times. He got me fucking pregnant
, Gabriela.”

“Oh my god! Oh my god, Melanie! You’re gonna make me...you’re gonna make me...”

“I want Hector to fuck you, Gabriela. I want your big brother to fill you with his hot brother cock. You do what I say, and I’ll make sure he doesn’t just fuck you, Gabriela. I’ll make sure he leaves a fucking baby
 in you.”

“Oh my god! Oh my god
! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Gabriela’s body convulsed with joy as orgasm rushed through her, holding tight to her best friend. Every few seconds she let out a hot little mew of appreciation and bliss, her body shaking uncontrollably.

The two teen cheerleader beauties lay there holding one another, kissing and coming down a bit from the high of bliss. Even so, Melanie’s thoughts were still thick with the heavy fog of arousal.

Gabriela stroked her new lover's face. “That was so fucking hot, Melanie, oh my god. I didn’t think I even liked girls, but...that was...that was so
 hot and I thought if I was ever going to be with anyone
 it would be you.”

“Oh...Gabriela.” Melanie was truly touched. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, too.”

The two sizzling-hot teen beauties kissed again, wrapping their legs around each other, holding as tight as they could. Gently, after a minute, Melanie pushed her friend back.

“It was all true, Gabriela. I wasn’t just saying it. All that about my Daddy.”

Gabriela bit one sexy lip. “Oh my god, really?”

Melanie kissed the edge of Gabriela’s chin. It was so delicious. The cheerleading captain loved her friend so much.

Melanie nodded. “My daddy filled me so fucking full
 of his cum, Gabriela. I swear he did.”

“Fuck.” Gabriela exhaled the word, moaning it aloud. “God, you’re so fucking lucky. And you’re all pregnant now?”

Once again, Melanie nodded. “Isn’t that totally fucking hot?”

“God, fuck yeah. I wish...” Gabriela stroked her scintillatingly hot cunt slowly. “I wish I could be preggo too. I wish we could do it together, Melanie.”

As if by magic, downstairs, a door slammed.

“Is that Hector?”

Gabriela nodded.

“Mmm...well, why couldn’t we make your dream come true, love?”

Gabriela, strangely shy, shook her head.

“Oh, Melanie...I don't know...”

Melanie leaned in for a wet, juicy kiss with her new girlfriend.

“Mmm...god, your stepbrother is such a hunk, you know?”

“I do
 know...but what am I gonna do about it? He’s not interested.”

Melanie giggled. “As if, girl.”

“What?”

“Come on.” Melanie stroked Gabriela's thigh insistently. “Every guy at school is totally hard for you. You think he’s any different? He wants to fill your hot sistercunt right up with his seed. He wants to fucking impregnate you and make you his forever.”

Gabriela’s head lolled back as Melanie's fingers slid up to her clit, as if she was on bliss overload.

“Don’t...don’t just say stuff like that, Melanie. It’s not cool. He’ll never...never go for it. I’m not lucky like you are.”

Melanie continued to circle her fingertip around Gabriela's clit, smiling as her lover's tits moved up and down in her big shirt.

“You can make your own luck. Call him in here...ask him for it. Just beg him. And if he doesn’t want to, I’ll come out and sweeten the deal. How’s that?”

“You’d do that? For me?”

“Of course I would! What’s a girlfriend for?”

Gabriela's eyes got really big. “We’re girlfriends?”

“Uh, like, totally! Why do you think I made you cum so hard?”

“Oh...oh Melanie
...”

Gabriela leaned in for another kiss. Their hot teen lips slid over each other’s, tongues dancing in the small bedroom. They could hear Hector thumping up the stairs.

“Go, now,” whispered Melanie hurriedly. “I’ll hide in the closet.”

“You’re gonna watch?”

Melanie nodded, a hot spark in her eyes. “Oh yeah. I’m gonna watch, and finger my cunt, and then I’m gonna cum when your brother does, pumping you full of his big bro sperm.”

Melanie kissed Gabriela hotly one more time, sliding her fingers up inside of her cunt. She wanted her hot and juicy and ready for her big brother. That turned Melanie on so much, knowing someone else would get fucked so hard by a family member. That she wasn’t the only one turned on by it.

Gabriela broke from the kiss, breathing hotly. “Fuck. You’re twisted, girl.”

Melanie nodded with a happy grin. Gabriela had no idea.

“Mmmhmm!” Melanie enthused.

Hector’s thumps came closer. His room was past Gabriela’s. Melanie slipped into the closet—it was the kind with wooden flaps like roman shades so a person could see out. Then she watched Gabriela straighten her hair just a bit and open the door.

“Hey, big bro,” Gabriela cooed into the hallway. “Could I talk to you for a minute?”

Hector came into view. He was, as Melanie said, a total stud. He had the same dark Latino olive skin as her, his muscles rippling and tight. He played basketball for the high school varsity squad.

“Sure. Aren’t you hanging with Melanie?”

“Oh, no. She had to go.”

Gabriela tugged him inside the room and shut the door, pressing her back against it. Her legs were bare underneath her shirt except for her sexy knee-high socks. She crossed her legs, running one sock-clad foot up her smooth, smooth skin.

Way to go, girl, thought Melanie. You’re starting to seal the deal.

“I thought I heard talking?”

“Oh, that was...just the radio.”

Good save, thought Melanie. Probably Hector was too smart to fall for that, but probably also he was too busy staring at the shiny wet surface of his sister’s thighs to put two and two together.

Melanie could still smell the fresh scent of lust after their harried lovemaking earlier, and so she knew that Hector’s mega-stud senses had probably already picked up on the fact that there was a very aroused, very fertile girl in the room with him.

Gabriela tugged, hard, at the neckline of her big shirt, stretching it down to expose her amazing cleavage. With her other hand, she let out her pony tail, shaking loose her incredible blanket of ebon dark hair.

Hector didn't seem to know what to do with all of this. “So...so, are you...you are...not wearing a whole lot right now.”

Gabriela giggled, approaching.

“I know, right? Don’t you like this outfit?”

She started tugging up the shirt even as she tugged down, until the fabric of the bottom was drifting right up above her pussy, bared just for him.

“Gabriela...”

He stepped back, and then hit the bed. He sat down. Gabriela licked her lips sexily, strutting toward him in her sexy knee-high socks.

“I need you, Hector.”

He wasn’t getting it. “Need me? Need me to what?”

A flash of disappointment ran over Gabriela's face—but she was quick to replace it with pure, brotherfuck-needing heat.

“I n-need—I need you inside me, Hector. Right away.”

Understanding, hot and sudden, swept over Hector’s face.

“Oh. Oh, fuck, Gabriela. I don’t know...”

“Yes you do. I’ve seen how you look at me, Hector. You want me to belong to you. You want to bend me over right now and fuck me rotten.”

She dropped down to her knees. Melanie let loose a hot little sigh, and started fingering her sopping wet pussy. She couldn't hold back any longer. This was too hot.

“I’m so fucking hot, Hector. How could you live with me and not think I’m so fucking hot? I live with you, and you’re a fucking stud, and all I can think about is how I want you to fuck my face like you own it. I want to feel your hot spunk shooting down my throat, big brother. Please? Please sir?”

He pulled her in then and kissed her. Gabriela groaned throatily, full of pleasure and need.

“Take my pants off,” he told her.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice was so enthused, dripping with sex.

Right away, she did as he said. Melanie, meanwhile, was trying not to let her pleasure become audible as she continued to finger her hot little slit. Melanie couldn’t see Hector’s cock—but she could see Gabriela’s eyes. He must have been enormous.

Hector’s head slid back as Gabriela went to work. Melanie could hear the hot licking and sucking noises as Gabriela’s hot teen sister mouth slurped down her big brother’s cock.

“Fuck yeah,” Hector moaned. “Fuck
 yeah. Fuck yeah, you fucking sisterslut whore.”

Pleasure was building in Melanie’s hot pregnant teen body as she watched her best friend go down on her big stud brother and fingerfucked her own tight cunt. Hector began bucking his hips up into his sister’s face.

“I’m gonna cum, sis,” he moaned. “You fucking take it. You fucking swallow my cum. That’s right. You fucking swallow it down like a good sisterwhore oh oh ohhhh fuck!”

Gabriela moaned and slurped it down obediently. Melanie kept fingering her hot pussy as she watched Gabriela’s beautiful face get sprayed with hot brothergoo.

Popping her lips off, Gabriela kept one hand around his cock, smiling admiringly at Hector.

“That was so perfect, big bro. I’m so lucky to be your little sister.” She licked the tip of his huge rod, gobbling down another hot load of seed. “Do you think you can keep going?”

“For you, sis? Definitely.”

He was hardening already. Fuck, that was so cool, thought Melanie. She would jerk his cock off herself if she thought it would get him closer to getting Gabriela pregnant.

“It’s just that...”

Gabriela paused, stroking Hector’s cock dutifully.

“What?”

He was breathing hard, head tossed backward, clearly enjoying himself.

“It’s just...I don’t just want my big brother to fuck me,” she purred, jerking him insistently but slowly.

“Yeah? What does my little sister fuckslut want, then?”

“I want...I want...” she took a long breath.

Her big eyes went to the closet, clearly entreating Melanie.

“She wants you to get her fucking pregnant!” Melanie cried.

She couldn’t help it. Busting out of the closet, her fingers still firmly inside of her pussy, she walked toward the two. Hector turned, completely surprised and then completely aroused, looking at Melanie disheveled and clearly turned-on appearance.

“What the fuck?” cried Hector. “What are you doing here?”

He tried to stand up a little, but Gabriela kept stroking him hard, and his knees didn't seem ready to hold him yet.

“Can’t you tell? I wanted to watch. You’re such a big, hot, sisterfucking stud, Hector.”

Hot little schlicking noises bounced through the room as Melanie kept fingering her hot teenage cunt, and Gabriela continued to stroke her man. Melanie could see his cock fully now—it was huge! So thick and long! How had Gabriela gotten it inside of her tiny, hot mouth?

Hector’s eyes went wide. “Oh...oh fuck. You mean...”

“That’s right,” Melanie nodded. “Gabriela’s wanted you for so
 long...and I helped her figure out how to have you. I helped her realize that all she had to do was beg to be your sisterslut. Worked, didn’t it?”

“Yeah,” moaned Hector. “F-fuck yeah. That’s so hot, Melanie.”

“And now she needs you to get her super fucking pregnant with your big brother cum. She wants you to put a baby right inside her, you fucking stud.”

“Oh my god, yes!” Gabriela moaned, sliding her tongue across Hector’s cock now and looking up at him with fierce hunger. “Fill me up, big bro! Fill me with your fucking cum! Make me fucking pregnant!”

“Yeah,” he said again. “Yeah. You need to get big and swollen from my cum. You gotta have my big bro cum stuffing you up, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, licking her sexy plush lips.

“That's what I deserve, isn't it? To have a hot pregnant sister who's just too much of a slut to stop herself from fucking me.”

Gabriela stroked his huge veiny cock with glee. “Fuck
 yes, Sir! My big brother Sir!”

Animalistically, he growled and pushed her back on the bed. Gabriela was so wet already that it was nothing for his brilliantly hard cock to stuff inside of her. Gabriela howled with pleasure, her nails scraping on her big brother’s back.

“Yeah, big bro! My sexy fucking stud brother! Fuck me! Fuck your sister’s cunt!”

He ripped her shirt off, revealing the amazing expanse of Gabriela's perfect young teen tits. They bounced rhythmically with his thrusts inside of her. That is, until Hector leaned in and started mauling one with his teeth, his heavily muscled shoulders smooshing the other.

Feeling inspired, Melanie slipped up on top of the bed with Gabriela as Hector pounded her pussy relentlessly.

She would do it just like Daddy did to her. She would shape Gabriela's first sexual experience—make her want it like this from now on. All by herself, Melanie was going to craft another hot family-fucking chokeslut just like her.

With a hot, blissful moan, she wrapped her hand around Gabriela’s throat—just a bit too hard, right on the edge of dangerous. Enough to make breathing laborious. Gabriela’s eyes went wide with excitement and lust. Melanie could tell it excited her, that she fucking loved being held down while her brother drilled into her. It excited Melanie too, and her other hand still drove furiously into her own cunt, pushing her to the brink of an orgasm she could already tell was going to melt her mind.

“You don’t have a fucking choice, Gabriela,” Melanie hissed into her friend's ear. “There’s no turning back now. He’s gonna breed you. He’s gonna make you his property, forever.”

Gabriela’s sweltering hot moan was ragged and needy. Melanie turned to look up at Hector, his own eyes wide with lust. He looked on the edge of losing control. Melanie could guess why—the hottest babe in school holding down the other hottest babe in school—his super hot sister—so she could be fucking bred by her brother’s cock. What could possibly be hotter than that?

“She can’t get away, Sir,” Melanie moaned, the vibrations of her voice carrying across Gabriela's face. “Fuck her stupid. Fuck her until she can’t fucking think. Fuck her until she’s swollen with your seed, carrying your fucking brood for you. Please, Sir!”

With a long, earthy groan, Hector came inside of his sister’s cunt. Melanie, fingering herself so hard, came right when he did, so incredibly excited about his release. Gabriela came too—all three young rock-hard bodies shaking with beautiful release. Melanie bit Gabriela’s chin, shuddering and breathing, the two teen beauties lost in the pleasures of one another. Hector's big arms came down around them, so strong and reassuring.

Hector pulled out of Gabriela, inducing a soft disappointed moan from his lovely sister. His cock, still semi-erect, sat on her crotch next to a perfect young thigh.

“How about it?” asked Gabriela, her voice breathy and her face spacy. “Do you think you got me pregnant?”

“I don’t know,” said Hector. “I hope so.”

“You’re such a stud,” Melanie cooed, rubbing his back. “I just know you’ll keep fucking her until you do.”

Hector smiled and nodded, softly stroking his cock, looking at his sister’s cum-filled pussy. “You’re goddamn right I will.”

“Melanie...” Gabriela ran a hand down her girlfriend’s hot naked body. “I’ve just thought of something.”

“Yes?”

“It’s just like...Hector’s so fucking hot. And your Daddy must be so hunky and studly. Don’t they just deserve to fuck and impregnate all the hot cunts they can?”

Melanie bit her bottom lip, staring lustfully at Gabriela and then up at Hector. “They totally do. We’ll just have
 to find some way to make that happen.”

Hector leaned back and smiled. He was already getting hard again. Melanie was looking forward to watching him fuck her best friend, his sister, all weekend long. And as she did, she would start to plot exactly how she could get her Daddy and Hector to impregnate as many hot teenage virgins as possible.
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Taken By The Household
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GABRIELA, MELANIE,
 and their cheerleading squadmate Lauren were pressing their heads together over Melanie’s phone, listening. All three eighteen year-olds seemed very intent on the words pouring out of the phone.

“I need you,” said the man’s voice on the phone.

The voice belonged to Steven, Lauren’s boyfriend. Lauren was a tall, beautiful statuesque blond, with lovely perky teenage breasts and an lovely, helplessly erotic babyface.

“I need you so bad, Melanie, oh my god.” His voice was thick with lust. “I’m jerking off right now, just thinking about you. You’re so fucking hot. You’re hotter than Lauren. I want you more than I ever did for her. I never loved her. I was using her to get to you, to you and Gabriela. I need you both. I have to be inside you. I want to fill you up, just like you need. And if I can’t...if I can’t, I’ll just die. Please. Please call me back.”

With a disgusted look, Melanie tossed the phone on the ground.

“He left the same message on my phone,” said Gabriela, pulling it out to show her.

“No,” said Lauren, tearing up. “No, I can’t...I can’t handle any more!”

The beautiful young blonde put her face in hands, bent over. She wore a short pleated skirt and a white blouse—very much a sexy school girl look, which Lauren was only just figuring out how to advertise. She had on tall black knee socks as well, and though Lauren wore the whole ensemble with innocent intentions, her strikingly voluptuous body ensured that no one would look at her and see anything other than a sex bomb waiting to go off.

Melanie's breathtakingly beautiful body was adorned with tight denim shorts and a sheer blue top that did nothing to hide her impressive bosom or the curvy belly she had been developing the last few months as a result of her stepfather's attentions. Gabriela, olive-skinned and dark-haired, was similarly garbed, though she wore sexy platform sandals instead of the kinky red pump heels that Melanie sported.

They were in Melanie’s living room. It was a Friday night—and the rather pregnant, gorgeous eighteen year-old Melanie had many plans in motion that were all hopefully going to come to fruition tonight. She and her similarly gorgeous and pregnant best friend, Gabriela, had been working for weeks now. Their nefairous plan was to gather up other potential candidates to be fucked and bred by the same men that had fucked and bred Melanie and Gabriela. Almost nothing turned the two twisted teens on more than the thought of spreading the seed of their favorite men around.

“It’s all right,” said Melanie softly, her voice comforting as she put a hand around Lauren. “We can’t believe it either.”

Lauren looked up at her with teary eyes. “And you don’t know why he’s started doing this? You didn't like...encourage him?”

Of course they did.

“Of course not, girl,” Gabriela said, squeezing Lauren’ shoulder. “We’re your friends
. Why on earth would we want to steal your boyfriend? I mean, you know that like, Gabriela and I...”

“That you’re fucking?” Lauren nodded. “I had suspicions, I guess.”

Melanie and Gabriela both cracked a soft little smile. For a moment, they leaned in to each other, their heads touching, sharing a lover's smile.

Melanie turned away. “Well, then you know that we don’t really have any interest in any new guys. Besides, I don’t know if you’ve seen me or Melanie lately at practice, but...”

“You’re pregnant,” Lauren finished, tears still streaming. “Really pregnant.”

Melanie nodded. “So obviously, we have men in our lives already.”

She looked a bit awed. “You guys like...sleep with each other, and with another guy, too?”

Melanie giggled, putting a hand to her pregnant belly. “Do you think this baby bump just arrived on its own?”

“No, it’s just...you must be having...so much sex...”

Lauren was awed. Melanie understood why, of course. Even pregnant, she was in perfect shape, her body a collection of sexy fertile curves and toned muscle. She didn’t over-indulge—everything she ate was perfectly healthy, made for keeping her entire body a temple of fertile sexiness. Her tummy, while of course not flat anymore like the lovely Lauren’s, was still very toned.

Gabriela, taking Melanie's initiative with a regular diet and workout regiment, was the same way.

Gabriela smiled. It was a dazzling action, able to weaken the knees of anyone who came across the Latina hottie. “We absolutely are having lots
 and lots
 of hot, steamy sex,” Gabriela purred, licking her lips while winking at Melanie. “Though of course, we each have a different guy.”

Melanie’s man was Alec, her stepfather. She only ever thought of him as her Daddy. Her wonderful, perfect Daddy who ordered her around and fucked her stupid and got her knocked up full with his babymaking breeding seed.

Gabriela, of course, had Darren, her Big Bro, who was so fucking good at pumping her up and fucking her senseless. Melanie and Gabriela loved each other, and loved the other’s man, as well. Of course, Melanie knew she was truly her Daddy’s property, and his cock and seed came first. But Daddy could share with Darren, since Darren shared Gabriela in the same way. It was a wonderful arrangement.

Lauren still looked aghast. Melanie gave Gabriela a little nod. It was time to act.

“Look, you can make this right,” said Gabriela, moving her hand up Lauren’s bare thigh.

Lauren barely seemed to notice the touch. Melanie and Gabriela had always been rather...touchy-feely, after all. “How do you mean?”

“I mean we know how to make Steven completely pissed and jealous. So pissed and jealous that he would never even think
 of hurting you again.”

Understanding began to show on Lauren’s face. “Do you mean...do you mean like making out with another guy?”

Melanie giggled. “Kind of. Why stop at making out, though?”

“You mean, sex?”

Lauren’s shock looked made Melanie and Gabriela both giggle with glee. Lauren flushed, embarassed.

“Well I mean...I mean, I’m not...Steven and I...we never...”

“You’re a virgin?” asked Gabriela.

Lauren nodded.

Melanie and Gabriela exchanged another steamy, heavy-lidded look. They each loved the thought of finding hot virgins for their men to fuck and impregnate. It was their life’s highest aspiration.

“That’s no problem at all. We have a guy...two guys, actually, who wouldn’t mind that in the least.”

“If you want, we can have one of them fuck you,” purred Gabriela.

“We can have them both fuck you,” cooed Melanie.

“B-both of them?”

“Totally. How else are you really going to show Steven what an asshole he was?”

Lauren nodded slowly. “Yes...yeah, that...that makes sense. You’re right...it’s just...when is this going to happen? When were you planning to make all of this go down?”

“Tonight,” purred Gabriela, wrapping an arm around Lauren.

Melanie nodded, shifting her hands into Lauren’s lap. “That’s right. Tonight. Won’t you stay? The other girls are getting here soon.”

“Other...other girls?”

“You think you’re the only one who’s been burned?”

Gabriela got up, heading off to the kitchen for a moment. Melanie took the lull to wrap one leg casually around Lauren’s thigh. Lauren noticed, obviously, Melanie’s baby bump sliding up the blonde’s side. It must have been very hard not to notice how swollen and needing of sucking Melanie’s tits were.

“We’re tired of all these guys hitting on us just because we’re hot. We want to teach them a lesson too.”

“But, it just seems like...if they were all hitting on you...and you arranged all this...”

Melanie pressed a finger to her lips. “Stop thinking so hard, sweetie. Have a drink.”

Gabriela came back into the living room and put a long island iced tea down in Lauren’s lap.

“Have a drink, sweetie,” said Gabriela. “You’ll feel better.”

“Oh, that’s good.”

“Isn’t it?” Melanie tilted the glass up under Lauren’s chin. “Have some more, dear. You look thirsty.”

Stealthily, Gabriela moved her hand up between Lauren’s thighs.

“Mmph...oh...Gabriela...your hand is...oh...”

As Gabriela slipped her fingers further into Lauren’s cunt, Melanie purred in the beauty’s ear sweet hot sounds of seduction.

“You’ll stay, won’t you baby? You’ll stay and teach those bastards a lesson with us, won’t you?”

“Y-Yes!” Lauren cried. “Yes! Yes!”

Melanie kept fingering her as Gabriela licked the young blonde's neck.

“That's so wonderful. I was afraid you'd go, and then Gabriela wouldn't be able to finger your hot little pussy. But you like it when she fingers your pussy, don't you sweetie?”

“Oh my god, yes!”

“You want Gabriela to keep going, don't you?”

“Y-yes! Fuck yes! Please!”

“Are you gonna cum for me, love? Are you you gonna give me and Gabby the hot sweet little cum that I want from you?”

“Y-yes! Yes! Oh my god! Melanie! Melanie, yes!”

Lauren shook in Melanie and Gabriela's grasp, her body convulsing with joy. She kissed Gabriela openly, hotly, until Melanie guided her chin over to herself and they mixed tongues as well. Eventually, they began to disentangle.

“That was...that was my first orgasm,” Lauren said, breathing hard.

“The first of many for the night, sweetie.”

Outside, Melanie heard a car pull up. Wonderful. The games were about to truly begin. With Gabriela keeping Lauren busy for the moment, Melanie gave the two beauties another round of hot, tongue-filled kisses and strutted out of the room.

As she made her way across the house to go answer the front door, she considered her plan.

It just wasn’t acceptable, that they were the only two on their team pregnant. Of the ten girls on the team, the hottest two couldn’t be the only pregnant chicks. That just wasn’t cool at all.

They had each propositioned the boyfriends of all three girls, the hottest girls on the squad who weren’t Melanie and Gabriela.

Even when they had propositioned Steven, he had resisted at first. Melanie and Gabriela had arrived at his house in the middle of a Saturday, just last week. They had some pretense about needing to discuss Lauren's birthday plans. Once inside, they sat him down while he played video games, trying valiantly to ignore them.

“You’re so cute,” purred Melanie, sliding a hand up his leg.

“Like, really, really cute,” said Gabriela.

“Are you sure that all you want to do when we’re around is look at that video game?”

He was getting flushed. “It’s not all I want to do, it’s just...”

“Just what?” Melanie stroked his neck.

“It’s just...I mean, my girlfriend. She’s your friend.”

“We don’t care,” said Melanie, sliding her tongue along his wrist.

“We only want you,” said Gabriela, putting one of his fingers in her mouth. “Don’t you want us?”

Melanie pulled out his cock, pushing down his shorts.

“Yeah, baby. Don’t you want us?”

Melanie hadn't liked touching a cock that wasn't one of her men, but it had to be done for the greater good. She just stroked it gingerly.

“You can have us...”

“But first you have to get rid of that pesky other bitch.”

“L-Lauren?”

“Of course.”

Gabriela pulled out a script from her bag. “You have to read this to her.”

“Go ahead and call her...”

“We’ll wait.”

Their smiles were pure teenage evil, and they knew it, and they loved it.

Of course, Steven left the message on Lauren's phone, breaking up with her coldly. Then, after Gabriela and Melanie scampered off, he left the two temptresses messages, which they hadn't asked for, but had now worked out rather well.

Other than tall, blonde Lauren, there were two other girls from the cheerleading squad set to arrive.

The first was eighteen year-old Tiffany, who was short, with an enormous mane of long ebony hair that stretched past her ass. She would regularly brush it during class instead of paying attention—she was known in the school as the most “adventurous” of the cheerleaders, and often went out of her way to give out handjobs and blowjobs in exchange for grades. Students, teachers, principals—it didn’t matter to Tiffany.

She had taken the least convincing—and in fact, she had been the first girl that Melanie and Gabriela propositioned. They weren’t altogether certain that they had to use subterfuge at all with her, but they did just in case things went sour. She had practically jumped at the chance to blow off and break up with her boyfriend of the week.

The last girl was Anna—the youngest member of the varsity cheerleading squad, only having turned eighteen just barely a month before. Her obvious Asian descent had molded her beauty, giving her large eyes, short height, a slim body, and sexy perky B cup breasts. She had been practically engaged to her boyfriend, dating him for several years. Of course, the boyfriend's loyalty was no match for the combined charms of Melanie and Gabriela. Melanie would have felt bad about destroying their relationship if it had been anywhere nearly as important as spreading her Daddy’s seed to as many hot cunts as possible.

Melanie walked into the bedroom where Darren and her Daddy were waiting, patiently fluffing each other’s cocks. It was so fucking hot, the two of them enjoying each other like that. They each were muscular behemoths, chiseled and ripped beyond compare. Their pecs were rock solid, their abs sliding out into almost an eight-pack of raw, animal sexuality.

“They’re here, Sirs.”

Her Daddy gestured for her to come over. She obeyed, eagerly, sliding her face into his waiting hand.

“You’re gonna bring them to me, just like I ordered,” he said. “You’re gonna have us get all those fucking sluts pregnant. Aren’t you, sweetie?”

She nodded enthusiastically, mixing her hand with Darren's and stroking his cock. “Yes, Sir. Of course, Daddy. It will be my pleasure.”

“That's my good girl. Make me proud.”

“Yes, Sir.”

After a smoking hot kiss, she stepped back outside and went downstairs. Gabriela had already let them in.

Tiffany and Anna had arrived together—in Tiffany’s car. That was good. That was wonderful. If Melanie had lingering doubts about anyone’s willingness, it was definitely Anna’s. The two dark-haired beauties, big-breasted Tiffany and shy Anna, had taken up a place across from Lauren on the coach. Each was wearing tight jeans and a t-shirt, though Anna wore a jacket. Melanie stopped in the kitchen on the way in and grabbed a big bottle of coffee-flavored liquor. It was one of many such bottles in the house, all to be used tonight. She wanted to degrade their willpower as much as possible.

She and Gabriela wouldn't be drinking any, of course—they were too pregnant to be drinking.

“Welcome, you guys!” She thrust the bottle immediately into Tiffany’s hands. “Everyone have a drink!”

Tiffany, of course, took a long chug. She was well known to be a lush. After an impressive display of swallowing, she licked her thick, luscious lips.

“Thanks, babe. I needed that. So,” she said, not wasting any time, “where are the men?”

She handed the bottle to Anna, who took a modest sip. She tried to pass it to Gabriela, who shook her head, gesturing for Anna to drink up. Anna’s eyes opened a little wide, and she took another drought.

“They’re waiting upstairs...” Melanie said with a grin. “Waiting for us to get ready. I thought we could socialize a little bit first.”

None of them had very much experience with alcohol. They passed the bottle around quickly—and Melanie went and grabbed another when the first was spent after only a few circles. In very short order, Lauren, Tiffany, and quiet Anna were all quite drunk.

“Okay girls,” said Melanie. “We all have to get dressed up for our men. I hope you all brought hot outfits?”

They had, each nodding and smiling.

Tiffany put on a black negligee, her enormous breasts practically holding up the entire outfit by themselves. She had matching black heels and a sexy white bow in her hair.

Lauren—who had only just informed of what was happening—didn’t change clothes at all. That was fine. Her little school girl look was more than hot enough, especially on a body like what Lauren rocked.

Anna put on tight spandex shorts and a sports bra. Tiffany giggled at her.

“What?” said Anna. “This is...this is the sexiest thing I own. I’m not...I’m not like you guys.”

The poor thing was embarrassed. Melanie strutted up to her and put her hands around her neck. Intimate, comfortable.

“I think you look terrific,” said Melanie. “I think you’re going to get them hard, right away.”

Anna blushed, her entire upper body red. “Oh, I don’t know. I’m not like you, you know. All sexy. I’m just...I mean I guess I’m pretty, but I’m not...”

Anna’s hair was coming down around her eyes. Melanie brushed it away.

“You’re so pretty,” Melanie purred. “They’re going to love you.”

Anna seemed somewhat uncomfortable with Melanie's proximity. Perhaps it was because of Melanie's outfit.

She and Gabriela had outdone them all, of course, but they had the benefit of extra planning. They wore matching outfits, though Melanie’s was yellow and Gabriela’s was green. They each had on sexy, tight fishnet stockings and tall, tall platform heels, matching their lacy g-string panties and push-up bras. Each had a collar with a metal ring, and a short wrist-length gloves. Their big, curvy bellies stood out sexily, their engorged tits nearly popping out of their tiny bras.

Melanie grabbed the nearby bottle off the coffee table and handed it to Anna, instructing her to keep drinking. Then she stepped over to Gabriela, unable to resist her girlfriend in her smoking hot green lingerie. Their hot, young teenage lips slid up and down the other's, and both girls started to become thoroughly wet. Their bra-clad tits pressed hard against each other’s, each teenage beauty so in love. Even as their legs intertwined, their hot baby bumps bumped and grinded.

“Oh, wow,” moaned Tiffany. “That’s super
 hot.”

Melanie pulled away and giggled. “Isn’t it, though?”

Lauren and Anna were flushing furiously. Melanie could see that Lauren wanted some, but didn’t want the others to know.

“Come here, sweetie,” she called to Lauren, gesturing with her fingers.

“Oh...I...”

Tiffany nodded encouragingly, licking her lips, even as Anna looked on incredulously.

Lauren couldn’t resist for long, though. She slipped into Melanie’s grasp, and Melanie rewarded her with a sizzling hot kiss, sliding her hand between Lauren’s firm, tanned butt cheeks.

Gabriela leaned in with the kiss. “Good girl,” she purred into Lauren’s ear, before licking at her chin and jaw once more.

The collection of lust-intoxicated teens wavered on their feet, trading hot kisses.

“Can I have some?” Tiffany raised her hand, her lovely face full of arousal.

Melanie smiled. “Of course. Come here, sweetie.”

Tiffany’s tits smashed against Melanie’s slight body.

“Oh my god, wow,” said Tiffany, running a hand up Melanie’s body. “You’re like, super pregnant.”

Melanie nodded proudly.

“Mmph...” moaned Tiffany. “Gabriela is too. I'm soooo jealous. That's so
 cool.”

Melanie and Gabriela’s eyes lit up.

“Really?”

“Uh, yeah? Like, my tits are my best feature, and everybody knows that getting all preggo just makes big tits even better.”

“It also you know...has other complications,” offered Anna, her voice slurred.

“Pssh, as if.” Tiffany waved a hand. “What’s complicated about getting fucked so full of cum that you can’t help but make yourself even more of a woman? I can’t wait
 to have a baby. Carl and I fought about it all the time. You know. For the whole two weeks that we dated.”

Anna and Lauren drifted onto the couch as Tiffany, Gabriela, and Melanie stayed upright in the corner, giggling and adoring each other's bodies.

Feeling daring, Melanie leaned into Tiffany’s ear. “I want to get you pregnant tonight, baby.”

Gabriela leaned in on the other ear. “We want your pussy to be fucking brimming with seed.”

“Oh my god, yeah...” Tiffany moaned. “Yeah, I want that. I want that so bad.”

“Do you like that naughty stuff? You like that hot taboo kind of stuff?” Melanie whispered.

With a hot little nod, Tiffany kissed Melanie’s lips. “Oh yes...”

“Want to hear something even hotter?” asked Gabriela, of one mind with Melanie.

The black-haired beauty’s blue eyes went wide. “Definitely.”

“We made him break up with you,” Melanie moaned, fingering Tiffany’s cunt.

“You did...did wh-what?” Tiffany’s big blue eyes went wild.

The pert, nimble tongue of Gabriela rolled up Tiffany’s neck. “We made your boyfriend break up with you so we could bring you here, get you drunk, and have my brother and her Daddy breed you full of fucking twins. We wanted you to get pregnant so bad. We just do what they say, now. We love it. We want you to love it too.”

“Oh my god,” moaned Tiffany. “Oh my fucking lord! That’s so...that’s soo...”

“Evil?” Melanie giggled.

“Yes, evil!” Tiffany turned to Melanie with a wicked smile. “And it’s also the hottest thing I’ve ever
 heard.”

With a hot gasping moan, Tiffany practically lunged into a kiss with Melanie, forcing her lips onto the beautiful cheer captain.

“That’s soo hot,” gasped Tiffany in between kisses. “I fucking love the idea,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to be pregnant just like you.”

“They might not be so cooperative,” Gabriela said, pointing at Anna and Lauren.

“I don’t fucking care,” said Tiffany. “I’ll make sure they get bred like you and me. I’ll fucking hold them down for you. That’s so incredibly hot. Oh...ohhh fuck I just got super wet, thinking about that. Can I hold them down for you no matter what?”

Melanie giggled. Tiffany’s exuberance was catching. “We’ll see, sweetie. Come on. You’re ready. You get to be first.”

Gabriela led Tiffany upstairs. Melanie heard the door open and shut, and then everyone heard Tiffany's crescendo of pleasure-filled screams. It was a wonder she wasn't waking up the entire neighborhood.

Melanie stayed with Lauren. Anna, still with the bottle in her hands, sipped at it slowly, getting progressively more drunk. It seemed to be how she was dealing with the situation.

Melanie strolled over to Lauren. Her eyes were enormous and only getting bigger as Tiffany’s screams of ecstasy got louder and louder.

“She is...I mean they are...they’re really fucking her,” said Lauren.

With a giggle and a nod, Melanie slipped her hands down into Lauren’s panties again, fingering her and keeping her wet.

“Oh...oh my god, Melanie, that's soooo good. And...and...are...are they...taking turns?”

“You mean going one at a time? Don’t be silly.”

“Oh god. Then she’s...fuck, you're so good! But...b-but h-her mouth and her pussy at the same time?”

Melanie sighed wistfully. If only she could be the one getting fucked. “That’s right.”

“I don’t...oh god, Melanie!” She stood up, sliding out of Melanie's grasp. “You didn’t say anything about being double-teamed
,” Lauren whispered furiously. “No way! No way! I’m out!”

Nodding, Melanie stood up with Lauren, and pushed her hand up into her sopping wet cunt once again. She wasn’t going anywhere.

“You have to do what we say,” Melanie whispered. “If you don’t, you’re off the team.”

“But...but I’m a virgin!” Lauren protested again. Melanie rolled her eyes. As if that was any kind of excuse. “And I need this spot on the team for my scholarship next year at college!”

“Then I guess you’re going to need to get with the program, honey. Don’t worry,” Melanie leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, giving her a playful swat on the ass as she continued to finger her teen cunt. “They’re both super fucking good at this.”

A door open and shut upstairs, again.

Soon after, Tiffany stumbled down the stairs, giggling and moaning, her tits spilling out of her top. Her panties were long gone. Her hair was soaked with cum.

“Oh my godddd oh my god!” Tiffany moaned, stumbling and leaning against the wall. “That was...soo...soo hot! I think I came like twelve times! Oh my god!”

Firmly, Melanie grasped Lauren’s hand. “You see, sweetie? Nothing to be afraid of. It’ll be fun.”

She pushed Lauren all the way upstairs and then pushed her inside the room. She needed to please her Daddy and Darren so very much.

They looked up when he saw the two cheerleading babes enter, their cocks bouncing upward. Gabriela was in front of them, on her knees, fluffing them and keeping them hard. When she saw Lauren enter, she moved out of the way.

“Get the fuck over here,” said Darren.

Melanie pushed Lauren forward, who went down to her knees, just like Gabriela.

“Do us right, girl,” said Daddy.

Melanie's pussy was squirming. She wanted to see Lauren double teamed so fucking badly.

“Oh wow,” Lauren murmured. “Once you...once see all that cock...oh wow...”

She crawled right up to the two men, eyes so wide and filled with awe. She grabbed one cock, letting out a hot little breath. Then she grabbed the other.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “You're both so fucking big
! And I'm...I'm a virgin...”

Lauren used her hot virgin tongue on Darren's cock, and stroked Alec's, really beginning to enjoy herself. Then she traded off, licking Alec's and stroking Darren.

“I wish you were my
 Daddy, too” moaned Lauren, staring up wistfully at Alec.

“I am your Daddy now, girl.”

Darren stepped forward, pushing his cock into Lauren’s face. “We both are.”

“Bend over for your Daddy, slut,” said Alec. “I'm going to teach you how to be a good girl.”

Lauren bent over at the waist, and immediately Melanie's Daddy entered her. Then Darren grabbed her head, shoving her virgin mouth ruthlessly on his own cock.

“I don't give a fuck if this is your first time, slut,” said Darren. “You belong to us now.”

Alec slapped her ass hard. “That's right. You're nothing but three holes and a hot outfit, whore.”

In tandem, they began to fuck little Lauren completely, totally dominating her eighteen year-old cunt. Alec pounded her from behind, shoving his heavy, thick meat inside of Lauren's tiny, tight cunt. Darren held her by her blond hair and forced her farther and farther up his shaft, until she was deepthroating him completely. Lauren gagged a bit. No one seemed to care.

Melanie had expected both her men to treat Lauren heartlessly. Over the past few months, she had certainly gone out of her way to reinforce the idea that women were nothing but bitches for men to use and abuse.

But what she hadn't expected was for Lauren to love it quite so much. The hot blond cried out with every new stroke, every hot thrust inside of her body. Melanie could see each and every new orgasm, and felt her own pussy tremble and quiver as Lauren was drilled into from both ends again and again.

“We're gonna cum, slut,” said Alec, slapping Lauren's ass.

“That's right, you fucking bitch,” said Darren. “We're gonna cover you in our fucking seed, and fill you up inside.”

Lauren's only response was a desperate moan. With that affirmative, both men unleashed. Alec filled up Lauren's virgin womb completely, spraying his gooey warmth inside of her. Melanie, well-accustomed to it, was completely jealous, of course. Darren pulled out after only a few spurts, wanting to mark Lauren's face with his seed. Her face was coated with his hot jizz after just a few blasts.

When they finally let go of her, she collapsed to the ground, holding herself in hot orgasm. Melanie crawled toward her, licking the cum off her face and hair. It tasted so fucking good. She loved the taste of her men.

Lauren, still trembling from her life-shattering orgasm, clung to Melanie for dear life. “Thank you,” she whispered fervently. “Thank you for having them breed me.”

“Remember, you may not be pregnant yet. You’ll have to keep coming back until you are.”

“Yes, Melanie. Of course. I’ll do anything. Anything to be their hot pregnant broodslut.”

Melanie kissed her on the cheek. What a good little fuckdoll she was turning into. One of hopefully dozens that she would gather for her Daddy and Gabriela’s Big Bro.

Lauren kept stroking Darren and Daddy’s cock.

“Do I have to go? I just know
 you both could fuck me again...now that you’ve fucked me both so hard, nobody else will ever be good enough...”

Daddy and Darren leaned in and kissed her on the forehead, their lips sliding over onto each other’s as they did. Melanie leaned in, wanting so badly to join them...but she knew they had to complete the circle. Otherwise, it just wasn’t fair.

“You’re being such a good girl,” purred Melanie. “And I know you’ll be a great addition to the team next year. But we have to let Anna get fucked and bred just like you did...”

“Oh god yeah,” moaned Lauren, stroking both men’s slick, veiny cocks. “Fuck her for me, fellas. Fuck my little friend so
 good. Her cunt will be even tighter than mine...”

They nodded, both of them out of breath. They were clearly impressed with Lauren's exuberance. That was good. That meant Melanie would be rewarded later.

Melanie left Laurento stroke their cocks a little longer and swayed downstairs for the last bit of tonight’s entertianment.

The only one left was Anna. She knew what was going to happen, but she couldn’t get out. Tiffany was holding her down, practically smothering her with her tits.

“Lick theeeem...” cried Tiffany, totally drunk. “Lick my tittieeesss!”

“I ch-changed my mind...” Anna kept moaning. “I don’t...I don’t want to...I don’t...”

“It’s time, Anna,” purred Melanie. “Time to get bred like a good girl.”

“I won’t! I won’t go up there! You can’t make me!”

Probably they could, but with the stairs, it was more trouble and risk than it was worth. Besides, Melanie knew an easy solution.

“Daddy? Darren? Why don’t you come down here.”

In short order the two muscular, naked men were downstairs, their cocks incredibly hard.  Lauren followed them down, clear longing on her jizz-covered face.

Tiffany and Melanie held Anna tight in front of the couch, not letting her get away.

They forced her down onto her knees before the two cocks. Anna was breathing hard, eyes shut.

“Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod. No...noo...please noooo....”

Melanie leaned down and whispered in her ear. “Open your eyes, sweetie.”

Anna finally did.

“Oh...oohhhh....oh my god
...”

Just like Lauren, her hands reached up and she tentatively touched both cocks. They each bounced a little.

“Come on, baby,” said Alec.

“Yeah, doll,” said Darren. “Don’t make us wait. We know you want our cock.”

A long, low squeal emitted out from Anna’s mouth...and finally she gave in to her primal lusts, sliding her hot Asian mouth all the way in on Alec’s cock. Darren positioned himself behind her. Gabriela looked on jealously as her big brother fucked the shit out of a girl she picked for him.

As Darren and Alec began to bang Anna just as furiously as they had the other girls, Lauren and Tiffany fell on top of each other.

“I want your fucking cunt,” Tiffany moaned, pushing Lauren backward on the carpet. “I have for the longest time. I want to eat their cum out from it.”

Gabriela dropped to her knees behind Tiffany, giggling and smiling.

“I want to taste my Big Bro in you,” she purred.

With that, she slid out her sexy teen tongue and began licking Tiffany’s cunt as well. All three girls lost in the pleasures they gave each other as Darren and Melanie's Daddy devastated Anna's holes.

Melanie strutted away to the kitchen. When everyone finished, finally, they would all be very hungry, despite the thoroughly hot diets of cum the girls had been gifted with. Melanie wanted to practice good motherly skills, so she already had a batch of sandwiches all planned.

Melanie took a look from the doorway of the kitchen, watching Tiffany eat out Lauren, and Gabriela licking her brother’s cum from Tiffany’ s cunt. Anna would be pregnant soon, no doubt. They all would, thanks to Melanie's plan.

It had been a great start to the weekend.
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Risky Threesomes: 2 Women, 1 Man, 0 Rules
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LOOKING AT THE SCREEN
 before her, Anne felt a long drop in her stomach. Quite by accident, while performing her daily cleaning duties around the house, she started reading a message from her husband, Peter, to his best friend, Jerry.
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I FEEL LIKE ALL OUR
 life is just about the baby now. And that’s great. That’s what it should be, right? The baby is important. And god knows Anne looks hot pregnant. She’s like, barely showing, except when she wants to. She’s still gorgeous—you know how she looks. Her face is just glowing all the time, and so she’s even prettier than before. And her ass is still so toned, and her tits, oh my god. Right? They’re bigger than ever, and they were
 already so huge.


But no, it’s more complicated than just how she looks. I mean, she’s fine with me jerking off. Encourages it even. But she never really seems to initiate anymore. It’s got me bummed out. I’m just not sure how into it I am anymore. Into her. This whole relationship. If our sex life had a pulse, it would be on life support.

Fuck, that sounds awful. I shouldn’t think like that.

Anyway. Dumb shit I say. I'll talk to you later. I promise to cheer up.
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TEARS SPRUNG UP UNBIDDEN
 from her eyes and she turned away from the laptop, closing it back down. She set down the dust spray and cloth she had in her hands, reaching for a tissue. Before she knew it, she was bawling openly at her husband's desk.

“That bastard,” she hissed. “That bastard
. That bastard!”

She continued like this, the chant of “that bastard” resounding from her mouth over and over again, a sort of mantra to ride out the sweeping tide of hormones that pushed through her system. Slowly, after several minutes and several soaked tissues, she started to calm down, wiping her pretty face clean and sitting back in Peter’s desk chair. The chair rolled backward for a bit and she could not help but laugh. She was heavily pregnant now—nearly six months—and anything on rollers slid much more than it used to. She felt fat and flabby all the time, even though Tatiana assured her that she looked as hot as ever—if not hotter.

Anne did
 have to admit she was keeping up very well in her prenatal yoga classes, and was eating healthier than ever, but she had already been a regular attendee to yoga before the pregnancy, and always had made a habit of eating well, so in a weird way she felt like that didn’t count.

Anne worked as an graphics design artist, and had built enough goodwill and contacts in the community around her that she was able to make a steady income off of it. It had taken a few months of penny-pinching, of course, and for the first few weeks Peter scowled, never very much liking the idea of Anne working to support the household (as he, bless his heart, had some trouble at times expressing what he wanted without at least a little bit of frustration behind it). He was a man's man, and wanted to be the only one that she needed to depend on. Anne appreciated the feeling behind that—he just cared about her, and wanted to take care of her—but she was also her own person.

As such, she worked from the home. Being a creative individual, she was prone to procrastination and self-loathing, as so many creative types often are, and frequently found herself dallying about the house, looking for messes to clean. This was how she had, in complete innocence, starting cleaning out the keyboard of her husband’s laptop. It wasn’t her
 fault that just because she had pressed a little too hard on the keyboard the computer went off sleep mode. And it certainly wasn’t her
 fault that curiosity struck her almost immediately, pulling her to find what the screen might reveal.

She stood up from the desk and took a breath. Tears completely dry now, she walked toward a nearby wall, leaning forward to stretch her calves. A good little stretch always got her mind in order.

Let’s try and view this from an objective perspective, she thought. There is a problem
 that exists, and it exists for both myself and Peter. As such, it was created both by myself and Peter, acting in tandem.

Right? Okay.

So, it’s not fair to place the blame solely
 on him, even if he is going off and yammering on to his friends about how apparently she was worthless
 as a wife, and...

No. Nope! He didn’t say those things. He just said she didn’t initiate. That’s it! That’s the whole deal.

He was rather complimentary of her, in his own way. Anne wasn’t exactly proud
 that her husband was bragging to his best friend about the set of tits on his wife, and her tight ass, but...

Well. She sat up straighter. It did
 make her feel sort of nice. She spent half her time pregnant feeling like a house, so it was a welcome notion that her husband still objectified her appearance a little
 bit. You know, in the appropriate way. Bragging to a friend? That was okay by her.

She couldn't have married a man like Peter, burly and brash and just a tad sexist, if she hadn't known he was going to want to view her in terms of appearance and ability as a housewife. She couldn't help it, really, if her knees melted when he took her in his thick, strong arms and called her a “babe” or a “beauty” or even some dirtier
 names that made her really
 squirm. It was just biology.

Her tits were
 rather huge, she noticed, looking down. And keeping their shape, even this late into the pregnancy. They swelled against the tight white tank top she had on, her cleavage a valley of mythical proportions.

An alarm dinged in the kitchen. Time for her afternoon vitamins.

In a few moments she had taken the pill bottle off from the top of the fridge and downed her daily supplement. She had a particular kind of vitamin deficiency that made it difficult for her to bear children naturally. Luckily, the doctors had caught it early—thus the pills.

This week’s batch was different, with a whole new set of warnings and side-effects on the side. She hadn’t bothered much to read them. It was always the same—dryness, racing heartbeat, take with food and water, et cetera. Before, the pills had been in a plain white bottle, yellow with a small red trim. Now they were large—about the thickness of a pencil eraser and long as a paper clip—and purple.

It was a Wednesday, so this was the third day of taking the new pills. They had seemed to be working quite fine. Her vim and vigor had never felt more vimorous or vigorous, she had joked to Tatiana. As they had every time she took the pills for the previous two days, she felt her blood starting to pulse a little quicker, her nipples becoming slightly erect behind her shirt.

On the wall just past the kitchen was a photo, framed, of her in Peter's arms. It was on their honeymoon in the Ozarks, when they had rented a tiny cabin. He spent the entire five days fucking her rotten. She'd barely been able to walk. It was like now that they had been married, he felt free to unleash his masculinity on her. She worshiped him all week, sucking him off at a moment's notice, eager to show her hunk of a husband what a good wife she would make him.

But after that, although they talked and tried, the passion had slowly...fled. Dissipated, maybe. Bit by bit, their sex life had gone down to almost zero, maybe one act a week between them. Sometimes, all that act ended up being was her cheering Peter on as he jerked off. He enjoyed that—hell, Anne
 enjoyed that—but it just wasn't the same as those first beautiful few weeks of marriage where she had let him know that she was little more than a whimpering, needy feminine wifepet who needed her man's strong arms and cock to feel right in the world.

Was it any wonder, she thought suddenly, that he was feeling disillusioned? She was too.

All her husband, her mate
, was really asking, she realized, was for her to be a little more forthcoming. To make sure he didn’t have to masturbate for his only sexual output.

Quite suddenly, the thought of him jerking off struck her as quite depressing—for her. All that spilled seed, not finding its way into her clearly fertile, life-giving, curve-filled body...

As he intimated in the email, she had no trouble at all with Peter jerking off in bed beside her at night. Why not? He was horny, and she would be tired or just in a different mood. But now, thinking of him needing to cum, and her unable to help him...it seemed...unnatural. Her pregnant body swelled with needy hormones, manifesting in a physical desire to give every last drop of her husband’s cum a good, natural, warm home inside of her body one way or another. Mouth. Cunt. Asshole. She suddenly didn't care where
, so long as it was in
 her.

Yes, she could do that. She could make sure
 of it. That was in her power. The thought of Peter being dissatisfied with Anne terrified her. Nothing proposed a more absolute desolation of her soul, her entire being, than that. She needed her husband. She needed her man
 so that she could think straight. Her child needed a father
.

She would do anything to keep Peter happy.

So, she thought again. I don’t initiate, is that it? I can fix that problem. I can fix it right away.
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WORK HAD BEEN HARD
 that day.

Peter owned and operated a small construction firm on the outskirts of Alder City. With the success of the tech start-up companies in the city, and all the low mortgage rates offered to young couples, they were doing a booming business with building houses in the new suburbs around the city. His own house had been built by his very hands—a fact that, Anne had told him, made his wife feel very taken care of.

Peter liked that, taking care of his wife. Letting her know that business was handled. When she had started up her own business, it had been a struggle not to become resentful. Didn’t she know he had everything well in hand? Didn’t she know there was nothing to fret over?

But she did it to give herself something to do, and Peter could understand that easily enough. He was a busybody himself. That’s how he had come to be running a construction firm at the relatively young age of thirty-one. Lazy people didn’t run businesses.

It was about seven in the PM when Peter finally drove up to his house and up the driveway. He already knew he would get an earful for the lateness of the hour. Anne had been getting more and more crabby lately at the end of the day, and he was already preparing his apologies.

And wasn’t that some shit? He was out there trying to work and get home a payday for her, and she would be understanding
 but also inevitably annoyed that he wasn’t around, and annoyed that she didn’t really have much right to be annoyed. And he’d have to tell her that was all okay.

Of course, that was all true before she got pregnant, but the extra hormones in her body had only increased these feelings of loneliness and desperation.

Although, he thought briefly, the last two days she had been a little more affectionate, and a little less crabby. That was nice.


Looking very much forward to seeing you tonight, Sir
.

That had been the message she sent to him earlier in the day, around five. He supposed he’d have to get used to such sarcasm. There was no way that Anne had meant
 it when she called him Sir. Not that he couldn’t daydream about such things anyway...

For a while in their marriage, he'd thought she was truly into that. Calling him Sir. Calling him Master
, even. But her interest faded, and he stopped bringing it up. It seemed to make them both uncomfortable when he pressed the issue.

He sighed, stepping out of his car into the crisp night air. It was whatever. Part of being a partner. Not much price to pay for a beautiful wife. And god, she was beautiful. That face, with lips so full and plush, her eyes sparkled so beautifully when she smiled...and those tits
, growing ever bigger by the day, preparing for their progeny’s arrival. And her hair! Whatever vitamins she was on were really doing their work on her hair. She was letting the golden locks grow longer and longer, not able to trouble herself with the extra visit to the hairdresser, and content with just tying it up in a ponytail most of the time. But when she let it down at night or early in the morning, he just wanted to take her close and hold her, to let her feel his hardness press against her thigh. Then, maybe, she'd whisper in his ear for her to take her, take her like she was born to be taken by a strong man, take her like she needed
...

He pushed the thoughts away.

For maybe the seventy-sixth time, he reminded himself that he wanted to fix up the lawn this weekend. The weekend was a land of many such bastardized promises—a time of hope and renewal that was inevitably shortchanged by binging on woodworking and listening to podcasts in his garage, and not getting much of substance done outside of a few new carvings or pieces of furniture to sell at a craft sale.

The way he thought he’d fix the lawn, in this case, was just to go to the hardware store and pick up some gravel and walkway stones. Gravel to make a path, after he’d dug out the grass. And then the stones to pave the way. Maybe they’d be in the shape of animals or something. Would the kid like that? Probably he’d like whatever they told him to like for a while. Or she. They didn’t know the sex yet, which was on purpose. They wanted it to be a surprise.

Their home was small, but nice. A small tilted blue roof over three bedrooms (one was Anne’s office), a living room, a dining room, a bath and a half, and a kitchen with a nice sized pantry. Enough for a small family like they hoped to have. It had a considerable backyard, as Peter was always hoping to cash in on his desire to start a garden. The lot he built the house on had come with a barn, and a few months back he had finally cleared it out. That was a similar task to what putting down stones in the front yard was now—the sort of thing he had to remind himself about over and over until it was done. That was just the way he accomplished everything. It was frustrating, sometimes, for himself and others, but he took assurance in knowing that it almost always came through.

When he opened the door, what he expected to see was Anne fretting around in front of the kitchen, sorting through papers and arranging the trash to get ready to go out. It was a Wednesday, and Wednesday was the night they usually took care of that sort of thing.

What he wasn’t expected to see was what he actually saw, which was his hot pregnant wife dressed in black-and-silver lingerie, complete with stockings, high heels, elbow-length gloves, and a tiny corset that somehow accentuated both her monumentally perfect bust and the gorgeous round belly she now possessed.

Slowly, he shut the door. Whatever was about to happen, he didn’t want the neighbors to see.

“Good evening, baby,” she moaned. “I’m so glad you’ve come home to me.”

Peter gulped. His wife was looking...well, hot
.

She was always beautiful. Always. Like with any beautiful woman, that was really the first thing you noticed about her. It was certainly what he’d noticed about Anne first when he met her four years ago in college, at the college graduation party of a friend. But he had stuck with Anne because of her great compassion for others. She would drive through the night in the middle of an ice storm to help out a friend too drunk to drive—and had, without once complaining. Helping out others was both her reward and duty for operating in the world, she said.

But right now...right now, she was simply hot
. Like, model hot. Movie hot. Porn star hot. His cock pushed hard against his pants, wanting to come out instantly.

She strutted toward him, her massive tits jiggling in hypnotic manner in her tight lingerie. God, when did she get this lingerie? He’d never seen her wear it before. In fact, he would have been hard-pressed to remember the last time he saw her wear lingerie at all
. She was more of a sweat pants and tee shirt girl, which was fine by him, as all her pants and tees fit rather tightly on her slender, busty frame.

Peter's libido was such that he could get hard just looking at her tight, toned ass in sweats—seeing her now in this luxurious lingerie, her face perfectly made up, her hair done like a model’s and flowing down halfway to her back, he was breathless.

Smiling, her body luscious as she curved her way into his frame, she wrapped her gloved hands around his neck and kissed him slowly, deeply. Lovingly, even hungrily. Like he had been gone for months instead of hours. Her enormous, pregnancy-plump breasts pushed hard against his body, so hot and soft.

“You’ve had such a long, hard day at work,” she moaned, sliding down his body. “Won’t you let me show you how much I appreciate you?”

“Wh-what did you have in mind?”

Anne smiled, slowly dancing her way down to her stocking-clad knees. “What do you think, silly?”

Her expression was teasing, but wasn’t it also just a bit...submissive? Like she was waiting for him to approve what she was doing. Well, he did, and incredibly so.

“Yeah,” he said. “Suck me off. Do it. Quick.”

“Yes
, Peter,” she moaned. “I have to do what my husband says.”

His cock was already hard by the time she had taken it out from his pants. Quickly she started stroking, her gloved hands soft and loving.

They had a loving relationship, despite the current rough patch. They’d had sex plenty of times. But now, when Anne looked at his cock, he could barely restrain himself from the look at passion on her face. A little bit of drool was dripping down from her mouth. Her eyes were burning with submissive need. He was taken aback by the fierce, possessive fervor of her sudden licks and kisses on his shaft. She had sucked him off countless times, but for whatever reason, she acted now like she was some lovestruck school girl who finally had caught up with her rock star crush.

His cock fit easily down her mouth and into her throat. Within moments, she had him backed up against the door, slamming it every other second as she slurped up and down his massiveness. Dumbly, in the midst of his extreme pleasure, Peter thought about how he needed to get that hinge fixed. His hands moved eagerly through his wife’s soft, golden hair, and he rose one leg up and wrapped it around her back, pulling her closer to him.

“Oh fuck, Anne,” he moaned. “Oh god, baby. Baby...baby, baby...oh fuck...”

She moaned, encouraging him. He couldn’t contain himself for very long. The surprise of her appearance, in conjunction with the surprise of her utter insistence on giving him the blowjob he so desperately needed, was too much to handle. God, what if it was like this all the time? That was what he needed. In his lustful frenzy, fucking his wife’s mouth openly, he knew that was what he deserved.


To have this incredible beauty on her hands and knees at all times, loving and adoring him, worshiping him, doting on him, waiting on him, desperate to hear a single approving word from his mouth...

Moaning, his hips spasmed, and orgasm overcame him. With hot, furtive pumps, he spurted into his wife’s mouth and down her throat.

As his orgasm subsided, the adrenaline tapering off, he allowed his thoughts to return to normalcy. Still kneeling before him, Anne cleaned off his shaft with a patient, loving tongue. She was really putting in the effort. God, she was a great woman. He loved Anne. He loved his wife.

“God,” he said. “That was just...great.”

He expected now some return to routine. Clean up around the house. Eat a quiet dinner. Snuggle into watching some streaming shows, the usual. But instead, she stood up and began kissing his neck. He could see her lingerie around her pussy was soaking wet, a trail of her juices sliding down her stocking-clad thigh. One gloved hand wrapped around his still-wet and semi-hard cock.

“Here,” she said, smiling slyly, “come to bed with me. Please?”

Embarrassment hit him. She wanted more. Wow. “I’m...you know. A little spent.”

“You don’t want to watch porn while I suck you off?”

He gulped. Of course he did. But, the notion of that was so unreal that he had trouble accepting it as what might happen. “I...uh. I'm a a bit hungry.”

“I’ve got snacks
 for you, silly. I was cooking all day. And cleaning. So don’t worry about tonight. You’ve got the whole night off. You can eat, and watch whatever you want...and I’ll be sitting there sliding my mouth around your cock like a good girl. Won’t that be nice for you, Sir?”

Fuck. Oh fuck. How did she know that? How did she know he loved being called Sir? That he jerked off at night to just that—to her moaning out “Sir” like it was his name, like it was his title
. And calling herself his “good girl.” Fuck, fuck, oh man, fuck. That was hot.

Without waiting for him to say anything else, Anne pulled him forward, stroking him as she strutted by his side to the bedroom. Peter said nothing, only tacit approval and wonder on his face as his wife served him all night long.
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THE FIRST TIME ANNE
 looked at Peter’s computer, it could be logged into the annals of accidental motions—like how she constantly bumped her widened hips against walls these days, or how she had only found out the “asylum” was pronounced “a-sy-lum” and not “azzy-lum” because she had learned the word by reading, and said it aloud during a speech at school one year.

But this time, as she sat down in front of Peter’s desk and opened up his laptop, she most definitely could not throw out that same justification. This time, it was on purpose
. It was two days since she had sprung her blowjob-and-lingerie-and-service-night on him, and she wanted her job report, dammit. She wanted that validation! She wanted him to have written at least
 a page of satisfaction about her efforts to Jerry.

That wasn’t so much, right? A page? Just three hundred little words, give or take. Hell, if he had played with the font somehow, made it bigger, stretched it out just so that he could take a page
 to appreciate his lingerie-clad wife...was that so
 very much to ask? She began reading toward the middle of the message—the first parts just lead-ins and stupid catching up about business, that sort of thing.
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HONESTLY, IF IT WEREN’T
 the fact that those big pregnant tits turn me on so much, I don’t think I’d stick around for long.

Plus the incumbent kid, of course.

No, that’s stupid. I don’t mean that. I’m just frustrated. Venting! You know how it goes.

I love my wife, I do. I want to stay with her forever.


Especially after the other night, geez. I need to show her something about how I appreciate that, because goddamn and
 shit. That was amazing. That lingerie...her tits!


But man, I just want some crazy ass sex before I’m a dad, you know? I feel like my whole life is going to get consumed by parenthood. That’s what happens to everyone, right? And before that happens, I just want something...insane, you know? Like a threesome. But a threesome with someone nothing like Anne. Even though she's great.


She’s got this friend, Tatiana...toned and fit, a real fitness freak. Someone like
 that would definitely do the trick for me, I think. The two of them even used to date before I showed up. The thought of them in bed together...man.


Anyway, just day dreams. Thanks for listening.
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FOR THE FIRST HOUR
 after reading it, she traversed the emotional spectrum between incensed and devastated.

She paced through the house, unable to sit. That old familiar standard rose up again—“That bastard. That bastard
. That bastard!”

Finally, the afternoon alarm dinged, and she took another purple pill. Slowly, her blood began to rise. Though she still felt the pang of rejection, her arousal levels were fighting such trivial things away. She had a husband
, and he had needs
. What was sexier than that? He was so big and burly, and had chest hair
, and biceps
, and shoulders
, and god, she was wet just thinking about him.

His shirts were almost always too tight. His chest was too broad for them. And so she would run her fingers up and down his rock-hard pecs and abs, drooling all the way, needing to feel his cock slide back inside of her where it was home
, where she made him feel good
.

Twenty minutes later, she realized she had been in the corner of the kitchen, half-squatting with her eyes closed and her fingers up her sopping-wet pussy, fantasizing about her husband's construction-work-solid muscles.

These pills really were something different. She was absolutely in control of her faculties. She was herself. Just a sort of focused
 version of herself. There was obviously a part of her that was still upset over what he wrote. But there was also a part of her that was excited, even elated by what the email revealed. He had complimented her, numerous times. He’d had a wonderful time.

He simply wanted more.

She bit her lip at the thought of giving him more. The thought was inherently sexy. His appetite was ravenous, and she could help him sate it. She was on his side
. Her fingers drifted back down to her pussy. She'd taken to no longer wearing panties around the house. What was the point? They only got in the way.

What, was she so silly and dumb to think that her husband would be satisfied simply with her pussy forever? Look at how easily
 he had gotten her fertile body pregnant, after all. His spent his free time woodworking, for god’s sake! Working with his hands after spending all day and night working with his hands at construction. Of course he was brimming to the top with masculinity. It was no wonder she wasn’t enough for him all by herself.

In fact, this email could be seen as a blessing, couldn’t it? She wasn’t just complimented. She had been given a solution the entire problem.

Tatiana.

She and Tatiana had dated back in college. Then, her best friend got a scholarship to study abroad, and the relationship fizzled out..and in the meantime, Anne met Peter. Tatiana thought Peter was wonderful, of course, and they were still all close friends.

Now, all she had to do to win her husband’s favor was seduce her best friend and former lover.

Was that so very hard? Maybe for someone else. But Anne was full of confidence now. Her body felt more alive than it had in ages. And she knew that she could have Tatiana wrapped around her fingers—yes, those pussy-juice-wet fingers—in no time at all.
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THE FOLLOWING DAY,
 her shadowy feelings of lustful desperation fueled by a very large cup of ginseng tea, Anne met with her best friend, Tatiana.

Their meeting place was a small crepe restaurant in the central part of town where they had taken breakfast many times before, The Crepe Place. Anne had picked it because she knew there was a table in the back where they could sit comfortably without anyone overhearing them. While Anne did
 want to be more adventurous for her husband, she wasn’t quite at the point where she wanted everyone around her knowing what she was doing. Perhaps exhibitionism would come later.

Tatiana arrived about fifteen minutes late, which was her custom—which was, incidentally, why Anne arrived about ten minutes late. She’d spent the time waiting arranging sugar packets in complex spiral patterns, noting idly how she was going to miss her work in a few months when she had the child. She assumed that for the first several months, she would be taking care of the baby while Peter kept working and supporting them. Already, Anne was doubling her work results for her various clients week by week, so that she would have enough done before the break that she could have a little bit of momentum to carry her over the bridge.

Tatiana, as Peter noted in his correspondence, was completely hot. Heads turned, and turned again, as she sauntered through the small restaurant. She was something of a fitness freak, the sort you would see walk into a shop wearing the same kind of tiny, barely-there outfit she had on now—nothing but a tiny pair of workout shorts, too-tight sports bra, half-unzipped hoodie, and music player attached to one firm arm—and look absolutely at home. And look, incidentally, absolutely beautiful. When her tiny, fit body was covered in sheets of sweat, her toned arms throbbing with lean muscle, her tied-up hair in an absolute mess around her face—she looked beautiful.

So, a person could imagine what she looked like when she was putting forward the effort and trying to present herself for others. Today, though, she was clearly fresh from a workout, her thick dark hair falling in places around her face, the sweat just barely showing on her forehead.

Even with all that, appearances didn’t seem to matter that much to Tatiana. Anne believed this was because Tatiana was so used to the way she looked that thinking about the way others
 looked wasn’t all that compelling anymore. Tatiana had had dates lined up for herself for as long as Anne could remember, and had learned years before that she cared much more about a good belly laugh and fascinating conversation about the state of the world than she ever did about cut abs.

If the hilarity and cut abs could align
, though...that started to do things to Tatiana’s brain.

The fitness-freak beauty was, by nature, a submissive. An intense, honest-to-god, wanted-to-live-on-her-knees submissive. She had left the city for the entirety of last year following a man who she thought would be her one and only, her true Dom, her Master. But, over time, the facade dropped, and he had about as much interest in being a real Master to Tatiana as Anne had interest in getting a doctorate in biology. It seemed maybe like a fun thing to do, but all that work? Feh.

So, Tatiana had been burned. And bad. And ever since she got back from the coast a few months ago, she hadn’t gone on a single date. With anyone.

Over a few drinks—Anne’s not being alcoholic, of course—Tatiana had revealed to Anne that she was on the verge of giving up on men entirely. She had always been rather bisexual, and had very fond memories of licking Anne's pussy (Tatiana had been rather drunk as she said this). But why not
 go back to the other team for a while?

The instant-clinginess of lesbians might have been something of a cliche, but it was also frequently true, and at this point, Tatiana was much more interested in commitment than excitement.

Anne wished she could have Tatiana’s self-confidence, especially now that she was pregnant. It had taken literally her entire reserve of ego to dress up for Peter the other night, and while that had technically
 been a success—she’d had her husband’s sweet, hot, perfect cum inside of her once more, and several times over—it also didn’t get the results she wanted. She wanted her man to be crazy
 about her again.

In the restaurant, the two old friends greeted each other happily, sharing a small cup of coffee as they waited for their crepes. Anne was allowed one cup a day with the baby on the way, and she treasured each one.

Slowly, after exhausting conversation about old friends, the weather, and work, the subject came around to Peter.

“Um, that’s actually why I wanted to talk to you,” said Anne. “I’ve got kind of a weird favor to ask you.”

Tatiana nodded excitedly. “You want to break up with Peter and run away with me. Check. I’m on it.”

Anne’s face must have betrayed something, because Tatiana started laughing furiously.

“I wasn’t serious
, Anne, oh my gosh.” She stopped laughing suddenly. “Are you...holy shit, are you
 serious?”

“No. No, it’s just...that’s awfully close.”

“Holy shit
, Anne, you’re leaving Peter? Or, is he leaving you
?” She stood up. “No, he’s crazy. That’s insane. You’re too wonderful. And you’re pregnant
. I won’t allow it. I’ll kill him.”

Anne grabbed Tatiana. “Sit down, love. Please? Just listen for a minute.”

Tatiana sat and crossed her legs, hands in her lap. Anne took a moment and deliberately did not
 moan as she watched the shiny, tanned surface of her friend’s legs displayed so alluringly. Or the way her hoodie had opened up slightly more, revealing the long tanned line of her cleavage in such a fetching formation.

Her relationship with Anne might have been completely done, but that didn't mean she wasn't still thoroughly turned on by her friend.

“I need to show Peter that I’m adventurous, that's all. He thinks we're missing that.”

“Peter told you that?”

Anne shrugged. “In so many words. He said it.”

Tatiana wasn't fooled for a second.

“Are you spying
 on him?” Tatiana looked indulgently pleased at her do-gooder friend's subversive activities.

“No!” Anne blushed. “Sort of. Look, what's important is that I know about it, okay?” Tatiana shrugged. She could accept that. “I want to show him that...well, that his fun, sex-crazy wife is still fun and sex-crazy. And crazy about him.” She slipped her hand up Tatiana’s thigh. They were always physical with one another, and Tatiana barely seemed to notice the sensation. “Crazy
 about him, Tatiana. And I am
. I’d do anything to show him that.”

“I know you would, Anne. Of course you would.”

“I’d...I’d do anything a man’s mind could think of...” her fingers traced upward on Tatiana’s thigh, slow and sure. “I’d give him anything he wanted.”

Tatiana's lovely face began to show awareness. “Y-you mean...oh, my.”

“Wouldn’t that be fun, Tatiana? We could both show him how crazy
 we could get for him? Wouldn’t you like to show off like that?”

Tatiana looked at her friend's hands, sighing lustfully. Her breath sped up. Her own fingers tugged at her hoodie, clearly struggling not to touch Anne's. Whether the touch would be to encourage her or stop her, Anne didn't know.

“It’s just...” Tatiana bit her lip, clearly conflicted. “I don’t know if I want to be involved in like, you know. A fling with you two. That sounds like it would get weird in a hurry. And I love you so
 much, Anne. I don’t want to jeopardize our friendship like that. I can't do that.”

Anne pressed on, inexorable. She had
 to make Peter happy. “Are you sure? I mean, it wouldn't have to be weird...”

Abruptly, Tatiana stood up.

“I’m sorry. This is too much, okay? I can’t right now. It was nice to catch up. I'll see you...soon.”

Fear struck hard in Anne's heart. “Tatiana...”

“I’m sorry,” she said again. “I’ll call you later, okay?”

Just like that, she was leaving. Anne's phone rang—her afternoon alarm. On instinct, she took the bottle of vitamins out of the purse, popping the pill as she watched her friend leave.

Almost immediately, arousal crashed into her. Tatiana's ass was so lovely in those tight, hot little shorts. Practically painted onto her body. Her pussy took over her actions—she had
 to do right by Peter. She had to make everything right with her friend.


With my lover
. I can make us lovers again
.

Anne flung some cash down from her purse, and followed after Tatiana into the street.

“Please wait, Tatiana. Listen to me.”

She heard Anne, but she wouldn’t slow down. Anne watched the amazing curves of her friend’s tight ass as she hurried ahead. Anne rushed after. In the parking lot ahead, Anne saw Tatiana's car. Rushing around, as soon as Tatiana clicked it open, Anne slid into the front seat and locked herself in.

“Wow,” said Tatiana. “Really? You're doing that?”

Anne's face was fevered, excited even. “Yup.”

“You’re really serious about this.” Tatiana frowned.  “I can tell. And I respect you, Anne. But what you’re asking...it’s sort of insane. And it’s asking a lot
 from me. You know it is. I don’t have have a fling left in me. Not with anyone. Certainly not with my best friend and her...fucking cock-stud husband. You remember what you told me about the way he fucks you?
 You think I would be able to just forget
 about that when you're done with your crisis? I’m not your...you know. Your whore, or whatever.”

Instantly, Anne saw the problem. Tatiana was already projecting her feelings of disposability onto the situation. She still hurt from the break-up with the fake Dom—the man who was always supposed to be there for her, to tell her what to do, to let her know she was infinitely worthy...had broken her heart. Now, she was terrified of Anne doing the same thing.

Blood rushed into all of Anne's erogenous zones, her nipples erect. Her cunt wet from the sight of her friend's soft, beautiful vulnerability. All Anne had to do was calm her gorgeous friend, and this would all turn out just how she wanted.

“You mean the world to me, Tatiana,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to make you feel like you were replaceable. Like this was just some spurt of desperation for me. You’re right. That would
 be wrong. Totally, completely wrong.”

“Thank you. It’s just that’s...I mean, when we were together, I always thought we were missing some component, and...” she stopped. “I shouldn’t say. I’m sorry.”

Anne reached forward, grabbing Tatiana's hands. Tatiana grabbed her right back, fingers sliding in and out of Anne's.

“Tell me.”

“It’s like...” Tatiana's head bobbed slightly. “I’ve never been able to quite make it work with a guy. Or a girl. Anybody. And I always thought it was because, well, I wanted something more. Or something different, you know? I didn’t want to be the ‘sole focus,’ or whatever, in a relationship. So, I’ve had fantasies. Lots of them. About...being in a trio. With you.”

“Oh.”

“And Peter, too.”

“Oh. My.”

Anne's pussy felt like it was on fire. Tatiana, fantasizing about fucking her and her husband? Was there anything in the world hotter than that? She had
 to make it come true...not just for Peter, but for Tatiana.

“So it’s like, for you to just suggest it, out of nowhere? It caught me off-guard. And I...I can’t just jump
 into that when I know you’re just spit-balling ideas because you’re hormonal and a little nuts.”

Anne saw her friend in a whole new light now. All those years, all those frustrated years of desire and need she must have felt. Tatiana had always been flirty with her. Complimenting her, joking—or so Anne thought—about how they should have sex again, being so incredibly graphic with her talk of sex with her boyfriends...

“And, you know all that stuff with that stupid fake-ass Dom. I thought maybe if he controlled me hard enough, I wouldn’t want to be with two other people. But I really
 do. And so...let’s just forget it, okay? I don’t want to make this weird.”

But it would be weird, now that Anne knew about this. There was no getting away from that. Unless...

Unless she doubled-down. Arousal controlled Anne now. She knew exactly
 what she needed to say.

Her voice become low and sultry. “It doesn’t have to be a one-time thing, you know. A fling. It doesn't have to be that way.”

“Wh-what?”

“I am
 really attracted to you, Tatiana. You know I am.”

Tatiana’s voice became very small. “I know. It’s just...after what happened in California, I...”

“His cock would be just for you and me,” she whispered in her friend’s ear. “We could share it as much as we’d like.”

Tatiana gulped. “Come on. Don’t.”

“You and I could fuck all the time, just to turn him on. Or to turn each other on, whatever. You could watch him fucking my pregnant belly, getting me so
 full of his seed. Why...” her hand crawled over Tatiana’s stomach. “He could even fuck you pregnant. Would you like that, Tatiana? You and I could be mommies
 together.”

Tatiana’s eyes flashed, and Anne knew in an instant that her friend did
 want that, very much. They could hide nothing from one another.

“Anne...”

“Do you know what I found out just recently? He’s very domineering.”

Tatiana whimpered. “Don’t...tease...”

Even so, she was pulling Anne’s hands into her, and not pushing them away. Her fingers drifted down to the bare short-short fabric over Tatiana's pussy.

“He’s obsessed with calling me his ‘good girl.’ I think that’s only a step away from being his slave, isn’t it? You would know better than me. He got hard right away—right
 away—when I called him 'Sir' the other night. Isn’t that sexy? And he had just
 come already. What a man
, right? What a stud
.”

“I can’t...fuck, Anne, really?” Tatiana's breaths were hot and fast. “Are you being serious right now? I want that, I want
 that, but I’m...” she gulped. “You can’t just...” she gulped again. “You can’t just do
 that and then not do it again with me. You know that, right? You’re not going to fuck me over?”

“You trust me, don’t you love?”

Tatiana nodded weakly. “I do. I really do. Anne, I...I...” her voice became low and tiny. “I really love you both, and I can't be hurt by you.”

Anne's heart blossomed with emotion, her cunt fueled with the perfect combination of connection and desire. Everything Tatiana felt, Anne felt perfectly reciprocated. She leaned in and kissed her gorgeous friend, fingers sliding past her shorts and into her willing, waiting pussy.

“I love you too, darling,” Anne whispered. “We'll be together, with Peter, forever.”

Tatiana moaned, hips bucking into Anne's fingers. “Yes...god, yes, please!”

There in the car, Anne fingered her best friend for the first time in over five years. It had been a long time, but she still knew exactly how to touch her fit, gorgeous lover. Anyone could have walked by; anyone could have seen. Anne didn't care. Tatiana needed
 to cum. And Anne, in an almost matronly way, needed to take care of her friend. She had to see to her needs.

Nothing felt better than being responsible for the needs of another, Anne realized, fingering Tatiana harder and harder. Her friend stared lust into Anne's eyes, open heated looks that spoke of years of longing finally realized.

“I love...I love
....I love...
”

“Shhh,” whispered Anne. “I know, sweetie. I love you too. Now cum for me.”

“Yes! Yes! Oh, Anne, yes!”

Tatiana thrashed in the car, hands sliding up and down Anne's pregnant body. Caressing her sexy baby bump, squeezing her titanic tits, grabbing her ass. She shook up and down before finally slowing.

She breathed deep and slow, licking her lips as she admired Anne. Slowly, she guided Anne's fingers up to her mouth, cleaning her own juices off with little darts of her pink tongue.

“I've needed that,” said Tatiana, “for a long, long time.”

“I'm so happy to have let you have it. I wish I would have known.”

“It's all right. We can make it up. And we can let Peter in on the fun, too.”

Anne smiled. They certainly could.
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AT TWO IN THE AFTERNOON
, they strolled into Tatiana’s apartment and went about getting ready for the night. Tatiana led Anne into her small bedroom, with Anne openly again admiring her friend’s bubbly, perfectly tight ass as she walked.

With Tatiana on her side, Anne felt empowered. The thought of this fit, gorgeous woman becoming intertwined into her sexual life was almost too hot to comprehend. Before, she’d written off the notion of Tatiana being with her in that way again. But now that their affection was on the table, now that Anne would do anything
 to make Peter happy, to make him feel at home and wanted...that changed everything.

At the beginning of the day, Anne had felt determined, but also weak. She loved Peter dearly, but his way was his
 way, and he was exceptionally stubborn when he wanted to be. That was part of why she loved him, of course, because he was so stubbornly in love with her.

And also, his manly stubbornness drove those feelings that made her feel so guiltily turned on, so ashamed—that feminine submission, giving into what he wanted simply because it was what he
 wanted. Because it was what her man
 wanted. Her knees knocked at the thought of obeying him, and her cunt twinged with desire. Being told
 what was what...there was an excitement to it that she couldn’t explain. It was not that way for every woman, but it certainly was that way for her.

But he was dangerously close to making up his mind to be away from her. To doing enough mental kung-fu that would make him believe he shouldn’t be with his wife anymore. Clearly, it was her duty to prove him wrong—and now she had an ally.

She and Anne spent the afternoon preparing. With an email, she had begged Peter to meet them for drinks at a small bar, Baker’s, near their house. It had to be nearby, because she was rather hoping that Peter would want to drag both of them home for a thorough fucking before very long. No reason to delay that with a long car ride.

But the better part of preparation was choosing what to wear. Tatiana put on a show for Anne, trying on all manner of different outfits. She put on tight short skirts that showed off her sexy long legs, tight boots that did the same, hot corset and halter tops that pushed her big tits up and out, and sexy heels that made her calves turn just the right way.

And all the while, Tatiana was over the moon. Every other minute, with each new outfit, she was pulling Anne in for a long, needy kiss, biting at Anne’s neck and chin, holding her close in tight, loving embraces. She was starved for human attention, and Anne had no issues with feeding her.

Tatiana had better clubbing clothes than Anne did, and was a bit of a seamstress as well. So, even though Tatiana was more fit than Anne—and definitely slimmer, what with Anne’s baby bump—they were able to modify one of Tatiana’s hot mini dresses for Anne’s use without too much trouble.

Anne’s hand slipped inside Tatiana’s dripping wet cunt as she worked.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Make me look hot. I’ll be so hot for you. And for him. We’ll won’t give him a choice. He’ll be desperate to dominate you...”

Tatiana, moaning and melting, did a wonderful job with the dress by the time she finished. They found—as they finalized their outfits—that it fit Anne perfectly.

Tatiana’s own outfit was bright sky blue, a tight tiny minidress with a sash hanging off her wide, child-ready hips. Her suede boots were tight and tall, wrapped around her thighs, with frilly leather strands hanging down the side. The neckline of the dress was narrow, but very deep, ending well below Tatiana’s perfectly plump breasts.

“Fuck,” said Anne. “He’s going to flip his shit over you.”

“Over me? Um, what about you
?” Tatiana practically drooled at the sight of Anne. “God, I never thought I’d find a baby bump hot, but you are really
 working it.”

Anne blushed. “Thank you.”

She did have to admit that the outfit they picked really accentuated her high points in the looks department. The dress was red, fitting tight over her substantial curves. It frilled outward around her thighs, sexy black pleats clashing with the red of the rest of the dress. The neckline, in contrast to Tatiana’s, was scooping and wide, showing off her huge tits to any passer-by. Her heels were tall and black, four-inch cigar-thick stilettos that accentuated the tightness of her ass and the length of her legs.

“What if we...you and I...had some fun while we waited?”

Tatiana kissed her slowly, still tentative with her new lover.

Anne’s phone dinged, and she pulled away.

“Hold that thought, love.”

It was a text from Peter.

Got off work early. What a day! Meet you guys at Baker’s in fifteen?

Anne’s heart thumped faster than she knew was possible. Tatiana leaned in and saw the message, and immediately began to purr excitedly.


Yes!!!
 Anne wrote back hurriedly. See you then!
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WHISTLING SOFTLY TO
 himself as he drove, Peter found himself looking forward to being with his wife. When was the last time they had gone out on a date? Even if it was with Tatiana—who was always a little nuts—when had he just hung out with an adult in a social setting? It felt like ages. Probably it was months. Maybe since the first round of parties after the announcement that she was pregnant.

Earlier in the day—in fact, at regular intervals all through the day—Anne had been texting him how turned on she was at the thought of sucking him off later.

It was a bit strange, in fact, how casual she was about it, and how the meet-up with Tatiana didn’t seem to factor in to any sort of proprietary concerns.

Tatiana wants to hang out tonight. I think we should. She seems down. Also, is it all right if I touch myself thinking about you fucking my mouth?

Her asking permission was hot enough. Needing to ask so much that she would do it while at the same time asking him to hang out was even hotter, for whatever reason. It was like she couldn’t get the thought of his cock out of her head.

That was good, he thought, stopping at a red light. That’s how he wanted it. That’s how it should
 be. She should be obsessed with my cock.

He tried not to get carried away with such thoughts. They weren’t exactly politically correct: wanting a wife who was a cock-obsessed trophy, concerned only with slobbering over his knob and giving him babies. But if you were to ask him honestly about what he wanted, that might easily be the answer he’d give. And more and more, that seemed to be what Anne
 wanted as well, which surprised him.

He wanted her to be her own person, always. But, if the person she was somehow was able to also be the person he wanted her to be...wouldn’t that be the best possible option?

Stupid thoughts.

A thought as stupid as, say, the way he felt his excitement rise when he knew he was going to hang out with Tatiana tonight. Driving the car to Baker’s, his attention was divided between the sparse traffic of the city, his desire to fuck Anne’s mouth hard enough to watch her tits shake, and the notion of seeing Tatiana’s legs another time.

God, Tatiana was a fine woman. It was too bad Anne would never go for a threesome, because if she was open to it at all
, it would easily be with Tatiana.

If Tatiana was into it, of course. She was a good friend, even to him, even though in some ways he had stolen Anne away from her. A big heart on her. He didn't know if he could ever forgive someone who even vaguely took Anne away from him.

If Peter were to have a threesome, it would have to be with someone he trusted. And, he wasn’t sure Tatiana was the right type—she’d probably think of it as just some fling, and then everything would get weird, and the friendship would be ruined.

No, best to push such thoughts from his mind, just like he always had. Tonight, he’d have a few beers, sneak a few peeks at Tatiana’s legs, and then fuck his wife’s pretty mouth until she was practically drowning in his cum.

The thought of his beautiful wife’s breasts bouncing as she sucked him off, her boobs covered in her own drool and his precum, smearing it along that thick expanse of titflesh just for him just drove him wild. He had lost time at work, caught up in the thought, and decided to leave early to make it happen. It was a powerful feeling, knowing that he could make a fantasy come true.

Peter was still dressed in his work clothes, of course, but that didn’t exactly mean he was formal. He was the boss, after all, and he could dress how he wanted. Tight jeans, steel-toed work boots, and a dirty white shirt. The shirt hadn’t been dirty when he started the day, but he’d had to get into the thick of work today, helping to put up boards for a house frame and sliding into the muck for some wiring more than once. He wore a light tan jacket that covered most of the muck, and had been careful before leaving to wash his hands and face, but there was still a little dirt around his neck and shoulders. His “work grit,” as Anne liked to call it.

She had taken, the last couple of days, to guiding him to his favorite chair right when he got home and rubbing his feet. He didn’t know quite what it was about, but he liked it.

He got to the bar before Anne and Tatiana, and so ordered a pitcher of beer and sat down at a small booth near the back. He didn’t want to deal with all the crowds close to the television. There was some sort of football game going on tonight, the Tornados no doubt charging through some new team on their massive undefeated streak, but he didn’t have much interest in that. Even if they had the hottest cheerleaders in the entire league.

It was around five o’clock, well before game time, when Tatiana and Anne walked in. Baker’s was a small bar, built for small business. They attracted the sort of crowd that stopped in for a beer and a shot after work, or newly-minted twenty-one year-olds who wanted to drink while they watched sports.

Anne and Tatiana, dressed hotter than he had ever seen either of them, stood out like twin suns on a snowy day.

His jaw dropped, torn between watching Tatiana’s hot tanned legs in those tight, tall boots, and his wife’s incredible bouncing tits as they strutted toward him. He tried looking at something else, but his gaze only shifted then to Tatiana's incredible rack, shown off expertly by her tight dress, and then his wife's hot legs in her daringly short dress.

He scooted to one side to let them into the booth, but Tatiana took one side and Anne the other, sandwiching him in between the two beauties.

He should have known then that something was up. They always wanted to sit next to one another and chat. Anne’s hips came right up on Peter’s, which was normal. She liked sitting with his arms around her. But Tatiana did the same thing, sliding in close, her thighs against his. Her warmth, vibrancy, was palpable. He could feel her heat through his jeans. His cock stirred, wanting her instantly. Then his eyes drifted back to his wife, her tits practically falling out of her dress. He wanted to bury his face in them.

Wants, wants, all around...

“Are you two...going out after this?” he ventured.

They both laughed. “No,” said Anne. “We just...wanted to dress up, is all. Don’t we look hot?”

“You look incredible. Both of you.”

Tatiana squeezed the rock-hard bicep of his arm. “Thank you! See?” she said to Anne. “I told you he’d like it.” She leaned in and “whispered” in Peter’s ear. “She thought you’d think she was fat.”

“No, god. She looks...incredible,” he said again. “Both of you.”

He poured Tatiana a beer. Anne’s glass of water was already ready for her, thanks to Peter.

“We haven’t talked very much since you got back,” he turned to Tatiana, apologetic. “I’ve been busy.”

She shrugged, tossing her lustrous dark hair back. “It’s no problem. I know a man like you has a lot
 on his mind.”

Something about the way she said that—calling him a “man,” it almost felt capitalized to him. Italicized, even. She was playing it up, glad that he was male and that he was entertaining her presence. Everything about her voice and body language was flattering.

“I know you had a rough time out there in California.”

She shrugged, appearing for all the world as if she had moved on completely. “It’s all right. Lesson learned. Don’t make time for fake Doms.”

“Doms?”

“You know. Dominants.” She watched his reaction with relish. “Did Anne not tell you?”

Anne smiled, a little sheepish. “I didn’t know if you would want him to know.”

“Oh, I don’t care who knows. I’m into being dominated. Hard. And completely.”

Peter, despite himself, gulped a bit. “Oh.”

“Yes. I think I would lose basically every inhibition I have if I was with the right sort of Master, you know? I wouldn’t care about fidelity, or tradition, or what he wanted to do with me. I’d be his complete and total slave. Forever. Doing whatever he asked. Wearing whatever turned him on. Fucking wherever he wanted...” she looked out toward the bar. “Even in public. Even at that stadium.” She pointed at the television, where huge-titted cheerleaders had lined up for the pre-show dance.

Peter’s cock was becoming uncomfortably hard in his pants. He’d never heard Tatiana be this open about sex before. He’d heard her brag about this or that—saying she was a great fuck, or laughing about how she thought someone might be a bull in bed—but never so much candor about exactly what it was she wanted to have in the bedroom.

Anne’s hand rubbed his thigh—the thigh opposite the one his cock was quickly growing against. “You know, you should tell her what you had me call you the other night.”

He struggled not to choke. “What?”

“Don’t be shy. She’d want to know. She could give us some tips.”

“Tips?”

He felt lost, swimming in lust. His wife was just talking
 about what they had done. She was going to just throw it out there. He’d never known her to be so bold.

“On how to dominate me
 better. I mean, sucking you off, calling you Sir, and giving you sudden blowjobs is a good start—”

Tatiana giggled. “I’d say it’s a great
 start.”

“—but, don’t you think she could really let us know what’s in store if we keep going down that path?”

“I had no idea you were so kinky, Peter. I knew you were, you know, decisive, but you’re...I mean, Anne, are you saying he was dominating you?”

“I am. He was.”

“Wow. That’s hot
, Peter. I had no idea.”

This felt...arranged somehow. Like he was falling into a trap. Tatiana’s hand came on top of his on the table—and he knew Anne could see it, she had fucking eyes, after all—but it felt natural. Good. He deserved this attention. That’s how they were making him feel: like this was just what he had coming.

“I bet you’re just a fucking boss
 in the bed,” said Tatiana.

“He is,” Anne said cheerfully, squeezing his leg warmly.

“Well, recently...” Peter cleared his throat. “Some things have gotten more heated than they were, yes.”

“He’s being modest,” said Anne. “He fucked like a God.”

Holy shit. He looked to his wife, expecting to find some sort of sarcastic smile, but she was merely staring at him with that same sort of glassy-eyed, lip-biting adoration that she had been showering him with all week long.

Well, he thought, I did
 make her cum three or four times last night. She just wants that again. Like she should.

“What if
...” said Tatiana, dragging out the sound, “we play a game?”

“A game?” asked Peter. “Like a drinking game?”

“No way. I want Anne to play. What if we played truth or dare?”

“Truth or dare?” Peter scoffed. “What are we, fifteen? No thanks. Let’s just talk. We’re adults.”

Tatiana and Anne traded glances—indeterminable. Again, Peter got the feeling something was happening between them, but he couldn’t figure out what. Between the two glasses of beer he had downed and the hard-on being coaxed forward by these two beauties, thinking was low on his list of priorities.

“I gotta run this way,” said Anne. “Sorry guys. Pregnant lady and all of that.”

She rushed to the bathroom. Her water was barely touched, but Peter didn’t notice.

“Come on, truth or dare.” Tatiana was tugging at his arm, but in a way that made it feel almost more of a caress on his thick, dense muscles there.

Peter rolled his eyes. “I’m not playing.”

“Truth, then.”

“Sure, fine, whatever.”He put up his hands in frustration. “Go ahead. Truth.”

“Do you and Anne use dirty talk with one another?”

“Do we...jeesus
 I thought you were supposed to warm up a little. You know. ‘What have you stolen?’ ‘Where’s the dirtiest place you’ve had sex?’ Things like that.”

“Where is
 the dirtiest place you’ve had sex?”

“Oh my god.” Peter put his face in his hands. “I’m not talking to you about that.”

“Mine’s the butthole.” Tatiana giggled, pushing into Peter’s shoulder with her own. “Get it?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, yeah.”

What was with
 her? Why was she acting like this toward him? Was she really flirting with him while his pregnant wife was in the bathroom? That was...

Well, that was kind of hot, wasn’t it? She found him attractive enough to risk a friendship so blatantly, just to stroke his ego.

“Come on, tell me. Don’t you do any dirty talk? Maybe you roleplay?”

“Roleplay?”

“Like Master and slave, that sort of thing. Oh!” Tatiana’s face lit up. “Look at your blush
. I bet you do,” said Tatiana slyly, one hip pushing into his.

She used his arm as an anchor, both hands wrapping around the bicep. Her hands were so tiny compared to his arm muscles. Why did that make him want to fuck her so badly? She was so tiny and fit...he would break her in two with his cock.

“Is that what you did the other night? She didn’t just call you ‘Sir,” did she? She went further
. I bet you made her call you Master. I bet you get right off on that.”

“Come on. We don’t do stuff like that.”

Peter didn't want to keep going down this road. There was too much potential for disappointment.

“Really? Why not?”

“Are you serious? Because it’s...it’s, I don’t know. It’s not...us...”

Tatiana had started drawing a line down from her neck to her cleavage. Her thick, glorious cleavage.

“Really? Because I look at you, Peter, and I just see someone who is...very
...Masterful. You know what I mean? I feel like you could tell me to do any old thing, and I just wouldn’t have a choice anymore. I’d have
 to do what you said. That’s the vibe I get from you. And with everything Anne keeps saying about how you’ve been dominating the fuck out of her...god, it just gets me thinking, you know?”

Peter, slowly, was starting to cotton on.

“In fact,” said Tatiana, “I bet you could make me do any old thing you want, right now.” Her lips crawled up to his ear, nibbling just gently. “Right in front of your wife. You could order me around, boss me like the boss you are. What do you think is on your mind? What could you come up with to make us have a little fun?”

“Tatiana, come on. I love Anne. I love—oh.”

Her hand slid up to his thigh, gripping firmly on the bulge there. He was already half-way hard. Feeling her slender, sure fingers around his length only made it pulse harder.

“Tell me what you want,” she urged, kissing his neck just gently. “Master, please? Tell me what you want? Your slave wants to obey so bad...”

“Ffff...”

Peter's heart raced. He didn't know why this was happening. He didn't care.


No
, said a little voice in his head. You know why this is happening. These beautiful babes have finally woken up to what you deserve.


And wrong though he knew that was, every part of him lost himself in believing it. Even if it was just for tonight.

“I tell you what, Master,” Tatiana purred. “If you don’t say anything, then I’m just going to assume that you’re too turned on to say anything else. What do you think of that? I’m just going to keep doing what I’m doing, and whenever you want me to stop, you tell me to stop.”

God, she moved quick. In just a few seconds, she had unbuttoned his pants entirely, freeing his fast-hardening cock from their denim confines. She let out soft squeals of glee and desire, intensifying when she felt the precum spilling out from his cockhead.

At the other end of the bar, Peter saw Anne walking out of the bathroom. She caught his eye and smiled brilliantly. Fuck, he loved her smile. Seeing it made his cock pulse harder in Tatiana’s hand, which only made her stroke and coo more, which in turn again only made Peter’s cock pulse harder more
, and so on.

Peter knew that his crotch was hidden from Anne’s eyes. The table and booth were arranged in such a way that really, the only people able to know what Tatiana was doing were Tatiana and Peter. Tatiana’s hand motions were minute, contained, and deliberate. Though she stroked his cock expertly, she did it slow and steady. The passer-by might have easily thought she was simply tinkering with something in her purse, or dithering with her phone, or just letting her hand rest at one side.

Anne scooted in, staring intently at her husband and friend. “So, did you guys start or what?”

“S-start?” Peter laughed, somewhat nervous still. How much did she know? “What do you think we would’ve started?”

“Truth or dare, silly.”

“Oh, right. That.”

Tatiana stroked harder. He leaned back, closing his eyes briefly.

“Yeah.” Anne leaned in, pressing her tits on her husband’s arm.

Fuck, Anne had such nice
 tits. He was so happy to be able to see them all the time.

Peter laughed softly. “It’s just, uh, ha...”

“Yes, love?”

Tatiana pushed harder on his side, becoming positively obvious about what she was doing now. And yet even so, Anne still played the innocent.

“I, um...oooh, god. That is...oooh. Jesus, you are just, really, really...”

Feigning concern, Anne put her hand to his forehead. “Why, you’re burning up, dear. Do you have a fever? Should we get you home?”

Anne’s pregnant tits pressed hard against his hard. They were so full and hot. Those pills she took really were doing a number on her. And if her nipples were that hard and erect, sliding up and down his arm...that meant...that meant she was turned on too. Of course, she didn’t care—she knew he loved it. Tatiana liked it too, biting one lip slowly as stroked and stroked on Peter’s cock.

“I didn’t ask for this, you have to understand.”

Anne nodded. “No one asks to be sick, dear.”

“No, not that. What Tatiana is doing,” he said, teeth gritting.

“Oh, yes. She looks very
 sexy, doesn’t she? Look at that dress. Her tits are practically popping out of it.”

“No, I—”

Anne took him by the chin, then, guiding his face around.

“Look at those big, sexy tits she has, Peter. Aren’t they fantastic?”

And before he had a chance to answer, her hand dropped down to his thigh, sliding up slow. There was no mistaking it now. Peter knew that Anne knew what was happening; he must have. And his wife had just guided his face around to her best friend’s tits as that same gorgeous, fit friend stroked his magnificent cock.

He let out a grunt, breath heated.

“Let her stroke you,” Anne urged. “Please? I want her to. I want my best friend’s hand on my husband’s cock. Please?”

“Oh man, Tatiana...Anne...”

“Do it, please?” Anne begged again. “Please...Master?”

Her voice became so soft, so sweet, so yielding and needy, that Peter lost control. He began to orgasm. He could feel it—the sudden lightness in his hips, the way his entire life force seemed to surge forward.

“Fuck,” he said slowly. “I’m gonna...gonna...”

He was sure he would spill all over his pants and Tatiana’s hand. But she was too quick for that. Anticipating his needs, she hurried downward and wrapped her face around his pulsing cock. Her preciously plush mouth took one long, twisted strand of cum straight down her throat as she spiraled her lips around his rod. Tatiana moaned with pleasure, slurping down each subsequent long pulse of seed. Her mouth felt amazing
 on his cock. Peter had given up the thought of ever having another woman touch him like that because of Anne.

Now, Anne was practically drooling at the sight of her best friend’s face buried in his crotch, taking down his cum.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Anne moaned. “Take him, Tatiana. Take my Master husband, won’t you? Swallow all
 of his seed. It’s so fucking good, isn’t it Tatiana? He’s so fucking delicious
.”

Anne pressed her tits hard into Tatiana’s mouth and face. The beautiful brunette tilted her head slightly, sucking eagerly on her lover's breasts, and then slid her mouth back down to Peter's massive erection.

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That’s hot. That’s so hot.”

“It’s what you deserve
, baby,” Anne cooed in his ear. “It’s what my husband Master has always
 deserved.”

And Peter was beginning to believe it.
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BEFORE ANY FURTHER
 mess was caused, Peter made the decision to leave the bar and get back to the house. Anne had no problem with this—all part of the plan, after all.

They rushed into the house and all three made a beeline for the bedroom, tearing off their clothes on the way. Peter tore between passionately making out with Tatiana, the taste of his cum no doubt still in her mouth, and then sliding his tongue and hands up and down Anne's tits.

Soon, Tatiana and Anne were both on the bed before Peter, wearing barely anything. Tatiana had on her sexy boots. Anne had on her bra and panties, her pregnant belly easily visible in the light. But that was all that covered the two lovely women. They knelt before their Man, his body completely naked. The two held hands, eyes wide at Peter's expansive, rough musculature. All those thick, earned muscles. His cock standing out proud and huge.

“Before we go any further,” said Tatiana, “I want you to tell us. What we were talking about in the bar. I want us both to hear it.”

“Tell us what?” Anne asked, squeezing Tatiana's hand tight. “What is it, my darling? I’ll do anything. Anything you want.”

“Tell her, Sir. Tell her what you want
 to be called by your servants.”

Peter groaned with longing. His hand ran up and down his huge length. There wasn't a time in his life he could remember being harder. Anne’s cunt was on fire as she watched Tatiana coax him on, her hand sliding up and into her wet pussy.

“Tell her, Sir,” said Tatiana. “Tell her, please
...”

Both Tatiana and Anne had already called him Master, Anne knew. But Tatiana was right—it was different for them to say it, and for him to command that they do it. It was all the difference in the world. These two beautiful submissives would never be able to respect a man who couldn't affirm what he knew himself to be.

Taking Anne’s face, he kissed her hard. “This is what I deserve,” he growled.

Anne nodded into his kisses, smiling gleefully. “I know you do. I know! I know—”

“I deserve it because I am your Master
.”

“Y-yes!” Anne cried, crying tears of joy now. “Yes, Master! Oh please, yes!”

“You are both
 my slaves. Aren’t you?”

He slapped Tatiana’s ass, and she yelped, smiling devilishly. “Yes
, Master. I’m your slave.
”

Taking Anne by the hair, he pushed her down to the ground.“Get me ready, slave.”

Obedient as ever, Anne wrapped her mouth around her husband's cock, sliding her lips up and down. Up and down. Every last inch of his meat soaked in her eager saliva.

Even as Anne expertly sucked his cock, her huge tits sliding out from her clothes, his gaze fell mostly on Tatiana. He pulled the young, fit beauty forward and began kissing her hard. Tatiana's hand fell on Anne's head, guiding her back and forth on Peter's cock. Anne loved that, being guided like that by her best friend on her favorite dick in the world. It was so hot for her.

Soon, though, Peter couldn't take anymore. He pushed Tatiana down on the bed, and removed himself from Anne's mouth. In no time, he had crawled up on top of Tatiana, wrapping her long legs under his chest, so that her knees were on top of her tits. The way those elegant sloped valleys smooshed underneath him was perfect, Anne thought. He was totally in control of her.

Tatiana held Peter back for just one moment.“Please...just...remember to pull out? Please, Master? I'm not on the pill.”

Peter nodded, smiling almost gently. “Are you ready?”

Tatiana looked up at him with adoration, hands gliding across his cut abs. “Yes, Master. Please...fuck me.”

The gentle look faded away, replaced by something primal and fierce. Peter sank forward, and Anne gasped as she watched her Master's cock enter the cunt of her fellow-slave.

“Y-yes!” she gasped, eyes wide. She couldn't help but touch herself at the sight.

“Oh fuck!” Tatiana moaned. “It's so big! Oh god...oh god! Anne...Anne never said you were...were...so huge
.”

Anne knew just what Tatiana was feeling. That enormity sliding through her tight folds. Her walls squeezing tight, trying to restrain Peter's overwhelming passion just slightly...but it couldn't be restrained. He was too strong. His muscles pulsed as he pounded deep into Tatiana again and again.

Anne slid up next to him, her hands around his waist, pushing him in with every thrust.

“Fuck her, baby. Oh, fuck her, please? Fuck your new slave...”

“God, yes...you're so good, my slave. You're such
 a good slave.”

Tatiana's eyes rolled back in her head, overwhelmed with pleasure. “Th-thank you, Master...”

Her voice was stuttering and wild. Peter fucked her so hard that she was having trouble breathing, but she seemed to love it. For no good reason, Anne suddenly remembered the way Tatiana's eyes lit up when she mentioned Peter impregnated.

“Fuck her...fuck her pregnant, Master.” In response, Peter moaned, thrusting harder. Encouraged, Anne kept going. “Won’t you please
 fill her up like you did me?”

The gorgeous blonde's tits pressed on her husband's back, urging him forward into her best friend.

Tatiana moaned, her eyes suddenly wild. “O-oh fuck! Yes! Do it! I’m not on the pill. You can do it. Y-you can f-fucking put a baby
 in me, please, Master!”

Peter had a moment of doubt. “But...you said...”

“I know what I said!” Tatiana shook her head, face wild with orgasmic pleasure. “I take it back! That was before I felt
 you. I don't have a choice
, I need your cum in me. Fucking fill
 me, Master, please? Make me your fertile fuckslut. Make your fucking Mommyslut
, please? I need to feel it, I need it inside
 me, please please oh Master
 please...”

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna...I'm gonna fill
 you, slave...”

The voices of the two slaves became interchangeable, both of them wanting the same thing. Anne's fingers buried deep in her cunt, feeling the climax of her lovers approaching in the air.

“Yes!”

“Yes, do it!”

With a roar, Peter unleashed inside of Tatiana. There was no protection as he filled up her fertile, fit body with his obviously virile cum. There was no way she wouldn't be pregnant soon. Tatiana screamed in orgasm, her body clutching Peter's hard muscles close to her.  And Anne, cumming with the two of them, envisioned her friend soon clutching a hot pregnant belly, taking those sexy purple pills, and begging to do whatever her Master said.

They collapsed on the bed. Tatiana and Peter made out slowly, cuddling softly. Meanwhile, Anne licked their juices up from Tatiana's pussy and around Peter's cock.

“You'll be our Master from now on, won't you?” Tatiana asked. “This is permanent?”

“Yes, Master,” Anne moaned, swallowing a mouthful of spent cum. “We need you now. We need to be yours from now on.”

Peter reached around and slipped his hands into both girls' asses, taking them between the cheeks like he held a handle. His juices and theirs ran down through his fingers.

“I own you. Both of you. From now on. You're my property.”

“And you're happy?” Anne asked.

“That's right, my good girl. I couldn't be happier. You've done very well.”

Anne let out a pleasant, contented sigh. Her home and family, newly evolved, felt more secure than they ever had.
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Risky Threesomes: Seduced By A Lesbian
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THE TWO OF THEM LOOKED
 down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both
 of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you
. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”
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ARIEL ROLLED UP THE
 drive to the large, homey family cabin, impressed with the surrounding view. She had never been to the mountains before, despite her proximity to them back in Alder City. Now, the enormous stone features seemed to her to form into the faces of old gods, looking down on her, waiting and judging.

Well, she thought smugly. They’d have a lot to judge soon enough.

Leaning over the console, she shook Rebecca, and then shook her again. The petite, busty blond was really out of it.

“Hey,” said Ariel. “We’re here.”

Slowly, Rebecca yawned, making a perfectly round “o” shape with her lovely, full lips. Ariel’s heart melted looking at the sight of her old, gorgeous friend, all grown-up now. Rebecca's enormous, 38E breasts strained against her tiny purple top, exposing her lovely cleavage completely. Her breasts were exquisite, and her skin the product of healthy eating and plenty of sun, and the valley between her huge tits was easy for Ariel to get lost in.

Rebecca had been exhausted upon arrival at the airport where Ariel picked her up. She mentioned something about finals, something about a party, and something about noisy kids on the plane, and then promptly passed out in the passenger seat.

Probably something of a compliment existed in Rebecca’s complete trust of Ariel to take her where she needed to go. They hadn’t seen each other in person for more than five years, ever since Rebecca’s parents had drafted her off to boarding school. For her to trust Ariel so totally felt nice. They were both nineteen now, and at that perfect age where any sort of sexual exploration was both possible and welcome.

Ariel had the address to the cabin where they were supposed to go, and punched it into the GPS after a little finagling. She had never used one before. She hadn’t even ever used a smartphone. Waitressing didn’t pay enough for such things, and it wasn’t like her family would be giving her any money—seeing as how they didn't exist anymore, and had only left her with a crushing amount of debts to pay off.

Rebecca, though—or her parents—had put up money for a top-of-the-line rental car with all the goodies. Self-warming seats, climate control, LCD screens in the dashboard and the steering wheel—the works.

They stepped out of the car, and Ariel did a short stretch. Her tight purple-and-black hoodie wasn’t enough for the cold, brisk mountain air, and she soon found—arms stretching high overhead—that her nipples had become firmly erect. When she opened her eyes, letting out a satisfied sigh from the blood rushing back through her tendons and joints, she saw Rebecca staring at her hefty, exposed bosom. Ariel had kept the hoodie partially unzipped just in case Rebecca woke up during the car ride. Rebecca hadn’t, of course. Now, watching her friend’s reaction to her fully developed breasts, Ariel could not help but feel a hefty dose of arousal and success. She tossed back her long hair and smiled flirtatiously at her friend.

Rebecca’s eyes first went down, but once there, they no doubt saw Ariel’s tiny spandex shorts that she had put on for the ride. There was, true, something to be said for subtlety, but Ariel’s amorous desires for Rebecca were almost certainly not reciprocated in Rebecca’s conscious mind. Ariel knew she was attractive—with her tight, fit body and perfectly formed 36D breasts, her angelic face and thick dark hair—but Rebecca was too much of a goody two-shoes to really embrace the attraction that could be between them unless Ariel did everything she could to accentuate it.

And so accentuate she had: tight hoodie with not even a bra underneath, half unzipped; tight matching purple spandex shorts; and special purple sneakers with slight lifts in the heels, enhancing the turn of her tanned calves. An outfit made to create one thing—arousal.

As Rebecca drank in the view, Ariel smiled, feeling satisfied, and raised an eyebrow.


You see?
 She thought at her friend. You’re not the only one with a terrific rack on this vacation
.

Quickly, Rebecca turned away and rushed to the trunk of the car, popping it open and trying to retrieve her bags. Ariel allowed herself a small smile at her friend’s shyness.


Such a good girl
.

“Here,” said Ariel, watching Rebecca struggle with her luggage. “I’ll get that for you.”

She shouldered up the large suitcase the blond carried, surprised a bit at its weight. Ariel kept in shape from a daily home routine with a pair of twenty-pound dumbbells she’d inherited from the previous tenant of her apartment, but Rebecca’s suitcase was rock solid. Maybe she was planning for a longer stay than just the long four-day weekend.

That would suit Ariel just fine. She certainly had plans to stay by Rebecca’s side for longer than four days, no matter if Rebecca had a boyfriend these days or not.

More likely, though, Rebecca was just your somewhat-stereotypical posh babe, and didn’t have a firm understanding of how to pack for a long weekend getaway. Thoughts of giant hairdryers, extra tablets, pounds of bricks, and even extra television sets filled Ariel's mind as she hauled the lead-like suitcase up to the cabin.

Rebecca certainly hadn’t dressed for the weather. In her tight, long skirt and skimpy pink top, she would catch a chill if she was caught outside longer than a few minutes. Of course, Ariel hadn’t exactly dressed for the weather either...but that was on purpose.

It was January, and so far it had been an unusually warm month. While there had been plenty of cold, and even plenty of below-freezing temperatures, there as of yet hadn’t been really any precipitation for the season. Over the next few days, storms had been forecast, and then pushed back, and then forecast again. At the moment, there was no telling how the weather would fare.

The cabin was located deep in the mountains overlooking a river that stretched down to the coast. All around the two beautiful girls were trees and rock. Stretching out into the distance were miles and miles of green. They were completely isolated up there—and Ariel had plenty of time alone with Rebecca to slide her needy, lusty fingers all over the beautiful body of her best friend.

They stepped inside the cabin, and Rebecca flew to the thermostat, turning it up past seventy-five.

“God,
 it’s cold out there!” Rebecca shook. “I didn’t know it was supposed to be so cold already.”

The inside of the cabin was luxurious. More mansion than cabin. Ariel walked around, taking it all in. In one corner was a giant television with a full sound system beneath. In another corner was a fully stocked bar. The kitchen had the sort of refrigerator that was masked so that it looked like part of the wooden cabinets all around it. Inside the walk-in pantry was enough food for an entire winter.

“Wow,” said Ariel. “You’re really set up here.”

“What, this old place?” Rebecca shrugged, flopping down onto the couch. “I guess so. There’s no 4G coverage though. But I guess there’s wifi, so that helps out? We only come here like twice a year so we don’t worry so much about the niceties, you know?”

“Sure,” said Ariel, closing the fridge. Inside, already, were an assortment of cut deli meats, a full array of green, red, and yellow vegetables, and seventeen different types of beer. Everything fresh. Everything prepared with the most absolute care. “Of course. No niceties.”

Her own fridge was fully stocked when it had something in it that wasn’t just mustard and baking soda.

“Do you think you could grab me a beer?” Rebecca asked. “Or some wine? Whatever’s around. I’m still super
 hungover from last night.”

Ariel walked over to the bar and went to work, mixing Rebecca a very strong vodka and tonic. She wanted to move in as quickly as she could. The less time that Rebecca had to consider her as “just an old friend,” the better. The buxom young brunette wanted their skin to be touching. Their lips to be sliding breaths off one another. Their thighs pushing on each other, their pussies aching to be released from their stupid tight clothes...hot, torrid sex was her game. And she wanted it all weekend long. The sight of her busty friend, awake and about, had already set her pussy on fire.

“Thanks.” Rebecca took the mixed drink and immediately downed half of it. “Wow. That’s strong.”

They sat down at the couch across from the fireplace.

“You looked like you could use a strong drink. Besides,” Ariel looked around, taking a sip of her own drink, “there’s nobody here to take a picture.”

“God.” She shook her head. “Yeah, last
 night sort of ruined that rule. I still don’t remember everything I did.”

“You think you ruined your chances for running for office in twelve years?”

Rebecca claimed, over and over again, that she never even wanted to drink in public, for fear that someone might take a picture and it would ruin her chances of running for office later in life. Her big aspiration was to change things—to be a mover and shaker in the political scene.

“No. Maybe. I don’t know. Shut up.”

Rebecca giggled, punching Ariel on the arm.

“God. I just hope Holden doesn’t find out. He doesn’t like the thought of me getting drunk when he’s not around. He’s so possessive
.”

“Oh yeah?”

“He’s just, you know. All super alpha male, hoorah. I kind of love it. It gets...kind of annoying sometimes, but,” she took another long sip. “God, that’s strong. But, yeah. Annoying, but hot. You know? It’s just sexy how he wants to be in charge all the time. Decision man!”

She laughed and threw her arms in the air—carefully not spilling a single drop of her drink.

“How are you getting along with him?”

“Oh, perfectly. Perfectly
.” Rebecca pressed her hands to her chest. “He’s such
 a hunk, and he’s so nice
, and he’s so decisive, and...god. I just love him. I don’t want to just like, be all braggy or whatever, that’s so offensive. But I really think he’s going to marry me, Ariel. I really, really do. I hope he asks soon. He’s like, decision man, like I said. So once he makes up his mind that’s what he’s going to do, well. That’s what he’s going to do.”

“And you’re conveniently expressing how marrying you is a good thing to do?”

Rebecca giggled. “Well...I don’t want to be a virgin forever
, come on.”

The two friends had gathered their legs up on the couch, sliding their feet into one another. For Rebecca, perhaps it was a convenient way to warm her feet. For Ariel, it was another avenue for temptation. The dark-haired beauty kept her hoodie partially unzipped—just enough to not be completely obvious. But her cleavage was easy to find, and, as Ariel knew, very easy to look at.

The uncultured eye might have thought of Holden as an impediment to Ariel’s plans of seduction. But she knew her friend, her tendency toward clinginess and commitment. And she had planned for an eventuality such as this—a desperately in-love girl with her man, far far away.

It would be, in a way, rather easy. “Don’t you think he would want you to be a woman of the world?” “You’d be doing this for him. Getting all those temptations out of your system. He’d approve.” “He’d like knowing that your one fling outside of him was a hot girl, and your best friend at that. Wouldn’t he?”

Milking out the notion that it was all just a one-time occurrence...and then fucking Rebecca so well that she’d never able to get the thought of her beautiful dark-haired friend out of her mind.

Devious, perhaps. But Ariel was perfectly willing to be devious if it got her out of her slum apartment.

The afternoon melded into evening, and the two continued to drink and catch up, with Rebecca’s eyes soaking up more and more of Ariel’s hot, supple cleavage all the while.

As the evening stretched on, Rebecca’s gaze caught on Ariel’s form more often. Each time, Ariel only smiled indulgently, adjusting her posture ever so slightly.


Keep looking
, her body language said. Do more, if you like.


It had been such a long time since Ariel had seen Rebecca. They hadn’t seen each other since Rebecca had moved away to go to boarding school, outside of a few streaming web conversations here and there. Mostly, they kept up by email. Always, Rebecca’s problems and needs were kept in the circuit of Ariel’s emotional urgencies.

Now, fully intending to create emotional connections, Ariel let Rebecca talk and talk. She heard about classes and teachers, admittedly petty jealousies and worries about the upcoming spring semester. There was no better way to let the beautiful young blonde feel open and intimate.

Now, a pinch drunk and fully awake, with her pale cheeks lit up from the alcohol in her system, Rebecca truly showed how completely beautiful she had become. In her tiny pink top and tight calf-length skirt, Rebecca’s body was advertised strictly for long lovemaking sessions that transformed easily into full-on breeding ruts.

Her every feature screamed fertility—from her wide hips to her massive bust, to her tight waist and long legs, to her plumply plush mouth and thick golden hair. She was the absolute model of fertile thinking. Even Ariel, who couldn’t possibly ever get her friend pregnant, let her mind drift with the possibility of seeing Rebecca fill up with some virile man’s potent seed, her tits getting even larger, swollen with warm, delicious milk, and her belly positively curving with life...

“Did I tell you Angela got pregnant?”

Ariel’s attention became firmly fixed back on her friend.

“Angela?” she asked.

“She was my neighbor. I think you met her once or twice?”

Ariel had. Neither time had been much fun. Angela was a woman very much concerned with class
 and those who were on her level or weren’t.

“Anyway,” said Rebecca, “I just don’t believe it. You know? Like, wow! You’re only nineteen! Slow down! Right? I mean, you don’t have
 to get pregnant just because you’re in love, you know.”

“I don’t know,” said Ariel. “It’s sort of romantic.”

“You’re a lesbian,” said Rebecca. “You wouldn’t understand.”

Ariel’s sexual orientation was no secret to Rebecca, of course. Part of their continued friendship rested on the fact that they held zero secrets from one another. So Ariel had, at length, detailed to her several sexual escapades. Almost all of them were true, except the one about getting her pussy licked at the gym. Ariel had never been to a gym. You needed money to go to a gym.

“I beg your pardon, miss lady, but I’m still a fucking woman. I can want to get pregnant and do one of the things I am biologically primed to do, man in my life or not.”

“But how would...oh.” Rebecca nodded after a moment. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.”

“No, I wasn’t thinking. I’m sorry, really.”

She leaned forward, unintentionally giving Ariel a healthy view of her gorgeous pale cleavage.

“Well, thank you. I believe you.”

Rebecca squeezed her hand. “I really am sorry. And you know...” Rebecca shrugged, shy now. “I have fantasies about getting pregnant too. I mean, yeah, having kids and all that. Of course. Lots of people do. But the actual getting pregnant part. The changes your body goes through. All that fertility, and growth, and the extra...you know, tits and curves. It’s kind of...I don’t know. It pleases me.”

“Really?”

With all the alcohol running through her system, Ariel had a little trouble not touching herself at her friend's sexy admissions. The object of all her desires was quite suddenly describing one of Ariel’s hidden, strange desires. Not even Ariel understood it all the way, and here was Rebecca—sexy Rebecca, innocent Rebecca, good girl Rebecca—talking about how hot and fun it could be to get pregnant.

“Yeah! I don’t know what it is. I just think it’s...sexy, is all. Whatever!” she threw her hands up. “How did we get on this? Angela. Right. I just think it’s too early
, you know? Right? I mean, I may want it some day
, but oh my god, right now? That would just be...crazy.”

“Sure,” said Ariel, looking openly at Rebecca’s huge breasts. “Crazy.”

Her voice wasn’t committed, though. She still hadn’t quite been able to rectify her rampant desire to be pregnant with her complete lack of desire for a man in her life.

“If you think about it,” said Ariel, “it’s really just Angela’s business.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s only her business. I mean, it’s nice that you care. And I know it comes from a place of affection. But...really, the only reason you care is because her path doesn’t align with some prescription that you’ve been fed by society.”

Rebecca giggled. “God, I thought I
 was the one in college. What’s bringing this on?”

Ariel was emboldened, now. Emboldened, and turned on. She closed the distance between herself and Rebecca, sliding up her friend’s body. Rebecca stiffened, but did not push her away.

“Sometimes,” said Ariel, “I wonder what it would be like if we didn’t worry about what society thought at all.”

They embraced. Or rather, Ariel embraced Rebecca. She felt her friend’s resistance, and pushed through it. She didn’t care. It couldn’t matter—she wouldn’t let
 her friend’s stupid, idiotic doubts affect the perfection of their meeting. It would all work out. Their tits pressed tight on one another. All she had to do with her hot, young body was keep kissing, and rubbing, and enjoying...and there was no doubt in her mind that Rebecca would give in.

And then...she did. Slowly but surely, Rebecca’s mouth began to melt back into Ariel’s. Her lips urged forward, trying to suckle on Ariel’s, and her tongue probed deep into the brunette’s mouth. She wanted
 Ariel. Their crotches mixed heat together, sliding on top of one another.

Slowly, Ariel pushed Rebecca back onto the couch, and kissed her harder. Rebecca’s hands pushed Ariel's tight shorts down, touching the brunette’s shockingly hot pussy.

“Oh...oh Ariel...”

Her fingers slid slow up into Ariel’s folds.

“Yes, do it Rebecca. Do it, please. I want you in there. I want you...”

Rebecca nodded, moaning affirmatives. She wanted it just as bad. Ariel’s heart leapt. They were going to be together
. It was going to work
. It was going to—

Three sharp knocks sounded at the front door.

“Babe? Hey, babe?”

The door jimmied as he turned the knob. Luckily, it was locked.

“Shit
,” Rebecca whisper-shrieked. “It’s Holden. I can’t fucking believe it. Shit, shit shit. What am I doing?”

She rolled out from under Rebecca, shaking her head and pulling her outfit back together.

“He’s not supposed to be
 here, what the hell? Did he change his mind?”

Laughing, Ariel slowly zipped up her hoodie. “He must have.”

“I...” Rebecca shook her head. “I can’t...”

Holden’s voice traveled inward once more. “Rebecca?”

Ariel knew this could all be ruined in an instant. If Rebecca came to the wrong conclusion, or if Ariel said the wrong thing.

“Go to him, silly,” said Ariel, her smile warm and inviting. “Your man wants to see you. And I don’t blame him.” Leaning in, she kissed Rebecca on the cheek. “I’ll be over in a moment. After I calm down from having your fingers inside of me.”

It would have been easy, and stupid, to beg Rebecca not to go to him. Or to leave Holden. Or to promise to stay silent. Instead, Ariel played it cool. No one would have to know. Nothing would have to change. By mere allowance and enjoyment, she had shown directly that Rebecca could adore kissing a woman and being with her boyfriend at the same time.

And that, more than anything, was what Ariel wanted.

Rebecca, eyes wide, nodded and started downstairs.
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INSIDE THE CABIN, HOLDEN
 and Rebecca were playing some card game or another, catching up and enjoying one another over a few glasses of wine. Ariel didn’t want to intrude, just yet. It would not work to her advantage to make them feel awkward and uncomfortable. The more they enjoyed themselves, the more they would want to enjoy other sensations. That was how pleasure worked.

And so, outside on the deck behind the cabin, Ariel lounged in the jacuzzi. Though the air was cold, and the wind whipped fierce around the cabin, the warmth of the water kept Ariel’s gorgeous, busty body languid and comfortable. She lay back, sighing contentedly, rather pleased with the events of the day thus far.

Ariel worked close to sixty hours a week, and that was on the low end. As a waitress at a small diner, she picked up whatever double-shifts she could find, filling in for co-workers and supervisors alike. But, the diner was owned by a nepotistic miser. Mister Calducci. All the money he earned went directly to himself, and never back into his business. Any positions that opened either went to his children, his cousins and their children, or the friends of any of the above. The second Ariel missed one day of work, she knew she’d be fired.

“Little girl, little girl,” Calducci would say, every time he strolled into the diner. “You’re lucky you’re pretty. Otherwise I wouldn’t try to find so many reasons to keep you around.”

It was, in a way, her own fault. She wasn’t able to hold her tongue. When Calducci’s kid Rocko wanted to make people pay before their meals, Ariel spoke up—that would hurt her chances at any sort of a tip. Or, when Calducci’s niece Diane didn’t show up to work for three straight weeks and then shoved one of Ariel’s friends out of her shift, Ariel spoke up.

And Calducci noticed. And he waited, biding his time, just hurting for the one chance he would need to fire Ariel. And it wasn’t just her—he would fire anyone that missed a single day of work, for any reason. Sick that day? Fired. Sick kids? Fired. Pregnant? Fired. Dead family? Fired.

She earned just about minimum wage with all her pay and tips combined.

All the money she earned went toward paying for rent, utilities, and groceries. Her cell phone was a burner, bought in a convenience store when she had a particularly good night at work. She had no cable, no internet, and was lucky when she could spring for something extra, like chocolate or a hamburger. If she missed a single paycheck, she wouldn’t be able to pay rent. If she wasn’t able to pay rent, she’d be kicked out of her apartment. The only sort of place she could afford was the kind of place with a landlord—like Calducci in many ways—who didn’t give a rat’s ass about any of her reasons and explanations about money flow.

So. She couldn’t look for a job without taking less shifts. She couldn’t take less shifts and still feed herself and pay rent. She couldn’t ask off from shifts without a month’s notice—like she had for this trip with Rebecca. Job applications had to be scribbled out in a hurry; every time she put one together, she was sacrificing rest on her tiny mattress back home. And so, if she had any sort of job search and job interview, it would have to be arranged in the four to six hours a day she wasn’t working.

On top of that was the debt. All that debt from her mother and father. It followed after Ariel like a dragon, waiting to snatch her in its jaws. She paid off bits at a time, but could barely reach past the interest most months.

It was a cycle. It felt endless. And Ariel wanted a way out.

Rebecca and Holden—together—were that way out for her.

Ariel knew she probably wasn’t as smart as her friends. They went to college, after all. And she knew that she didn’t have any connections or any wide network of people. Her family was basically non-existent; Rebecca, was, in fact, the closest thing to family she had. More like a sister than a friend.

The only advantage that Ariel had in the world—the one advantage she knew she could use—was that she was hot. And no matter what it took, she was going to arouse Rebecca and Holden, the richest people she knew, until they were so desperate to fuck her that they’d do anything. Give her anything.

Give her a better life.

Today had not been an immediate home run, of course. But that hardly mattered. She had been able to kiss the girl she’d dreamed of for years now. And the kiss was hot, layered with intensity, and most important—it was returned. No one-sided, surprise affair for she and Rebecca, no. Whatever Ariel felt, Rebecca felt too...and that made her hands drift down toward her pussy as she enjoyed the bubbling sensations of the jacuzzi.

It had been a few hours now since Holden arrived. Ariel had said hello, very polite and even a bit shy, and then slid back into the background. Holden explained how his football camp had been canceled due to the incumbent weather—a real blizzard was expected—and so he was free to hang out with the girls as he wanted.

It took a particular kind of mind to hear that one activity was canceled due to horrible weather, and then drive up a mountain where the weather would no doubt be worse than anywhere else. But, Ariel wasn’t complaining. Indeed, she had planned out several contingencies just for this very occurrence.

It was all very simple—she would have to fuck Holden, too. The thought didn’t fill her with any great joy, but the thought of being with a man did strike her as rather exotic.

Even though she was a lesbian, she thought cocks were rather intriguing. From time to time, she even fantasized about them. Certainly, there was no denying that the construction of her lovely body had been designed with a cock in mind. Although, Ariel’s hot body had been constructed with all sorts of intentions in mind—all of them sexual, and none of them very much depending on solely male or female anatomy.

She let her hands slide up and down her body, enjoying the feel of herself. With no internet and no television, Ariel’s one true pleasure in life was the way her body looked and felt. She let her fingers slide over her wet nipples through the skintight material of her bikini. Her swimsuit was bright and yellow, held together with tiny strings tied together. Her hands cupped down around her crotch, feeling the heat of the water mixing with the hot heat of her pussy.

God, she was turned on. That episode with Rebecca had only left her wanting more and more. She couldn’t wait to try again.

As if the universe listened in to her thoughts, the nearby cabin door opened behind her. She pretended not to notice and kept her eyes closed. Then, slowly, exquisite muscle by exquisite muscle, she stretched upward like a cat. She wanted for all eyes on her to know that the hot tub was warm, relaxing, and inviting.

When finally she opened her eyes, she noticed that at the door, mouth agape, was Holden. Ariel had been expecting Rebecca...but giving him an erotic display had its advantages as well.

“Hey there,” he said. “Rebecca's gone up to bed. Too much to drink. I just wanted to let you know. You look...um...”

“Comfortable?”

He nodded graciously. “Sure. Yes.”

It was hard to stifle her laugh. In several ways, Holden and Rebecca were nearly the same person. It was easy to see how they had come together.

Such a good boy. I wonder how he’ll take it when I’m sucking him off better than anyone else ever has. No way Rebecca has even touched his cock yet.

“Do you want to come in?” she offered, moving aside. “There’s plenty of room, and the water feels delicious.”

“I don’t know if I should.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said, sliding forward. She leaned on her hands, her tits nearly popping out of her tiny bikini. Her massive globes were wet and shiny. Her fingers slid over their surface, clearly wanting him to think about what it would be like if he touched. “Please? I’d love some company. That’s why I came on this trip, after all.”

His stance shifted, but his gaze fell firmly on Ariel’s rack. “I thought it was to hang out with Rebecca?”

He was wavering. Ariel knew she had him. The same way that she knew she had complete control of a customer at her restaurant, that he would give her a massive tip just because she smiled at all his lame jokes.

“Come on. How shallow do you think I am? She won’t shut up about you. You’re important to her. So,” she tossed her thick, wet hair back casually, pretending not to be aware of how her tits were thrust forward even more, “that means you’re important to me. So let me get to know you. Please?”

“Sure. Sure, okay.” He looked around for a minute. “Let me just uh, go find my bathing suit and a towel.”

She laughed. “Come on! It’s not our
 cabin. Who cares if it gets a little wet while we walk around later? Just wear your undies. I don’t care. I’ll get a towel for you afterward.”

“You’ll get the towel?”

“Of course.” She stood up slightly, pretending to be offended. “I mean, aren’t you used to women doing what you ask? You’re so handsome, after all.”

He blushed harder, his thick biceps flexing in his sweater.

“Come on in,” urged Ariel. “The water’s so
 warm...”

Slowly, he took off his sweater. Ariel let her eyes boggle a bit. He was fucking ripped
. His abs were stacked high up into his chest, and his pecs looked molded from stone. His biceps, thick and veiny, bulged with strength. And that wasn’t the only bulging going on. As he removed his pants, she discovered that he wore tight black briefs, but the darkness of the color couldn’t disguise his very real half-hard cock. Or at least, Ariel guessed that it was half-hard. She couldn’t even imagine how large it must be if it was all the way soft and still left such a big impression in the fabric.

Slowly, he slid into the water. He tried to sit across from Ariel, but she wouldn't allow it, coming close.

“God, you’re built.” She put a hand on his chest, feeling. “Can I?”

He might have refused, had her hands not already been on him. That was why, of course, she had touched him before asking. Now that he felt the softness of her touch, it was harder to push her away.

“Hey...” he coughed. “Come on, now. I thought Rebecca said that...you know.”

“What?”

“That you were a lesbian.”

“Oh, I totally am.”

“But...I mean. Come on.”

“What?”

She slid her hand further down his hard body, watching him squirm. It was fun to play dumb. It was even more fun to feel the rippling strength he held behind his abs and thighs.

“I don’t want to cause any trouble, okay? Because Rebecca clearly
 thinks the world of you. But you’re...you know you’re fucking hitting on me, don’t you?”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I am.” She shrugged, letting her hand slide past his abs, just over his cock. “I’m just really, really interested in what your cock tastes like. And the best way to find out seems like to get you horny enough to want me to suck your cock. That’s all.”

She said it so innocently that Holden, for a few seconds, seemed to be considering her request with the gravest of sincerity. As if she had said—oh yes, I only need twenty dollars to pay for gas. Won’t you help me out?

“I...jesus fuck, but you are sexy. You are...”

He shook his head, and tried to get up. But Ariel wrapped one hand around his bulge, stroking it slow through his briefs.

“God, you’re big all over, aren’t you? What a sexy
 boyfriend Rebecca got herself.”

“Why...why would you want to taste my cock? That doesn’t make sense.”

“Oh, I love cock.”

“Rebecca said you were a lesbian, though.”

She smiled. He already wasn’t aware that he was repeating himself.

“And I am. But I still love cock.”

“But you’re a lesbian.”

Ariel sighed. “So we have established.”

“Lesbians like pussy if they like anything. They don’t like cock.”

“I am emotionally
 a lesbian. If I want to marry anyone, it’s a girl. But I still love cock. Here, I’ll show you.”

She slid forward and pushed her head under the water. Slowly, she pushed his boxers down and wrapped her mouth around his wet cock. It was rather unusual, trying to suck something underwater—but very fun. She liked the meat of it, the thickness and length. It felt right
 to wrap her mouth around something like her life depended on it. His cock got hard very quickly, shoving toward the back of her mouth and into her throat.

She slid off, out of breath.

“You see?” she said. “I love cock. Won’t you let me have more?”

Ariel’s hand wrapped around his hard cock, now, stroking intently. She bit her lip, looking at him with all the need she could muster.

“Rebecca, though...we’re lucky she didn’t come out already.”

“I don’t care if she sees me suck cock for the very
 first time, ever. With anyone. With my virgin mouth on a really hard, stiff dick.” She stroked him harder. “Do you?”

Clearly, he did...but he couldn’t control himself anymore. Now, she had him where she wanted—thinking with his dick. He sat up on the top seat of the jacuzzi, thrusting his hips upward. As Ariel sank down to suck deep on his shaft, her face only lightly splashed into the water. Her mouth wrapped around his shaft, slurping up and down happily.

Holden's head tilted back and up. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck
. How is this your first time? How are you s-so good
?”

Because she had practiced with dildos and cucumbers, of course. Not that she’d tell him that. Let him wonder. She slurped harder, moaning. His cock started to pulse against her tongue and throat. She could feel that something was about to happen.

“I’m going to cum. Fuck. You’re so hot. God, you’re gonna make me cum.”

She hesitated, just for an instant. Never before in her life had she tasted cum. This would be the first time, if she let it happen. There was a part of her that knew she was expected to be repulsed by it. But in reality, she was fascinated. The cock had tasted so good on its own. So masculine and firm. What would its product be like?

In seconds, she found out. The hot spray shot against the back of her throat, the roof of her mouth. It stuck to every surface it hit, sliding slow. The warm, salty goo was delicious to her. She couldn't believe how much she enjoyed it.

She swallowed it all happily, making sure to show him how it looked in her mouth first. He definitely liked that
. Ariel made a note of his reaction, intending to use it against him later.

“You see?” she kissed into his ear. “Rebecca’s none the wiser. Not that it has to stay
 that way, of course...”

“Don’t.” Holden grabbed her hard by the shoulders. His fingers, just for a moment, slipped around her neck. Ariel felt her pussy twinge hard from the contact there. “Don’t you fucking dare
 tell her.”

Ariel smiled graciously. “Anything you say.”

She slid her hand back down to his cock. Still it trembled from the force of his orgasm just moments before. Stroking it softly, gently, trying to make him feel good. “I didn’t mean it as a threat. I apologize. I only meant to say...” she giggled, biting her lip. “Well. If you thought that having me was good, and having her is good...having the both of us could be fun. And I’m very
 interested in that. And very
 interested in making Rebecca interested.”

Holden’s eyes were wide with possibility. And Ariel couldn’t stop thinking about how hot his hand had felt around her neck.
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THE NEXT MORNING, REBECCA
 made breakfast. Pancakes, eggs, toast, and coffee. Very all-american. Very delicious. Rebecca knew how to cook—no doubt she considered it part of the pre-requisites of being a good housewife for Holden down the line.

Ariel sat down in the corner, next to Holden. They sat out of view from Rebecca at the stove and sink, in a breakfast nook located in a small alcove directly outside the kitchen.

Ariel was flying high. She had had her first taste of cock, and she wanted more. Sleeping had been difficult with Holden's taste filling her body, and mind, so exquisitely.

It was so fucking good
. She understood now, intuitively and biologically, why so many women just lost their minds for a good cock. Holden might not have known it, because Rebecca was blueballing him so expertly, but he was in possession of one hell of a cock. And Ariel, for one, wasn’t just about to let him walk away not knowing how amazing it was.

There were so many ways to please cocks. She could suck them, fuck them, lick them...she could stroke them. There hadn’t been much of that the night before. Perhaps she could change that.

Ariel knew she was still dressed exclusively to impress. Tight leggings clung to her ass and legs. She wore a tight, flirtatiously low sweater with buttons that couldn't possibly hope to stay buttoned over her bountiful breasts. Her outfit was, in many ways, similar to Rebecca's—who wore skintight sweatpants and a midriff-baring sweatshirt. The sweatshirt didn't show her cleavage, but it was so incredibly tight that it hardly mattered—her tits were the stars of the show.

“I think these are going to turn out great!” called Rebecca from the kitchen.

“Yeah!” said Holden. “They smell great.”

Without any discretion whatsoever, Ariel's hand slid over Holden’s crotch. He stiffened up immediately, both his spine and his bulge. The book in his hands dropped to the table.

“What are you doing?” Holden squirmed.

“Something fun.” Her newly-expert hand slid through his flannel pajamas and began to stroke him sure and fast. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

His eyes went to one corner of his head. With her free hand, she guided his gaze back down to her chest.

“Look at my tits,” she whispered hotly. “Look at my tits and give me a nice cum. Please? Please, Sir? Won’t you cum to my tits?”

“Fuck...”

By necessity, she stroked hard and fast. She wanted him to cum and in a hurry. Even more than just to prevent Rebecca from finding out, Ariel craved
 the sight of his cum. And the taste. The feel. She wanted all of it to be hers.

“Here we go!” called Rebecca. “Pancakes, eggs, and toast, coming up!”

Holden was close. So, so
 close. But Rebecca was walking to the table already.

Thinking quickly, Ariel leaned forward and looked out the alcove. “Hey love? Do you think you could grab us some more cups for orange juice?”

“But you already have coffee.”

“I know,” said Ariel, smiling slyly at Holden. “But sometimes you want both
. Right?”

Rebecca laughed. “Sure. No problem.”

That bought them a few precious seconds. Ariel’s strokes worked harder than ever. Her thumb moved up and down the head, spreading his thick precum all over the gorgeous shaft of his meat.

“Cum for me baby,” she whispered in his ear. “Cum for me real, real
 quick.”

Holden was lost. “God, fuck...you’re so hot.”

“You can do it. I know you can. Give me that load. I’ll take it up myself.

Once again, his cock began to pulse. She could feel the sudden shift in his muscles, the immediate tightness and then looseness as he came and came. Hot, delicious white jizz spurted out onto the palm of her hand. She gathered it all up, making sure she caught every last drop. She wanted it all for her own uses.

No sooner had he emptied himself into Ariel’s waiting palms did Rebecca sit down at the other end of the table with all their food ready on a tray. Already, Ariel had slid her hands away from Holden. The young hunky jock looked somewhat tired, but there was no way to tell what had just happened. The delicious smell of the breakfast  food overpowered the underlying stench of sex—and Rebecca had a notoriously bad sense of smell, besides.

“This looks wonderful
,” said Ariel. “Don’t you think so, Holden?”

“Wonderful,” he repeated dumbly, but his gaze was fixed firmly on Ariel, still.

Ariel knew that she would have to do something to make sure his mind was on Rebecca. Ariel wanted him to fuck her, obviously. There wouldn't be any fun in breaking up their relationship—only in adding to it. As Rebecca began to eat, Ariel saw her chance.

“Oh, Rebecca, honey. You forgot to butter your pancakes.”

Rebecca looked down. “Oh. You’re right. It’s okay.”

“No, love. Please. Let me take care of it for you. Okay?”

Ariel hopped up and strutted to the fridge. Grabbing the butter, she walked back and scooped up Rebecca’s food. She stood behind the busty, beautiful blonde, winking at Holden.

And then, in full view of the young football hunk, she slid his cum all over his girlfriend’s food. On top of that, just so that it wasn’t too
 obvious, she mixed the butter over it. And then—with a slightly lesser amount, she did the same to her own food.

“Did you want any, Holden?”

He nearly choked. “N-no. Thanks.”

“Here you are, love.” Ariel slid Rebecca’s food back in front of her.

Clearly ravenous, Rebecca unleashed her hunger on the warm, tainted food. Holden watched, eyes transfixed, as Rebecca slid her luscious young lips over the cum-covered pancakes. She moaned rapturously.

“God, these are good
,” she said, mouth full. Sticky gobs of cum-soaked saliva made her lips smack together. “I don’t know what
 I put into them, but they’re delicious.”

Ariel ate hers as well, enjoying the sexified meal. It was a deliciously guilty pleasure to eat cum on her food. She felt rather brilliant for thinking of it.

“You know, in some countries,” said Ariel, “nobody really believes that someone enjoyed a meal unless they lick the plate clean.”

“Come on,” said Holden, gulping. He still stared at his girlfriend’s eating. “That’s not true.”

“Yeah!” said Rebecca. “I’ve heard that. Come on. I’ll race you.”

The two girls began to eat as fast as they could, eagerly gorging themselves on their pancakes. When they finished the big pieces, they held up the plates and started to slide their wet, young tongues up and down the plates.

Ariel licked her plate absolutely clean of any speck of food. And when she finished, she looked over to see Rebecca doing the same. At some point, Rebecca seemed to notice that it was something of a spectacle she was making of herself, and began to play it up a little. Her licks became slower and more lavish. It was clear she was trying to appear “playfully flirty,” but with a beautifully angelic face like Rebecca's, only “intensely sexual” was possible.

“Oh, look at Holden,” giggled Ariel. “I think he likes
 seeing your tongue lick all that.”

Rebecca giggled with her. No doubt she thought it was a very fun game they had played.

“Excuse me,” said Holden, finally, getting up and rushing upstairs.

As he left, Ariel was almost certain she saw a boner. God, she thought, slowly licking her lips, taking in just a few more dabs of cum. He really is
 a stud to be hard again so soon.

[image: ]



IN THE EARLY AFTERNOON
, there was a football game on that Holden wanted to watch. The two girls, in the meantime, decided they were going to get rather tipsy. Holden was distant, brooding. Rebecca said he just “got that way sometimes.” Ariel smiled, because she knew why he wanted to think only about sports...and not the brilliantly hot babes that he could fuck senseless at any time he decided.

After sitting with Holden for a little while, trying to entice him with easy shots of her exposed cleavage, Ariel finally retreated to the kitchen where Rebecca had finished cleaning up her mess from breakfast. The sexy blonde had gathered up some materials from the bar for drinks—Holden had complained about the clinking sounds of the glasses, and so Rebecca had moved a substantial portion of the liquor to the kitchen, out of earshot.


Such a good girl
.

“What are you making?”

“Just a whiskey and cok—oh!”

Rebecca squirmed as Ariel slipped her hand around her waist, her fingers sliding just over the blonde’s crotch. Just a centimeter below the elastic band of Rebecca’s slender sweats, Ariel could touch the top of her finely trimmed blonde trail leading down to the sweet pot of her pussy.

“That sounds nice,” said Ariel. “Maybe you could make me one, too?”

“S-sure.” Rebecca gulped, her knees pushing together. “Hey, do you think you could, maybe...oh.”

Ariel’s fingers slid further down, sinking deep into the soft, hot fur of her friend’s trail. Her hairs were so gentle. Ariel’s middle finger rested right on top of Rebecca’s clit, putting pressure on there just slightly.

“You want me to ask for a different drink?” Ariel asked. “Perhaps something that would take a little longer? Maybe you could make me a Manhattan. How about that? Then, you know, we could be very hands-on with one another.”

Rebecca squirmed. But Ariel could tell it was the right
 kind of squirming. Not the “this is uncomfortable type.” It was the “fuck, fuck, this is so hot, but we might get caaaught...” type.

“Y-yes. Okay.”

Slowly, as Ariel fingered her friend hard, Rebecca gathered the whiskey and bitters, pulling together the ingredients for the drink.

“You f-feel...so good,” Rebecca moaned. “I know I shouldn't, but...god! Ariel...”

Ariel shushed her with a quick series of kisses all over her beautiful face.

“You want this,” said Ariel. “Don't you?”

Rebecca nodded, kissing lightly at Ariel's chin.

“P-please. I want...I want you to be the one. I want you to make me cum.”

“Good girl,” Ariel whispered.

Rebecca shuddered, clearly responding hard to the title.

Ariel fingered her friend harder and harder. There was no resistance—only desire. Her two fingers slid in and out of Rebecca's tight, wet pussy with ease, while her thumb continued to circle lightly on the virgin's clit. Ariel may have been something of an idiot savant with cocksucking, but she was an old pro when it came to giving pleasure to a woman. And clearly, Rebecca's pent-up desires were making it very easy to push her to the absolute edge.

“Oh yes,” Rebecca moaned softly. “Yes...yes, yes! Oh Ariel, yesss..”

Rebecca flushed with orgasm, her hips thumping against the counter. She bit her lip, trying to keep herself quiet, staring at Ariel with unrestrained passion in her eyes. They kissed again, for several minutes, Ariel keeping her beautiful friend's body close to hers. She wanted to associate all that good, blissful afterglow euphoria directly to her presence.

Finally, the two sauntered into the living room with their drinks. With her pale skin blushing red, Rebecca looked more gorgeous than ever. But, Ariel noticed with some pride, Holden’s eyes were exclusively on her. His gaze was affixed to the tiny layer of her leggings clinging to her ass, and the flimsy, barely-there shirt that let him see how erect her nipples were. That was good. She had him right where she wanted him.

“Took you guys long enough,” said Holden.

“Yes, we forgot how to make a Manhattan,” giggled Ariel. “But we figured it out.”
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AFTER THE AFTERNOON
 football game, there was an evening football game, and Holden wanted to keep watching. This was all understandable—his livelihood did depend on studying the game, and he was the sort of intellectual jock who got very interested in the mechanics of various teams—but the girls were a little bit bored with just sitting around and watching men throw balls around a field.

So, after a few more drinks, it didn’t take Ariel very long to convince Rebecca to hang out with her, alone, in Rebecca’s bedroom.

There was very little pretense. Certainly Holden must have noticed. But Ariel didn't care. And she didn't want either of them to care very much either.

She and Rebecca found themselves embracing hot, mad with passion, their tongues sliding together. It was so easy
 to grab Rebecca's huge, perfect tits, and rub those enormous, raspberry-sized nipples in her hands...

And then suddenly, Rebecca pulled away.

“No.” Rebecca stood up, and then sat down again. “I...I can't. This is...this...this is...”

“I thought...” Ariel slid her hands up Rebecca’s thighs. “I thought this would be want you wanted?”

Rebecca sucked on one lip. So sexy. But she looked away. “I’m sorry. I thought maybe I wanted it, too. But I just...can’t. It’s too...it feels so wrong. And Holden, god, he's right outside!” Her face arrived in her hands. “I’m a good
 girl. I’m supposed to wait until marriage. How are you doing
 this to me? God, you're sooo pretty...”

Ariel smiled. “You and I can’t even get married in this state.”

“Shush. You know
 what I mean. It’s...I don’t know. I’m confused, okay? And I need time.”

There was no sense in pressing Rebecca past the point of comfort. Ariel insisted she understood, and left after a lingering, hot kiss on her friend's mouth. She noted, with some satisfaction, that Rebecca couldn't hold her tongue back from joining in on the fun, even if it was for just a few moments.

Some minutes later, Ariel was in the hallway upstairs, sighing. Frustrated. Horny. One long leg slid up on the wall behind her, her knee coming out. She shook out her hair. Fuck, but she was turned on. She had been working on Rebecca hard
, and really thought it was going to land a nice orgasm for herself at the very least.

Oh well. She knew how to take care of that personally, anyway. She licked her lips, enjoying suddenly the thought of masturbating, thinking of Holden maybe...Holden and his cock. Holden fucking Rebecca hard, choking her, holding her down, fucking her pregnant...

At the other end of the hallway, Holden coughed. Ariel shifted. She hadn't seen him there. His shirt clung

“Hey,” he said. “Can we talk?”

Ariel smiled sultrily. So, she couldn’t have Rebecca? Holden was almost as good. Her arousal levels began to ramp up again, mind racing with thoughts of the taste of his cock, his salty hot seed down her throat. Filling her up, making her
 pregnant even...

“Of course. What’s up?”

Holden clapped his hands together, smiling sheepishly. “I don't...I don't know how else to bring it up. I want you,” said Holden. “I know that...I know it’s wrong.”

Ariel sauntered toward him. “It’s not. I don't think it's wrong at all.”

“Tell that to Rebecca. It’s wrong for her. So it’s wrong...but...” his face contorted with lust. “I don’t care. You’re so fucking gorgeous
, Ariel. I want
 you.”

“I know.” Her hands slid up his chiseled torso. He sighed, taking his hands against his body. “But you have to promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“Stay with Rebecca. Don’t even think
 about fucking with her head. Okay? What happens between you and me is between you and me. A nice pressure release, okay? I’ll make you feel incredible...but then, I want you to go and be the best boyfriend ever. Got it?”

He seemed surprised. Stupid boy. “But...why?”

“Because she’s my friend, stupid. And she’s your girlfriend. Don’t you want her to be happy?”

“Of course I do. I love her. I just...it’s just...you know.”

Her hands slid into his loose pants.

“What?”

“Come on. You’re actively working toward...fucking with us. You have to see that.”

The shape of his cock changed quickly in her grip. Widening, lengthening, pulsing with power and vibrant youth.

“I want your cock in me.” She began to push him backward, toward his room. “And I want her pussy in my mouth. And I want the two of you fucking like rabbits. I don’t see any conflict with any of that. And if you do, that’s your problem. Not mine.”

“You...are...” he let out a long breath. “Something else.”

They were inside his room now. Ariel continued to push him until he was down on the bed.

“I know. Aren’t you lucky?”

Slowly, she pushed his pants down. With moaning relish, her mouth sank down on his cock. Fuck, but he tasted good. The thickness of his rod filled her tight, hot throat immediately.

There was no hesitation on her part, no false steps. She wanted him all
 the way inside of her body again.

The radio was playing in the room. As the two young lovers intertwined, the emergency broadcast began to sound—the blizzard would be arriving in the area soon. No more false reports. It was coming, and soon.


I hope I'm coming soon
, thought Ariel. If she could have with a mouth full of cock, she would have had a wry smile.

God, she loved cock. Everything about it. The taste. The smell. The feel. The heat. The hardness. All of it. It was so fundamentally masculine
, and lesbian though she absolutely was, there was just no way around her need for cock unless there was one filling her.

When he was all the way hard, though, he slipped out and dragged Ariel up on the bed.

“B-but I want
 it...” she moaned, grasping for his cock.

With startling efficiency, he soon had her clothes ripped completely off. They lay on the floor in a thick, bright pile.

“Oh, I'm gonna give it to you.” He pushed her legs apart, kneeling up against her hips and ass. “I'm gonna give it all to you, babe.”

“Oh yes...yes!”

His cock pushed up and inside of her quickly, hotly. He fucked straight through any virginal resistance she had, and almost immediately the hot pain of that first entry was replaced by beautiful, seemingly endless pleasure.

“Oh jesus
,” she moaned, gripping his muscled back hard. “Harder...harder! I need it harder.
”

He obliged her. His young stud physique was made for frequent, hard, furious thrusts. His cock was a jackhammer, pushing in and out as fast as possible.

Ariel could feel her own orgasm—so long denied now—fast approaching. On top of her, Holden's body shifted and spasmed, and she could see his face brimming with overflowing need.

Suddenly, he put his hand around Ariel’s throat, pushing her down.

“Oh—hhhck!” The sound was more surprise than anger.

Even Holden looked shocked at himself.

“I’m sorry. You just...you’re so hot. I thought—”

His cock, beautiful perfect manly cock, was still so hard inside of her, leaking precum down into her pussy.

“Do it again.”

“What?”

“Choke me. Choke me while you fill me with that cock. That’s what I want.”

Holden twitched inside of her. Ariel felt mad with power, knowing she could make that happen.

“Fuck yes.”

His hand wrapped around her throat again, taking her to that beautiful kink-filled place where she was completely dominated, completely fucked, completely subjected to his hot, incredible manly cock. Her breath was gone and she didn't care. Inexperienced and strong, Holden squeezed her too tight—and Ariel didn't care at all, wanting to feel her breath slip away. Wanting him in charge of it all
.

And just when she was about to come, just as everything was going to feel perfect
, Rebecca walked in.

She was stunned, standing there in the doorway, a shocked look on her face.

But they were too far gone. They couldn’t stop themselves. In the sudden adrenaline spike from being caught, Holden’s body spasmed and contorted, unleashing his load. But—at the last second—he removed himself from Ariel’s cunt, and instead spilled all over her belly. At the feel of his incredible, hot goo on her tight young body, Ariel’s own orgasm hit her. Holden’s fear had tightened his grip on her throat, putting her ever more under his control, and her mind turned off with pleasure. She thrashed underneath him, loving the feel of his cum on her body. It felt amazing...

...but Rebecca was looking at them both, thunderstruck. She couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Fine,” she said coldly. “That’s just fine. You two just...just have
 each other, then.”
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MOMENTS LATER, ARIEL
 had untangled herself from Holden's hot grasp and ran after Rebecca. She was still shaking with orgasm, her limbs weak, but she couldn't just let Rebecca walk out.

She found her friend in her room, packing her bags. “That’s it. I can’t believe you two. That’s it.
”

“Rebecca, please listen—”

“No! No. I’m done listening to you. All you’ve done since you got here was just fucking...spout fucking lies and filth from your mouth. All you want is for us to fuck and forget everything
 that’s important to us.”

“I can't help if I want to have sex with you, Rebecca. You're gorgeous. Or Holden. He's a total hunk, like you said.”

“Well, you can’t fuck me. And you most certainly can’t fuck Holden.”

“Why not
?”

“Because...because he’s mine
. He’s my
 boyfriend.”

“I know that.” Ariel smiled. “I’m not trying to change that.”

“You were fucking
 him!”

“So much we have established! Why shouldn’t
 I? It’s not like you
 were doing it. He fucks me, and stays with you. What’s wrong with that?”

“Because...because...” she was struggling. Ariel could sense that almost, just almost, she had won her over. “Because it’s wrong
.”

Morality. Last bastion of the confused. Was it any wonder so many straight people fell on it when they could think of no logical protestations? They were all horribly, innately confused. Rebecca ran to the front door of the cabin, bag in hand. Holden had come down to the entry, dressed again, but looking embarrassed.

“You can send me the rest of my stuff later. Or not. Holden—we are done
. I’m done with both
 of you, all right? I’m leaving.”

Holden and Ariel exchanged a look.

“The weather. The blizzard on the radio. Does she...?”

Holden shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

They ran outside after her. She was crying, trying to get inside Holden’s car. Oblivious to her surroundings and the dense winds blowing in.

Ariel touched her arm, trying to be gentle and firm both. “You have to come back in, dear”

“Why?” She shook Ariel. “Why
? Give me one
 good reason why. Just one
.”

“There.” Ariel pointed out to the horizon and the incumbent blackness of the gathering clouds.

“That’s a blizzard, Rebecca. You won’t make it down in time. Would you really rather die than spend another night or two under the same roof as me?”
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THE BLIZZARD HIT FAST
 and hard. Less than thirty minutes after Rebecca attempted to leave, the storm arrived. Almost instantly, it was impossible to see farther than a foot out of the window outside. All was covered over in white. The cabin’s underground back-up generators kicked on, keeping the power and heat on. These rich folk, thought Ariel, really had their survival shit figured out.

The expected snowfall was close to three feet that night. A torrent of snow. If Rebecca had tried going down the mountain herself—even in the car—she would have died. It took close to two and a half hours to make it safely down the mountain in the best of conditions. She wouldn’t have even made it halfway.

And, thankfully, she knew it. She and Ariel stood together in Rebecca’s bedroom, looking out the window.

“I would have died out there,” she said. “For real.”

It would have been easy to say “I told you so.” Or, really, any number of other horribly wrong answers. But Ariel’s purpose, still, was unification.

“Yes,” said Ariel. “Thank you for listening to me. I know it took a lot of effort on your part. I appreciate it.”

Rebecca scoffed. “You appreciate that I didn’t kill myself?”

“Yes. As a matter of fact. Very much. I’m rather fond of you, Rebecca.”

“Stop saying that.” She crossed her arms. “I don’t want you to say that.”

“I can’t help how I feel.”

“Apparently you can! You...you fucking feel
 for Holden, too!”

Ariel shrugged. “You make emotions very complicated. Why can’t we just want things, and then have them? We’re all attractive, sexy people...and we all want each other. What’s wrong with that?”

“I don’t...like this. That’s what wrong with it.”

“Do you know what I think?”

“No. Not really. I thought I did, but I truly don’t. What
 do you think?”

“I think what you don’t like is that you like
 all of this.” Ariel pulled Rebecca to sit down on the bed with her. “I think you want
 to not want it...but you do want it. And I think you should give in to that wanting.”

“It’s easy for you. Nobody...”

Ariel crossed her arms. “Nobody what?”

“Nobody expects anything from you, okay? What, am I supposed to home and show mom and dad—hey! Here’s my poster boyfriend! And here’s my sexy girlfriend! Get used to it!”

It was difficult to fight the urge to roll her eyes. “Oh, god. Is that
 what’s worrying you?”

“Why wouldn’t it be worrying me?”

“Because it’s silly! Who cares
 what they think?”

“I do!”

Almost, she got up off the bed, making for the door. But Ariel caught her and pulled her back down, hugging her tight.

“Please,” said Ariel. “I’m sorry. Okay? I really am. I...”

Rebecca was stiff, but listening.

“Do you know where I live?”

“Sure. In Alder City.”

“Not just that. I mean where I live there
. It’s a dump, Rebecca. And there’s no way out. I can’t go to college because if I take less shifts, I won’t be able to pay my rent. I already eat next to nothing. I have forty-five minutes of free time every day where I’m not traveling from one job to another, getting ready for work, or working. I need...” she put her hands in her face. “I need a way out. And I wanted you...you and I, and even Holden, I wanted to give you something good. Something only I could give you. Because you’re my friend, and I love you, and Holden is terrific, but even more than that, you’re a way out. And I need to have that way out.”

It seemed to get through to Rebecca, at least a little. “Oh.”

“So, look. Don’t tell your parents about me if you don’t want. Just...let me be with you. You don’t have to show me off. I just...I want your support. Financially. And I’m willing to do anything...give you both anything...to have that support.”

“Ariel, that is...” she gulped. “That’s pretty self-serving.”

“So is letting me lick your pussy. But it’s something I want to do. And if you want to help me out in return, with finances, with helping me get a better education...then what does it matter? Why does it all have to be wrapped up in a bow? Why can’t it just be...I lick your pussy like crazy ‘cause you’re fucking hot, and I suck off Holden whenever you two make out, and both of you fuck me whenever you’d like, and in the meantime, I go to school and you help me pay the bills?”

“You’re offering, like...”

“Sex.” Ariel wrapped her fingers around Rebecca’s supple young thigh. “All the time. Furiously and passionately. Nonstop. Whenever you want. On command. Obediently. Happily. Expertly.”

Rebecca’s throat moved up and down slow. She held her breath, her fingers moving forward to Ariel’s scantily clad body.

“You mean that...if I wanted, I could just...touch you.”

“Yes.”

“Anywhere I wanted.”

“Yes.”

“However I wanted.”

Ariel’s smoky eyes blazed. “Yes
.”

“I could...I could just touch you, here.”

Her fingers slipped up into Ariel’s crotch, touching her pussy through the tight, flimsy fabric of her panties.

“Y-yes! I’d do anything you want, Rebecca. Anything.” She leaned in to her friend’s ear, pulling her close. “I’d get pregnant with you. The both of us. Together. Pregnant from Holden. We could love each other’s hot pregnant bodies. We’d do it together and we’d look so
 hot all swollen and full from his cum.”

“Oh my god!”

Rebecca nodded urgently. As if she had never considered that even being possible because she wanted it so much. But now that Ariel had brought it up, laid it out there in the open, it was impossible to deny it. They kissed passionately, their fevered tongues sliding together hotly.

“Let me get you hot and ready for him,” said Ariel. “Okay? We’ll make so much noise that he’ll have to come and look for us.”

“It’s just...oh fuck. I don’t know. I don’t want to say no. I don’t want to say the wrong thing.”

Giggling, Ariel said, “I could gag you?”

She said it as a joke...but Rebecca nodded, grabbing Ariel’s hands. Like it was the smartest thing that her friend had ever said.

“That sounds...that sounds really hot. Won’t you please? I want you to have me in your control. You or him. Both of you. I want you to know I can’t possibly say no to anything you do to me.”

Ariel didn’t need much convincing. From Rebecca’s bag on the floor, she took out a freshly laundered shirt and tore off a long strip. She placed that over her friend’s mouth, making sure she would be properly comfortable, but also totally gagged.

Then, she got on her knees and ripped off Rebecca’s sweatpants. Her lips ran up the long, smooth, pale surface of Rebecca’s long, hot legs. Ariel's pussy was on fire as her tongue slid all around her friend's pussy. The folds wet with anticipation. Waiting for release. Needing to cum so badly. The biting, tart taste of Rebecca’s juices felt achingly warm down the beautiful brunette’s throat.

Ariel licked Rebecca long and loving. Her tongue flicked over the tiny nub of her teenage clit, showering it with lavish licks. Rebecca’s body vibrated with pleasure. Her fists pumped up and down on the bed, and she moaned for more through the gag over her mouth.

Rebecca seemed close, so close, to her first lesbian orgasm...and then Holden came in through the door.

“I just wanted to check and make sure...” he shook his head. “Holy shit,” he said dumbly. “You two are doing it. You’re really doing it.”

Long nimble fingers slid into Rebecca’s pussy. Ariel had to keep her lover attended. She turned to Holden and raised an eyebrow.

“I’ve got her all wet for you, baby. Isn’t that perfect?”

“Oh, fuck.”

It was quickly becoming his catchphrase.

“Come fuck her, Holden. Fuck both of us. Like you deserve. Fuck us rotten and make us forget about anything
 or anyone else.”

Holden stepped forward, wanting a better look. In moments, his pants were on the floor. Ariel wrapped her hand around his thick, sturdy rod, stroking gently even as she kept fingering Rebecca’s pussy.

“She wants you to fuck her, Holden. She wants it so
 bad. I made her want it.”

“Mmmhmm!” Rebecca moaned through her gag.

“I want that. I want to fuck her.” He leaned forward, kissing Rebecca on the forehead. “I want to fuck you so badly. I want to make you mine.”

Rebecca nodded, urging him with moans and gasps to do just that.

The two of them looked down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both
 of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you
. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”

Ariel moved aside completely, sliding her naked body up behind Holden. She kissed him deeply and passionately, enjoying Rebecca’s whimpering moans of helpless lust.

“Fuck that hot virgin pussy,” urged Ariel. “Oh god, yeah baby. Take her cherry, just like you took mine. Do it. It’ll be so perfect, you have to. You have
 to...”

She looked down at Rebecca, who nodded with glazed arousal. The blonde fae-like beauty was too turned on to want anything else. It was clear her morals had abandoned her, driven out by the blitzkrieg of lust and sensation that Ariel and Holden gave her.


Yes,
 her eyes seemed to say. I want to feel you in me. I want you to be the one, Holden. I’ve always wanted it to be you.


Grinning, he lowered down.

His cock, so hard and thick, easily pushed into the dripping wet folds of the gorgeous blonde Rebecca. He pushed in slow, slow, slower. Ariel bit her lips, watching how amazing it was as Holden stuffed his love full of his massive meat.

“God, that’s so hot,” she moaned. “Do it, yeah. Take her. Take her like you deserve...”

Slight pain registered on Rebecca’s face as her own virginal resistance was broken through. But then, after that, a hot, ecstatic smile showed on her face.

Slowly, he was able to fuck her faster. His thrusts increased in frequency and intensity. Hot buttocks clenching. His thick pecs flexing hard. All three of their bodies covered in brilliant hot sweat. Rebecca's hot, heavy tits bounced up and down, almost like they were already full of lifegiving milk.

“Fuck her harder,” Ariel moaned. “Fuck her virgin cunt, baby. Do it. Oh...fill her up! Fill her up
 with your fucking seed, please!”

Holden, emboldened by this dirty talk, fucked even harder. His thrusts became wild and crazy, shoving into Rebecca with abandon. His hands gripped her thick, heavy tits hard, using them like handles as he drove inside.

“Fuck, I’m so close. My load is coming. I'm going to give it to you, oh baby...”

“Yes, oh yes,” Rebecca moaned, the gag shifting off her mouth finally in the fruckus. “That would be so perfect. My first time. My first time with you
. And you get me pregnant
, oh please, yes, do it!”

Grunting, gripping Rebecca's tight, busty body against his own, he unloaded inside her. His orgasm lasted for several seconds, spurt after spurt of white hot goo spilling inside of the beautiful blonde.

Small tears of joy came down Rebecca's face. So happy to be owned properly by Holden. Ariel fingered her pussy fast and urgent as she watched Holden fill up Rebecca...but she still wanted to feel Holden inside of her. As he pulled out, her eyes widened with awe at the length and hardness, still, of his young jock cock.

“I’m still hard,” said Holden, clearly impressed with himself. “I don’t believe it.”

“I do,” said Ariel, smiling and licking her lips.

They had tested such things with laboratory rats. Males who could have sex multiple times with one partner didn’t often rise to the occasion. But a male who could have sex with multiple
 partners in one sitting often got more ready, more immediately. It was simple biology. Spreading those seeds around.

“You can fuck me, now,” said Ariel. “You can fuck me as hard and as often as you like, stud.”

“God...”

He turned to Rebecca just briefly—wanting to make sure that it was okay. But Rebecca’s look said it all—not only was it okay, but she didn’t even think he needed to ask. He was her man
. He could fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted.

“Push me down, please?” asked Ariel. “Choke me while you fuck me. Do it again. All the way this time.”

The big man didn’t have to be told twice. He tossed Ariel down on top of Rebecca and crawled on top of her, easily flipping her over so that she was on her hands and knees. In seconds, his thick hand had wrapped around her tight, elegant throat, and his cock shoved deep up into her cunt from behind. He completely dominated her, his muscular body all the way on top of her. Ariel was right above her friend, and began eagerly making out with the cum-drunk Rebecca.

Holden thrust into her tight entrance now, completely filling Ariel’s tight, juicy cunt. His powerful rod pushed her slender, fit body up and then down in furious rhythm, forcing her tits to grind on Rebecca’s.

“Oh yeah, baby, do it!” Rebecca moaned, holding Ariel in place for her boyfriend.

Her cum-filled, sweaty body slid out from under Ariel and then up on top of her man, pushing him ever deeper into Ariel’s cunt. “Get her pregnant. Get her pregnant like you got me? Please? Please fucking do it, oh my god. I want to see her swelling
 with your seed. I want to see her tits get full of milk and her belly get so round and big, oh fuck, oh fuck! I want us to have your babies, please, baby?”

It was too much even for a stud like Holden. These two beauties, so young and hot, so helpless before his will. They needed to obey him; they needed to be filled by him.

Holden released another massive load inside Ariel. The white hot goo that was so delicious and perfect as she swallowed it down felt even better as she took it inside of her pussy. Never did she think she would ever have a man in there, a man’s seed...but now that she had, it felt so right
.

Her young, beautiful body twisted in orgasmic delight, screaming out the names of her young lovers. Ariel didn't know anything could ever feel so fucking good as being driven to a hot orgasm by a real, live, living cock of a huge stud.

Her thoughts drifted after her mindblowing orgasm and the three of them, exhausted, snuggled into one another. Maybe she wasn't a lesbian. Maybe she just hadn't found the right man to turn her onto cock.

Or maybe she was
 a lesbian...just not when it came to Holden and his beautifully perfect, yummy, impregnating cock. Maybe she'd find him more
 hot young bitches to breed...

Several hours later, nearing morning, Ariel woke, seeing that Holden and Rebecca were already up and getting dressed.

“Going somewhere?” she asked.

“The storm’s stopped outside. We wanted to play in the snow.”

“Oh.” Ariel laughed. “Have fun.”

Rebecca sat down on the bed next to her.

“Won’t you come with us? We want you to come along.”

Warm fingers wrapped around Ariel’s arm. On the other side of the bed, Holden sat down and ran a hand up her naked thigh.

“We want you along with us from now on,” he said.

Ariel liked the sound of that.
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Risky Threesomes: Steps For A Taboo Road Trip
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NORA WAS NEARLY PACKED
. She walked downstairs to the entry, bending down to sort through the massive pile of shoes next to the back door. In Alder City, they would need some good walking shoes. It was difficult to sort through her stepbrother Charlie’s various boots, sandals, work shoes, dress shoes...how did a guy have more shoes than her?

Only he didn’t, not really. He just kept them all in a pile down here next to the door, so they seemed like more. Her own shoes were kept in her closet, neatly arranged on a stand. Except for her walking shoes, apparently.

Their house was a tall three-story, located far on the outskirts of town. Her stepfather, Archibald, didn't trust city living or city livers. As a result, his family—his stepdaughter Nora, his son Charlie, and his new young wife Annette—lived far from anything truly interesting. All the restaurants and stores were chains, and all the concerts were smooth jazz or holiday symphonies.

In the kitchen, she heard her stepbrother Charlie and their stepmother Annette preparing food. The swinging door to the living room, and then to the kitchen, were arranged just so, and Nora could see clearly as Annette strutted toward Charlie from behind. She wore a tight white tee shirt, her glamorously sexy body on display in tiny blue shorts.

“Do you think these shorts are too short, Charlie?”

Charlie turned to look. He was a tall young man, muscular and handsome. Annette clearly was tugging her shorts up at him. She did a short turn and showed off her behind—tight and bubbly—and then even bent forward a bit on the counter.

“I just...you know? Do you see? Like, I’m afraid they show too much leg.”

“They show quite a lot,” said Charlie.

Annette was everything Nora wasn’t. Blonde. Busty. Beautiful—or hot
, really, in the way pornstars were hot. That was what her stepdad had wanted—a new hot babe to keep at his side. At twenty-three, Annette was only about five years older than the eighteen year-old Nora.

Nora herself was slender, short. Her bust always felt too big on her short frame—with big 36D breasts that felt like they were going to topple her over in a strong wind. But boys seemed to like them; or at least, they did whenever she bothered to show them off, which wasn’t often. She didn’t like the attention of other men, really. Their attention always invited comparisons.

Not comparisons of her to other girls. That wasn’t so bad. Men were always doing that. Nora ranked well enough, with her lovely blue eyes and thick, dark hair. But no, Nora’s problem was that the men who looked at her never were quite the type of Real Man she wanted to look at her. And the only Real Man she knew was absolutely, completely off-limits to her.

The only Real Man she knew was her brother Charlie.

From her position in the entry, Nora could see Charlie’s eyes eating up Annette’s form. Flashes of jealousy sparked in her chest, powering through the darkness of her mood. She tried to put them down, extinguish them somehow. What did she care who Charlie looked at?

Even if it was their stepmother.

Their beautiful, ex-glamour model stepmother who had only married Charlie’s father for his money. And in an obvious way, too—but Charlie’s dad didn’t seem to mind. He had plenty of money to pass around. Not that Nora ever got much of it. Nora’s mother, Jean, had died when Nora was quite young and Charlie’s father, Archibald, always seemed to take his frustration and grief out on Nora. She, Nora’s mother, had died right after marrying Archibald, in point of fact. Nora had leaned on Charlie for all those years afterward, needing someone to hear her, to help her soldier forward.

Charlie never complained when Nora would show up in his room in the middle of the night, needing someone to hug or snuggle up against in the bed. He never complained when Nora would empty out her feelings at him, or let off the pressure from a long day when she saw too many things that reminded her of Jean.

Charlie never complained. Not once.

“Could I ask you to do something for me?” Annette went on. “It’s a little weird.”

“Sure.”

“Could you...would you mind feeling
 how short they are? I just...I keep feeling like there’s something caught up right underneath the edge. Like some grime or dirt or something, but I know
 they’re clean. Could you feel for me?”

Charlie laughed. His broad, eighteen year-old frame was lean and ruggedly hard from years of playing lacrosse. “Are you serious?”

Annette nodded. Her hands were on his chest now, stroking up and down. Breasts, thick and round, were barely contained inside of her tiny half-buttoned sweater.

“Please? I need your help. You’ll help me, won’t you?”

The excuse was flimsy as anything. Surely, Charlie could see that. Surely he would see that Annette just wanted to take advantage of him like she had done to his father...wouldn’t he?

Think without your dick for once, Charlie!

Of course, when it came to Nora, Charlie had never thought with his dick. And how did she feel about that?

But Annette had already pressed her bum back against Charlie’s thighs, bending over slightly. The barely-covered crack of her denim-clad ass rubbed intently over Charlie’s crotch. Charlie, for his part, looked rather amazed at the entire situation. Annette was a one-of-a-kind beauty, and even if she was his stepmother, she was still drop-dead gorgeous. It was hard just to ignore that type of beauty practically begging you to touch it. It was especially impossible if you were an eighteen year-old male with no real attachments to any kind of girl in the world. At school, before they graduated last spring, Charlie had been notoriously single, despite every girl he came across basically drooling all over him.

Nora always held out hope that maybe...just maybe
...

“Annette, seriously. This is...I mean, this is a little weird.”

His hands floated over her perfectly tanned skin. Her golden hair was thick, like a soft blanket, and slowly his fingers sank down into the silken locks. Annette moaned just slightly in response.

“Why is it weird? I just want your help.”

“But you’re...I’m not stupid. You’re asking me touch your ass. And your nipples are hard. And the way you look at me...I’m not stupid.”

Another woman, confronted with her own lack of subtlety, might have fled from the scene. But Annette doubled down. She pushed her ass completely back into Charlie and then rose up from the hips, sliding her slender waist and back into his broad, muscled torso.

She giggled slowly. “You found me out. Such a smart
 man.”

Grabbing one of his hands and sliding it up her bare midriff, she began to tilt and turn into his hard body.

“I just think...I think you’re a really, really attractive young man.”

“Oh.” Charlie shifted slightly. “Thanks. I guess.”

He preened slightly. Nora had trouble not rolling her eyes. He preened
.

“You look so much like your father. Like a younger, sexier version of him. You know?”

Annette’s hands slid Charlie’s grip upward, onto the soft balloon of her tits. They were real. Annette bragged about how they were so big, so buoyant and perfect, and yet still real. She did this at the dinner table, admonishing Nora for not showing off her own healthy bust.

“Oh...god.”

Nora's hands slid into Charlie's pants, wrapping tight around his bulging manhood.

“I want us to really get along on this trip, Charlie. I think that would be so
 great. I want you and to understand each other. You know? We’re family now.”

Nora couldn’t help herself. She had to stop this. It was...it was all so wrong. The way that Charlie’s head rolled back as Annette stroked him so urgently through his shorts. Annette’s tight, hot ass bouncing slightly with every little stroke as her weight shifted from one long leg to the other.

On her own body, Nora’s hands drifted against her crotch. Heat, palpable and wet, grew outward from there. It was so hard to ignore. Why was her body doing
 that? Watching...watching her mother and her brother, doing that terrible act...

Her fingers were so close to her pussy. They were on
 her pussy, in point of fact, with just that stupid denim in the way. And it was nothing, a nothing movement, nothing at all, to let her fingers slide across the brass button of her shorts and let them pop down.

But the best part of her—or at least she hoped it was the best part—kicked her bag down on the ground across the lobby. It made a big crash, sliding over and into the other gathered bags and shoes in the hall.

“Oh, crap!” she said, trying to make herself loud.

From the kitchen, she heard a sudden scuttling. The doors banged and Charlie was there, face flushed. He leaned against the doorway. In other circumstances, his pose would have been positively normal. But now, Nora knew that he was simply hiding his boner.

“Sorry,” said Nora. “I just...knocked over my bag, is all.”

“Oh.” Charlie gulped slightly and nodded, looking back over his shoulder at Annette. The brilliant young blonde smiled devilishly.

“Are you guys ready to go?” Nora asked. “I’m ready. Whenever you are.”
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IN LESS THAN AN HOUR
, they were all packed, and just waiting for Annette to finish up a quick video chat with Archibald, Nora’s stepfather. The newlyweds were, as far as appearances went, crazy about one another. It wouldn't last—so far it had been just about four months, and Annette was ringing up bill after bill as she bought bigger and better wardrobes full of clothing, cars, helicopter rides to her favorite restaurants, and even a yacht. But they were happy, now. Annette got to have whatever she wanted, and Archibald got to make the beautiful young woman smile.

Charlie and Nora were in the large living room. Charlie sat languidly in one leather couch, while Nora sat at the edge of her seat, one foot bouncing restlessly. In her hands, she fingered the small silver locket that her mother had left for her. It was a simple thing with the shape of a shell on one side. Nothing special by itself, other than that Jean had left it for her.

“Something is wrong,” said Charlie. “What’s up?”

Nora sighed. She couldn’t hide anything from him.

“I...I don’t know. It’s nothing.”

“Something. Come on.” He sniffed. “Yeah. I can smell it. You’re worried about something.”

God, he was like a fucking wolf. His sense of smell was preternaturally sharp, and so he could sense all kinds of emotions—terror, happiness, worry, anxiety...just not how desperately turned on he made Nora, apparently. Or if he did, he ignored it. She would have liked to say that she didn’t know which would be worse, but she knew exactly
 which of the two she would prefer. Better a smell-blind hunk brother than one who didn’t think her arousal was worth capitalizing on.

“It’s just...” she shook her head. “Annette sort of rubs me the wrong way. Right? She’s very...pushy. And I think...I don’t know how attached she is to your dad.”

And she fucking gave you a handjob!

But Nora couldn’t say that part. That would be revealing too much. Too big of a secret. And if there was anything that was absolutely true about Nora, it was that she couldn’t reveal the inner-workings of her head. It was all too dirty, too filthy. Charlie would hate her forever. He would disown her, never speak to her again.

Charlie shrugged. “Those two can work out their own problems if they have any. It's not up to us to solve anyone's lives but ours.”

“I guess so.”

He stood up and approached her, putting a hand on one shoulder.

“You look really good today,” he said. “Let me get a look at you.”

Taking her by the arm, he stood her up. He twisted her this way and that, using her arm to piroutte her.

“Yeah,” he said. “Really good.”

She blushed furiously, not looking at him. “Thanks.”

“No, really.” His hands guided her eyes up to his. “I mean, you look beautiful, Nora.”

She paused, clearing her throat. Trying to source out where this came from. “Oh. That’s, I mean...thank you.”

His hands fell on her waist. “God, I love looking at your hips. When you wear tight shirts like that. And your legs in those tight pants.” He shook his head. “It makes you look so fuckable.”

The artillery fire landing is just my heart. The artillery fire landing is just my heart.

“I don’t...why are you saying this to me?”

“Because I’m tired of lying about the way that I feel, Nora. And I think you are too. I’ve seen how you look at me. You’ve seen how I look at you. Why do we need to keep pretending? We’re going to be in a brand new city. We could pretend in a new way. Wouldn’t that be nice? We could act like we’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for ages.” His lips came to her ear, brushing just slightly. “No one would know anything about who we were. Just us. It would be our secret. We ditch Annette, and then I take you out on the town. We make out in the back of cabs. I fuck you silly in our hotel room...”

“Stop it!”

Nora pushed him away. Charlie was caught off-balance, and tripped across the nearby coffee table.

“Fuck,” he clutched his knee. “Fucking...gah.”

For several moments, he worked the leg back and forth, staring with heavy annoyance at Nora.

“Fine,” he said at last. “Lie to yourself. See if I care. You’ll know where to find me.”

He walked out. Nora was left alone with her locket, staring at the unpolished surface for several minutes. It needed a good work over. A secret needed a good polishing every now and then or else it lost its luster; it lost what made it worth keeping.

Less than an hour later, they were on the road, out of the city, and well on their way to Alder City. From their location in California, it would take a solid eight hours of driving to get there before nightfall. But that was all right. Charlie and Nora were both excellent drivers, mindful of others in their lanes and of the speed limits, and they had no qualms about trading out every few hours to rest.

When Nora and Charlie drove together, they hardly needed to talk at all to communicate when to trade off. Once, they had made their way all the way down to the Mexican border without saying a word, just smiling and nodding and laughing and listening to the radio. Their relationship rested in each other, not in words, and they liked it like that for the most part.

And Annette—beautiful, flawless, bimbo Annette—was a big loud stain all over their perfect, silent communication. Nora struggled with the urge to strangle her dead.

Not really. But sort of.

“Oh gosh,” Annette might say. “Look at that big stupid sign there. Who writes
 that? Why would anyone advertise a cave that’s sixty-eight degrees cool?”

“In the winter,” said Charlie, “it’s advertised as sixty-eight degrees warm.”

“But we’re in a car already,” said Annette. “Why stop at a cave
? What a bunch of hicks.”

Her attitude—so insufferably superior, so clearly thinking she was in the right about everything, so unwilling to tolerate any newness that wasn’t in the form of an alcoholic beverage or some beefcake passing by her sight, only intensified Nora’s deep-seated resentments of Annette.

If ever there was an evil stepmother, Annette was it. Although, even Nora had to admit, Annette was decent enough to Nora herself. But that was clearly only because Annette saw Nora as on her own level in terms of class and perhaps even attractiveness...which was its own particular kind of sick.

Nora longed to simply bask in the sweet, gentle glow of her brother’s quiet admiration for a time. That was supposed to be what this road trip was about, spiritually, before Annette butted her stupid beautiful body in.

She and Charlie had known each other their entire lives, almost. Now, with both of them eighteen, they had grown up with one another, fought with one another, needed one another, helped one another.

Nora did her honest best to not think about what sort of man Charlie had become.

It wasn’t that he was a bad man—quite the opposite in fact. Oh sure, he had his rough qualities—decisiveness to the point of stubbornness, an occasionally quick temper, a personality so introverted that it was sometimes hard to tell (for people who weren’t Nora) whether he liked a person or despised them. But despite these quirks and flaws, he was still a good man. Charlie loved helping others. He spent his spare time at the local recovery center, offering informal counsel to the destitute and homeless folks who walked in, looking for help. Mostly, this informal counsel just consisted of him listening.

“It’s a great gig,” he would say. “I get to just sit and listen, like I’m not even there. And at the end of it, they feel better than they have in ages.”

But there was something distinctly off about his interactions with normal, everyday people. Those dwelling in the middle-class and above always confused him. Everyone searching for some crazy dream fix that they would never quite attain. He dealt better with machines.

That was, in fact, part of the reason for the roadtrip. They were taking an SUV that he had spent years investing in. Equipping it with his bare hands. An engine that he had pieced together himself. The transmission and radiator found from salvaging through junkyards for weekends at a time, sometimes with Nora’s help.

Machines were simpler. They worked or they didn’t. If they didn’t, there was always a cause. Always a solution. The lack of most people’s clear agendas threw him.

Sometimes, late at night, when Nora was deeply unable to sleep well, when her body positively boiled with the need of her brother’s cock filling her from every conceivable position, strange hot justifications for his behavior came to him. That he liked machines because then he was clearly in charge. That he disliked those in the middle class and above because he knew that their superiority was false, that truly, he
 was the superior one. That he
 and he alone deserved to have his will heard. And she would cum, biting her pillow stop from screaming out his name, hips bucking hard to the dreamy, lusty thought of her brother as some kind of king or emperor. Her on her knees before him, her fully pregnant belly pushing up and down on his calves, hot lactating tits rubbing out on his knees while her beautiful young mouth sucked away at his cock in front of rows and rows of other, lesser women who were all jealous of her place before her king brother's mighty impregnating cock.

The orgasm-fueled dream would subside, and then she would drift into real sleep, thinking of what a silly girl she was for thinking all those dirty thoughts.

So, all of that affected how Nora saw her brother Charlie.

And then of course...there was how he looked.

Of course
 there was how he looked. Sometimes it drove Nora wild. If he was just the brother to her that he was, with all his idiosyncrasies and oddness and goodness and hypercapability as a problem-solver, and
 he was schlubby, that would be no problem. If he was even regular,
 that would have been fine.

But Charlie was hot. Charlie was fucking dreamy
—literally, she had dreamed about him—and over the past year, it had started to drive Nora wild. Twisting in her sheets, her lithe young barely legal body covered in sweat, she would masturbate to progressively more unlikely scenarios like those thoughts of him being a king or emperor. Often the fantasies took feudal themes, Nora thought perhaps because then her desire to be her brother’s property—actually legally his living object—would be fully indoctrinated into the society by law. And then, if he got her pregnant, filled her with his unprotected seed, why, they were just protecting the family line.

And so, fantasies assailed her constantly.

Like maybe she was caught alone in a castle, somehow, and there’s a knight to come save her...all the while his helmet is on, but right as she comes, when all her walls were down, invariably the knight would strip his helmet away and it would be Charlie underneath.

She had taken to idolizing other people in his place. Celebrities. Male models. Trying to push his image down so that he wouldn’t pop in her mind while she came. But every time, as her nimble young fingers pushed up hard into her g-spot through the folds of pink pussy, as she thrashed on her bed, moaning with orgasm, it was Charlie’s face she had to push down and push away.

And of course this only made his unknowing grip on her all the more solid.

Though sometimes, of course, it did not feel so unknowing. Sometimes it felt like he knew what he did to her very much indeed.

The three traveled on, and she fell asleep, more troubled than ever, her thoughts filled with Charlie filling her.
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THE LANDSCAPE STRETCHED
 out before them in long mountainous hills and deeply folded valleys filled with trees and wildlife. To the one side of the road there seemed always to be only sparse amounts of life. More rocks and hills, more long plateaus filled with nothing but air and minute insects and lizards that could not be seen from the travelers' quickly shifting placement on the concrete. And to the other side always there was more lushness. Intense greens and fertile rivers flooding, long canyons beneath them were upon deer hopped from one side of a stream to another, playing in the afternoon sun.

They stopped at a gas station not far outside the state border. Nora was asleep when they pulled in, and must have been for some time, for it was the cessation of motion that woke her; the same way that someone might finally notice they had been in pain because all of a sudden it stopped.

It took her a while to actually open her eyes. In that nice, half-dreamy stage, she was thinking of the way Charlie’s body looked in that sky blue shirt he sometimes wore, the one that contrasted so nicely against the color of his skin, and she imagined what it might be like if he were to strip it off in front of her. Those abs, so chiseled and perfect, right there in front of her, oh fuck...

Her eyes snapped open. Fingers had found their way past her tight pants and into her pussy. She started upward, laughing strangely and looking about—but there was no one around.

There was...really
 no one around. The gas station was located on the side of the road, positioned underneath a rocky outcropping. There were two pumping stations, and no kind of clerk seemed to be manning the store. Was it all automated, somehow?

Through the SUV window, Nora scanned the area—there, behind the store. Movement. No, more than movement.

She saw Charlie and Annette having some kind of argument in the shadows, out from the heat of the midday sun. His hand was around her throat. He slapped her once, and then did it again. Her knees buckled before him.

And weirdly, Annette was nodding and smiling through it all, her look that of...arousal? Encouragement? Whatever it was, she wanted him to keep doing what he did.

Fuck, but Charlie was so much bigger than Annette. It was hard to remember sometimes because of the force of her personality, and the quietness of Charlie’s, but he was a big, big man. She looked up at him with pleading, gentle eyes. He raised his hand again, and she slipped her own hands around it, bringing it to her plush mouth. Kissing him deeply on the knuckles. Licking them. It was so twisted. Like she was worshiping his hand for striking her.

That was...that was inexplicable for Nora. Why was this happening?

Annette kissed him then, nodding fiercely into his body. He pushed her away and then down, raising her skirt up. In a few short, brutal movements, his pants were down and his hot manhood thrust up into Annette from behind.

She took one hand and wrapped it around her throat. Nora gasped.

That explained it—all of it. Annette wanted
 him to choke her. To slap her. She was some kind of sick masochist, and she was the one in charge. Nora felt, in a way, relieved. Charlie was being taken advantage of, that was all.

She really couldn’t blame him. He was a dreamy hunk teenage stud. She had little doubt that he was completely virile. Certainly the vast musculature of his build attributed to that hypothesis. And Annette wanted him, and had somehow used her feminine wiles to seduce him completely. Seduced him so completely, in fact, that he fucked her right there in the open, where practically anyone could see.

From her strange, hot dreams, Nora was already turned on. It took almost no effort to slide her fingers back down to her pussy.

Purchase there was found immediately, her body shifting and giving until pleasure began spasming hard, frequent, and intense from the rotations of her fingers on her clit. God, Charlie was just giving
 it to Annette. The blonde's face pushed into the side of the building, her features orgasmic. Surprised, even, shocked and sort of destroyed
 by how much pleasure was pumped into her body stroke by stroke.

Nora found it all so fucking arousing. How her hot young brother was just fucking her stepmother to heaven and back. His hands sliding up and down that tight, model-hot body. Her fingers rotated faster and faster around her clit. Nora was going to do it, for real. She was going to cum to her brother. She was going to cum to watching her brother fuck
 someone.

She was...she would cum to watching her brother fuck her brand new Mommy.

That thought, all by itself, made hot jolts of pleasure zap through her body.

“Oh god,” she moaned softly. “Oh, big bro...big bro...M-mommy...Mommyyy...”

Hot, helpless whimpers exited her mouth again and again. Charlie’s hands closed harder around Annette’s throats. Intense wonder filled Nora, and she took her own hand, positioning it by the elbow against the side of the automobile, and felt what it was like to have her breath taken away—literally—as she stared lovingly at her massive hunk brother’s domination of Annette’s beautiful, tiny body.

After several violent, hard thrusts into Annette’s body, Charlie seemed nearly spent. Annette nodded and crowed, begging for his cum inside her. They didn’t care who heard.

One hand wrapped in the thick blanket of blond hair, Charlie yanked back on Annette and gave himself to her, spasming deep into her body. It was so easy to believe he was in control—though Nora knew for certain that wasn’t the case. Annette was too powerful, too seductive. But Nora wanted to pretend, just to pretend...


Slowly, he slipped out of her, giving Nora her first real look at her brother’s cock...even if it was from a distance. Huge and shiny. Dripping with cum. With Annette's juices.

Nora’s own fingers were driving her mad. She came, hips thrusting hard against the seat. Her big green eyes widened with intense, unknowable pleasure, her thoughts filling her own body with phantom brother cocks at every angle. She wanted to be filled
 by him; taken
 by him; bred
 by him.

And as she imagined her own brother breeding her, her pleasure redoubled and she collapsed on the floor of the SUV, high-pitched little moans leaping from her mouth. Her body convulsing in blissful seizure.

After some time, she managed to slide back up—to see if the two had been caught, perhaps. Or if she herself had been.

But no. Annette had dropped down on the ground to her knees—an what would have seemed like a gesture of obedience if Nora didn’t know better—and eagerly cleaned off Charlie’s cock with her mouth behind the gas station.
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THE HOTEL WAS NOT IMPRESSIVE
 at first sight, and nor did it begin to impress upon continual second, third, fourth and subsequent sights thereafter. The main edifice squatted between two large steel office buildings, one with a small bakery and bar on the bottom floor. The hotel was painted solid white, or at least it had been long ago. Now the paint flaked off in long strips, leaving strange yellow or gray or sometimes even less-white patches beneath. A parking lot sat between all the rooms, gated in with barely enough room for the cars to maneuver into parking spots.

The office seemed somehow older than the hotel itself and smelled of spoiled tapioca pudding, a smell Nora knew well from her own stints with charity work. Sometimes, people gave away food that wasn’t good anymore, and sometimes, those cans of food were busted open on the concrete during unpacking. The proprietor was an old, brown man with a thick horseshoe of gray hair, his expression dubious as he showed the three to their room.

“Are you sure it’s just the one you wanted?”

Annette had made all the arrangements. She insisted she was correct, of course. As if the thought of her being wrong about something was just as unthinkable as her not being found attractive, or her tits not drawing men’s eyes. Certainly the propreitor was looking at her expansive cleavage. After her rut with Charlie behind the gas station, she had changed into a tiny blue halter top and a tight, sexy black skirt. She didn't give a reason, explicitly, other than “those clothes were starting to smell like car.”

But Nora knew it had something to do with Annette's seduction plan of Charlie. The blonde babe was too devious by half. That was why she doted on Charlie for the rest of the ride, staying quiet and deferent, her hands gliding on his thighs and admiring the thick muscles of his triceps and deltoids as he drove.

Their room was barely enough to be called that. A tiny bed space, and then a small bathroom behind that. Thin walls. Next door they could hear the television blaring. The carpet was centimeters thin and had long patches stained with something—hopefully just dirty water. There was a chair next to the bathroom door. When Nora put her bag on it, it shuddered under the weight, nearly collapsing. The bathroom itself had a door that didn’t shut, a shower that was not much wider than even Nora’s slender body.

And, worst of all (best of all? Nora had to wonder), there was just one bed. It took up most of the room. A foot of clearance on either side, maybe, and in front of it the television.

The proprietor, after opening the door, gave Annette the heavy key and walked back to his office.

The three young family members stuffed themselves into the room. Nora slipped on top of the bed, trying to not get too close to Annette. Like she would catch on fire if somehow she managed to touch the blonde’s beautiful, sparkling soft skin.

“I don’t mean to like, try and swim in our privilege or anything, but...” Nora looked around the tiny room, wondering how they would fit. “...we are
 rich people, right?”

Charlie chuckled. “It’ll be a tight fit, that’s for sure.”

“No, Nora’s right.” Annette squeezed her shoulder. Nora struggled not to roll with discomfort. But whether it was discomfort but distaste at Annette, or distaste for her massive arousal for Annette's gorgeous body, about this she refused to think. “We have to take care of this. It’s not right for us to be all packed up like this. Why don’t you two try to get comfortable and I’ll step out to make some calls?”

On her way out, Charlie had somewhat blocked the door. Nora watched as Annette made a display of herself, rubbing her heavy tits on Charlie’s broad chest and then slipping back around to squeeze her ass between the huge muscular thighs he possessed—all “just to get through the small space.” As if it really had to be so blatantly erotic.

Nora sneered openly. Annette wasn’t even trying
 to hide it anymore. It was like after fucking Charlie, she didn’t think she had much left to hide at all. Her hips, wide and delicious, practically popped out of her tiny black skirt. Her heels had blood red bottoms and pushed her thighs up and apart, positioning her ass cheeks high for gripping.


God, but she looks fertile
.

The thought came unbidden, but now that it was there, she couldn’t get rid of it. Annette did
 look fertile. Like some kind of Greek Goddess, with wide hips and overflowing breasts, long hair that bespoke entirely of a tradition of hot, animal rutting to breed out heroes and demi-gods. Her body oozed growth and fruitful multiplying.

Perhaps that’s
 what this was all about—with Charlie. Trying to get herself pregnant and pass it off as Archibald’s heir to keep the old man in her pocket. Yes...yes, that seemed like just the sort of thing a bimbo like Annette would do.

Charlie, for his part, seemed to greatly enjoy Annette’s attentions. After she left, he looked out the window to admire her tight ass in her scandalously tiny outfit.

Then, slowly, grinning low, Charlie turned to Nora.

“You still look really hot in those pants, sis.”

Immediately, Nora’s heart thumped fast, up and down from her throat to her stomach.

“Oh.” She gulped. “T-thank you.”

She was all alone. All alone in this tiny room with this big, big man who, at any time could just decide to hold her down and take her and have his way
 with her and oh fuck, fuck
, why was that so incredibly hot to her?

Pinned. That's the word she was looking for. He could wrap her arms around her body and pin them there. And then his hand could slide around her throat, keeping her in place, completely under his control and oh fuck—
her cunt was dripping wet.

He reached forward and took her arm. Something he had done all his life. And yet this time, it felt like a stranger was doing it. Something terrible and dark and forceful
 had happened to Charlie, this young stud who she had grown up with.

It was Annette, thought Nora, allowing herself to be pulled forward. She had corrupted him somehow. Changed him. It was all Annette’s fault.

“And that little shirt.” He played with the edge of her collar, tracing it down to where the first button was actually buttoned—right above the line of her cleavage. “God, your body is so tight. I feel like I could just...” He shivered slightly, sliding one hand down her side.

This was more than just the touch of a brother. That was a lover’s touch.

“Charlie...hey.” She giggled, trying to give him an escape route, that maybe this was all in good fun. “I’m um...tired...so let’s not do this, okay?”

“I want
 to do this.” His hand gripped hard on her hip. “I want it right now.”

He pushed her back on the bed. Nora fell back helplessly. Her legs floated together, locked in place only by the frail notions of her timid, insincere resistance.

“No, Charlie, please, I don’t want this...”

“Yes you do,” he growled, pushing up underneath her skirt. Her cunt dripped wet down onto his fingers. The sex there pulsed with urgent, aching need. “I can smell how you want it. I’ve smelled your lust for so long, now. You want it. You just don’t want
 to want it, do you? You wish you could have some stupid, normal little life where you get away from me and no one ever asks you about why you want to fuck your brother so bad. Don’t you?”

Nora nodded slow. “Y-yes. I’m sorry, Charlie. But...I just can’t. I want it, I want it so bad,
 but i-it’s so wrong...”

But despite her words, she urged her hips forward into his touch. Actions betraying her true wants. His fingers slid further into her folds. Almost all the way into her entrance.

“It’s not wrong. It’s right. Nothing is more right. I want
 you, Nora. I’ve always
 wanted you. And we can both have what we’ve always wanted. How is that wrong? How could that possibly be wrong?”

She didn’t have an answer.

Slowly, her hands came up to his handsome face, her sex pushing up into his fingers...

“I...I j-just...I’m so confused,” she said. Her fingers tugged down at his collar. God, his skin was so hard. “I feel so strongly
 for you, Charlie. But it’s all so very...” she struggled not to say ‘wrong.’ “...so irregular.”

“We don’t have to worry about being regular, Nora. That’s for the fools. Now, kiss me.”

And almost she did—but then Annette opened the door.

Nora gasped, withdrawing from Charlie in shame. But he just smiled, staying on top of her and stretching up slow, like a panther on the prowl. The almost-act would have been no secret at all to Annette. She smiled indulgently, blue eyes glimmering heatedly.

Somehow, her twisted, sick plans included Nora and Charlie getting it on. Nora didn’t understand it, but it drove her wild with sudden, intense rage that the heat that she felt for her brother, the mad love that she wanted so badly to be swept away in, was only nearing possibility because of her taboo-obsessed stepmother.

“There’s a chess convention in town,” said Annette.

“A what?” asked Charlie.

“A worldwide chess expo. The biggest of its kind, ever. And its in Alder City this weekend.”

“And you want to see it?” Charlie shook his head.

Nora rolled her eyes. “She’s explaining why this is our room. And...why we might not get another. Aren’t you?”

Annette nodded. “I’m afraid so. I did find out why this room sucks how it does though. You see, when I was making the reservations, I asked for The King’s Hotel, which is what this is...but I wanted The Kingsland Hotel.”

“God,” said Nora. “You really are just a fucking ditz.”

It was a brutal, mean thing to say. Annette acted like she hadn’t heard it at all. “I suppose we ought to get comfortable how we can. I’d like to walk around town. Show off my lovely new family, yes? What do you say?”

Nora set her jaw and glared at both of them. “I think I need a shower before I do anything else. There's a lot of filth floating around.”

[image: ]



IN THE SHOWER, NORA
 tried her best to feel clean. The constant sensation of the hot water on her skin—and thankfully, there was
 hot water to be had in that horrid place—was almost enough to take her away from the insanity of the last several hours.

Almost, but not enough. Her mind kept polishing over the perfect feel of Charlie’s fingers on her pussy, like a curator perfecting some display piece at a museum. She wanted that sensation to be with her forever. And she wanted, more than that, to have it separated from the stark, sure knowledge that Annette had arranged all of it. That Charlie didn’t really
 feel that way for her.

Stepping out of the shower, she left the water on and opened the door slightly. She told herself she didn’t have a reason for it—but she did. She wanted to spy on the two outside. If she opened the door just right, she could catch their reflection in the mirror posted in the minuscule hallway in front of the bathroom door.

The two were already halfway into a conversation. Annette had Charlie’s hands sliding up and down her slender sides and rubbing over the thick globes of her dress in her tiny skirt and halter top.

“—and then, we can shove Nora out of the picture entirely, hmm? Leave her here in the city alone. Crying. Sad. Who would be a stupid ditz then, huh? God, I’d love to see her face when we break her little heart like that. How fun
—”

Charlie’s voice was hard and immediate. “You cut that shit out.”

Immediately, Annette’s entire demeanor changed. The haughty, vapid arrogance that so defined her suddenly melted away. Left behind was only a pretty girl desperately vying for the attention of the man she loved.

“I...I’m sorry, baby.” She got up on the bed, sliding her arms around his waist. “I really am. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said all that. I like
 Nora. I do. I promise I do. I was a little...a little annoyed
, that's all. I'm sorry, baby. Sir. I'm so, so sorry...”

This was incredible. What happened? Why had Annette changed so completely? Nora knew her as a manipulative bitch, willing to do or say anything to get her way...but now it seemed as though she genuinely needed Charlie’s approval just to keep breathing in the world.

“I can...I can make it up to you,” Annette continued, desperate now to make Charlie happy. “I really can. I promise I can. I take it all back. I’ll...I’ll apologize to Nora? We can work out our differences. We’re adults, after all. It’s only natural that—”

Charlie squeezed her tit, hard. Annette’s speech trailed off, biting her lips to restrain a soulful moan of desire.

“I’ll...I’ll do anything to make you happy, Sir. Please. I promise. Just...j-just please. Let me feel it again?”

Her hands went down to Charlie’s bulge, squeezing it tight. That clearly wasn’t the only kind of feel she wanted.

“Nora’s in the shower.”

Annette kissed him softly around his face. “She doesn’t ever have to know. We can make it quick. Just if I can feel
 you again...”

She took Charlie’s hand and put it on her throat, eyes lighting up. Charlie shifted, straightening his position. Now
 he was very interested. With his other hand, Annette gave herself a slap across the face. The shot reverberated through the small room.

“Maybe you want to teach me another lesson about being your good girl, huh? You made me cum four times in a row
, Charlie. I-I-I...please
, I need that again...”


Hand still on Annette’s throat, he pushed her down onto the bed, pulling up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties.


What a slut
, thought Nora.

But Nora fingered her wet, slippery body as she watched, unable to help herself. Annette was so fucking pretty, and watching Charlie bang her was so intimate and perfect.

In seconds, Charlie’s pants were down around his ass, and he was thrust deep inside of his Mommy. Nora bucked slightly against the door, mewling softly as she witnessed their forbidden coupling. Wishing she was Annette. Wishing she was hot enough to make Charlie so uncontrollably aroused.

Charlie pushed Annette down on the bed so that she was on all fours, her tits hanging down. He pushed his cock inside of her, and instantly Annette screamed in loud, explosive orgasm. It was unmistakeable. Her high-pitched voice became a mixture of giggles and heated moans; she sounded almost insane.

And then they started talking dirty to each other. Nora’s heat level went off the charts.

“You want to fuck Nora too,” Charlie growled to Annette, slapping one hand down on her ass.

“Oh yeah, baby. I want to fuck
 your sister.”

“You want me to fuck her, don’t you?” He gripped her throat, leaning over her tight, hot body. “You want me
 to fuck her.”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes, please...please baby, I want you fuck your little sister sooo bad...”

Nora couldn’t believe her ears. Not only was Charlie in control, but he was absolutely
 in control, no room for questions anymore. And more than that, he was fucking Annette full of dirty, filthy ideas about what he wanted to do to his sister! His fucking so good, so furious, that Annette had no choice but to accept his views as her own. Annette appeared to cum again, her moans choked through thick fingers of pleasure and her voice choked by Charlie's hot, hard hand.

Charlie thrust more furiously inside of Annette. Her thick, hot tits smashed down on the bed, ripples of pleasure sliding out from their hot contact on the sheets. The beautiful tanned curves she gave to him were trapped entirely underneath his thick, densely muscled chest, mashing her tits even more.

“Oh yes, do
 it, Daddy. I deserve it. I need
 it, please! Please...oh my god, I need your cock so—much—!”

God, that was so filthy and hot. Annette calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. And yet somehow, it seemed right. It felt like...it felt like Charlie deserved it somehow, though why exactly Nora could not say.

Nora could call him that, she realized. She could call Charlie anything, and “Daddy” was one of them.

She tried it out. “Daddy,” she moaned softly, her clit instantly thrumming with newfound pleasure.

The petite young beauty felt herself getting closer and closer to cumming—and then she noticed for the first time that the two were fucking on top of her bag.

Her bag, with her mother’s locket inside.

“Hey! No!”

Nora ran out from the bathroom, hands waving. Her gloriously naked, beautiful virgin body barely covered by her slender arms.

“You are not
 allowed to do that!”

“What?” Annette giggled happily, and then moaned with sudden empty, vacuous need as Charlie left her body.

The hulking youth turned to Nora, his cock hard and dripping with Annette’s juices.

“If you’re not going to fuck me, then she
 is,” he said, voice hard.

“I don’t care
 who you fuck,” Nora lied. “But you will not
 do it on my things.”

She pulled her bag out from under them. Deep inside the third pocket from the top, wrapped in a sock...she let out a breath. Good. Her locket was safe. Good. She took it and slipped it around her neck, not caring that they saw her do it, or that they saw her naked. The sick bastards would probably wind up seeing it anyway, and making it all...all twisted
 and wrong
 like they were doing to everything else.

But not her locket.

“Nora, don’t be like that,” Annette slid her hands around Charlie’s erect cock, jacking it slowly. “You can join us...anytime.” Still stroking her son, the seductive blond beauty slid backward on the bed, her hands slipping up toward her pussy. “You can have everything you’ve ever
 wanted here with us, darling girl...your Mommy and your newer, better Daddy, your Big Bro hunk...”

Thoughts of insanity filled her mind. Taking everything she had ever wanted or needed from these two. In moments of blinding, furious passion, filling up her every last whim and desire with the sensations of their flesh upon her flesh, their lips upon her lips, their fingers up and down her sumptuous young curves. Her hands stroking muscles and tits alike, her face buried in a hot cunt or impaled on a perfectly erect shaft.

But all of that, every last bit of it, was far too real to ever accept.

Nora dressed hurriedly, and once clothed, fled the scene.
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NOT KNOWING WHERE ELSE
 to go, Nora simply walked next door to the bar and bakery. She sat down at a booth in the corner and ordered a pastry and a coffee, and tried to think. So wrapped up in her own thoughts was she that the way her gorgeous body delighted the evening patrons of the establishment was lost on her. Her skin was still flushed and a little wet from the scene in the hotel. Her tight leather pants clung to her hot legs, and her sweater, barely buttoned up, showed off the long line of sumptuous cleavage she possessed without her bra. In her rush, she forgot to put on any underwear. Luckily her tits were buoyant enough, and the sweater tight enough, to make it not that uncomfortable. But at the same time, it certainly created a lot of attention at her expense.

Not that Nora noticed. Her mind raced with uncertainty at the taboo actions of her family members.

What was happening with those two?

Just the fact of them fucking was kinky enough. But Annette had gone above and beyond. Calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. How was that manipulating Charlie? How had that factored into making him crazy enough that he’d do whatever she wanted?

And certainly, if Annette was
 manipulating Charlie, and Nora was still desperately trying to be certain she was, what was the aim of it now? They were fucking wholeheartedly. Like a cheat cardshark who had emptied his sleeves of aces, Annette was out of hands to play, wasn’t she? She couldn’t tell Nora’s stepfather what was happening without indemnifying herself as well. Did she think somehow that she would be solidifying her position once old Archibald died?

But no. That didn’t make sense—the idea of Annette trying to solidify her own position after Archibald passed. She was firmly situated in the will. Arch had sat them down and had a talk about it, so there would be no misunderstandings. They would all be well compensated when he left the earth. More than Nora might ever knew what to do with—though she would get far less than Charlie and Annette.

If Annette was trying to get pregnant—and god, why wouldn’t
 Charlie get Annette pregnant, she was so clearly fertile and he
 was so clearly virile, the two of them the perfect breeding couple if there ever was one—but if she was
 trying to get pregnant, why carry on with all that strange incestuous dirty talk?

So no, it had to be just fun on Annette’s part. But then...why did it seem like she had stopped setting the terms? The submissive look in her eyes when she looked at Charlie. The way she doted on him, showered affection on him, waited for him to order her around, wanting to be slapped and choked by him...

It had to be some kind of strange long con. Something Annette knew about intimately that Nora did not. That was the only explanation.

As she was lost in thought, her pastry and coffee had arrived. She hadn’t even seen the waiter put it down. It was almost like they had appeared from nothing. She was so surprised, looking at the sudden presence of the food and beverage, that she did not notice Annette enter the establishment until she sat down in front of her.

The beautiful young blonde was dressed hot
, now, ready for a night on the town. The eyes that had previously been fixated on Nora’s braless sweaterbound tits were now firmly situated on Annette’s incredible curves. Her dress was red and tight and just barely went past her ass, so that when she sat down, the lip of her cheeks was clearly visible resting on the leather seat. Her tits were shamelessly shown off with a wide scooping neckline, a sparkling golden pendant resting in the deep valley of her enormous breasts. Tiny jewels sparkled on her tall heels, catching the eye.

“I think you and I ought to talk,” she said. Her hand reached forward to touch Nora’s, but Nora drew away and crossed her arms.

“I don’t want to talk to you at all. I want you out of my life.”

“Come now, darling. Your life will be very long. Are you sure there’s no place for me in it at all?”

Annette’s phone buzzed. She looked down and smiled, raising one perfect eyebrow.

“Oh my. Charlie’s so forceful. He just hates the thought of some other man looking at me while I’m out and he’s not around. Do you know what he said just now?”

“I couldn’t even begin to say.”

“He said that if I saw anyone looking at me, to tell Charlie, so that if we came across that man again he could beat the hell out of him.” Annette sighed happily, crushing her phone against her substantial chest. “Isn’t it just lovely
 to have a man like that in your life? He’s so protective.”

“You’re making him sound insane.”

That certainly wasn’t the Charlie she knew. What had Annette done
 to him?

“Maybe he is, a little.” Annette giggled. “Nothing wrong with that. So long as he’s insane about me. I’ll just stay out of his way and cheer him on. You can’t tell me that you wouldn’t enjoy watching him beat the shit out of someone, just for you. Not even a little bit?”

Charlie, her perfect knight, covered in blood of battle, having destroyed his enemies just to take his princess bride in the most perfect of possible ways, to fill her with his incredible seed, make her pregnant and hold her up as a trophy over the battered remains of the army he defeated single-handedly...

Nora shook the thought away. No. No, that was wrong. This was all wrong.

“You’re...why are you doing this to him? He’s done nothing to you.”

Annette just laughed at her. For nearly a minute. Finally, the waiter came by, and asked what they wanted, and Annette struggled to maintain her composure long enough to place an order. He was a short man, the waiter, with a small paunch and a bowl haircut.

“I think we would like...gosh.” Annette clicked her tongue aimlessly, looking over the menu. “What’s your most expensive tequila?”

“That would be the Pangito Limited, ma’am.” The waiter shifted. “Our bar isn’t that great, I’m sorry. But that’s what we have.”

“No, that will do well enough. I’d like...” she eyed Nora up and down, “...eight? Shots. Shall we say? Yes. Eight.”

“I’m afraid I have to ask for some ID, if she’s going to be drinking.” He looked at Nora. “If you are, I mean. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. I won’t be drinking.”

“Oh, yes
 you will.” Annette tossed her hair back. Suddenly, the simpering bimbo that was eager to do anything Charlie said was gone. Returned, now, was the authoritarian bitch who had somehow connived Archibald Stendler into believing that his best move would be to marry a young, hot model wife who cared close to nothing about him.

“Really, ma’am, I’m sorry, but if she’s drinking, I have to see IDs. I can’t serve you otherwise.”

“Of course you can. You walk on your legs back behind the bar. You grab eight shot glasses—you can count to eight, yes?” she held up eight fingers, thumbs down. “And then you fill them up with that horrid tequila you have. Then, you walk back here. You put them on the table, we drink them and pay you for the privilege. It’s all very straightforward. I don’t like this talk of ‘can’t’s.”

“It’s...you know what I mean, ma’am.” The waiter’s pale face was pained now. His eyes kept shifting down to Annette’s cleavage. His hard-on was growing quickly. “I just...there’s laws.”

“Laws.” Annette rolled her eyes. As if never there had been anything intrinsic in the law to ever give her pause. And why would there be, when every part of the law seemed ready to split for the wealthy and the beautiful? Like wet soil moving before a spade. “I’m the legal parent and guardian of this lovely young lady,” said Annette, “and I’m paying for her drinks. Now, line them up.”

As she spoke, she slid over the booth next to Nora, pushing her body into her daughter’s. Nora felt pinned, trapped, even though she wasn’t really.

It was just that Annette felt so incredibly good against her. It was unfair. She was too pretty to resist properly.

“Ma’am, you can’t be serious.”

“We can talk all day about how serious I am. You can make me go back to my hotel, grab my papers, and then go out to another bar where they’ll be nicer to me. But then, you won’t get to stare at me all night from the bar like I know you already want to. Or my daughter there. Isn’t she hot? And you won’t watch us get drunk. And you won’t wonder...what might happen if I give them a few free drinks? What might happen if...they get a little sloshy? Will Mommy and Daughter start to make out, in their drunk lusty frenzy? Will they offer to suck some waiter’s cock in their wasted gratitude? Anything at all could happen, couldn’t it?”

Annette leaned forward, her cleavage showing. Slowly, she took a fifty dollar bill and pushed it into her cleavage.

“Or,” she smiled brilliantly, “you can take this token of my appreciation. And maybe some more later on in the night if you want. And we just see where the night takes us. What do you think of that?”

The barkeep now trembled with lust. His fingers slid into Annette’s cleavage and he grabbed the money. Annette’s fingers wrapped tight around Nora’s thigh, lust in control.

“Good boy.”

The waiter walked to the bar and returned shortly with their drinks. Annette lined up six in front of Nora, taking two for herself.

“I don’t require so much. And you really need to loosen up.”

“Where is Charlie?” asked Nora. “Why isn’t he here? What have you done with him?”

Annette began to laugh again, sipping slightly at her shot glass. “It’s more like what has he done to me
. Fuck, I can’t remember ever
 feeling the way about anyone or anything
 the way I feel about him. You were talking about insanity? He’s driven me insane with his cock, I’m pretty sure. And I don’t care in the slightest. You won’t either. Have a drink, there.”

“I don’t want a drink. I want to know what your game is. Why are you doing this to us? Why are you...” her voice became a heated whisper. “...Why are you
 fucking my brother?”

Realization dawned on Douzten’s beautiful face, as if she thought herself stupid for the longest time.

“Is that
 what you’re getting your panties all twisted up about? Oh, darling.” She reached across the table and slid her fingers over Nora’s hand. “He’ll fuck you too. You don’t have to worry about that in the slightest. He wants to fuck you. Horribly. It was all I could do to make him not scream your name when he’s filling me up. And god, does he ever fill me up.” She giggled. “I think I’ll be pregnant before this trip is done. You can be too, if you like.”

The thought was so fiercely arousing, and delivered by such a beautiful vision of a woman, that Nora’s vision went sideways for a moment. Filled by Charlie. Like that. Filled until she was pregnant. Her body could barely stand having that many perfect words inside of her mind. She couldn’t imagine what it might be like to have that much cum in her—her brother’s cum. His hot, alpha, stud seed pouring into her body, loading her up with a special taboo baby made just by him and her.

“Oh yes, he’s far, far
 too much of a real man to not take you one way or the other. I thought I could manipulate him, it’s true. I thought I could wrap him around my finger. Have a little fun, like back when I was modeling. Keep it secret, something to keep my busy. God, I got into this life with your stepfather to make everything easy, but I didn’t realize how boring
 easy was. So...” her eyes glinted sharply. “I went after Charlie. But he...mmm. God, he...”

She drifted off. Nora took a long sip of the tequila, draining a shot glass. Hot now. Interested.

“He what?”

“He made me cum. Harder, faster, more times than I can count. And we’ve only fucked twice now. He...he...” A tear began to slide down Annette’s face. She finished her liquor shot. “I need
 him, Nora. And he needs you. So I need you to fuck him so I can have him happy.”

“But I...I thought...you were...”

“Only in it for the money? Trying to take advantage of you two?” She shrugged. “That’s how it started. But god, once I got a proper dose of Charlie’s cock, I learned how properly wrong all of that was.”

“You...you what?”

“What I can I say?” Annette giggled. “I tried
 that. I really did. But Charlie fucked all those thoughts out of my head. I think this is what I really wanted all along. To just be fucking owned
 by a man like him. An alpha male. I don’t care about taking advantage anymore. Besides taking advantage of you, I mean...or anyone else he wants me to.”

Annette’s hand rose up her thigh again, squeezing even tighter now. She crushed her beautiful body against Nora, sighing softly. Nora took another long drink of tequila. She was getting drunk, now. Letting this happen.

“You see, he works so, so
 hard to hide his impulses. Threw himself into charity. Tossed away that promising athletic career to devote himself to school activities. Didn’t you ever wonder why?”

Nora took another long drink and finished another shot glass. Only three shots left now. Her thoughts were fuzzy, her body warm. Annette felt so nice. Her voice was so soft.

“He said it was because...because he liked to...liked to help...people?”

“Don’t be stupid. Nobody likes to help people that
 much. He could have been at a university by now, training in their best camps. Instead he’s here. With you.”

Slowly, it began to dawn on Nora.

“He...he’s doing it all for me?”

“Well, he knew you weren’t that impressed with sports. And that you really seemed to like charity work. So that helped. But he was also afraid of what he would do on the field. If he gave in to that hot, masculine edge he had...that thoroughly combat-driven urge to conquer and destroy. Once he gave into it, even just once, he was certain he’d give in all the way...and then he would conquer you.”

“And now...now he has given in. Now he’s...he’s...you made him.”

“Well,” Annette bit her lip. “It’s more like he made me, at this point. I’m fucking crazy about him. I can’t explain it. His cock is my everything. I think I’m in love
 with him, isn’t that crazy? I've never been in love with anyone. Not your stepfather, God knows. But Charlie? Ugh.” She squeezed Nora's thigh hard. Their tits touching over the table. “I fucking worship him. He might be God, for all I know. Or care. All I really know is he wants to fuck you, and that means I’ve got to help him fuck you. By any means necessary.”

Nora gulped and took another shot. Two left, now.

The thought of Charlie having such absolute control over Annette simply because of the way that he fucked her was mind-meltingly hot. In truth, she had only told Charlie that she didn’t like sports as a way to avoid watching him crush his opponents at his games. If she saw him do that, then she didn’t think she would be able to contain herself for very long. If she had to see him covered in a manly sheen of sweat, the blood of the opposing players on his hands or face, his muscles burning with the exertion to exhibit his massive dominance on the field...

For fuck’s sake, she was only a woman. How was she supposed to resist that kind of temptation?

So she said she didn’t want it. And then he ended up being perfect anyway. Her cunt was on fire with these revelations from Annette. It took everything she had not to whimper and curl up into a ball on Annette’s lap, to have her Mommy (and oh fuck
 wasn’t it hot thinking about her like that) stroke her hair and tell her it would be all right, that Big Bro would take care of her, that her Big Bro Daddy Charlie was going to fuck her mind right.

Instead, she got up. Her stance wavered. God, she was really drunk already. That tequila went straight to her head.

“I...I have to go.”

“Where are you going to run, little one? We know where you’re staying. We have all your money.”

“Don’t be silly, love. I know what you want.”

“Shut up. You don’t know anything. You’re...you’re a third-class gold-digging bimbo who couldn’t think her way out of a burning paper bag.”

Nora walked unsteadily out of the bar. But Annette was right behind her.

The blonde’s soft hands came up on Nora’s back and then around her neck. At first, Nora thought the gesture was to calm her...but then Annette had her locket in her hands, unbound from Nora’s neck.

“Wha—hey!” She lunged at Annette, but the drink had slowed her reflexes. Annette was too fast for her.

“This was from your old Mommy, wasn’t it? Charlie told me.” She held it up, sniffing. “It’s not that nice, you know. She probably got it at some junk shop, thinking it would be ‘classic.’ As if.”

Regret and sadness filled Nora. She had thought the same thing herself many times, but tried to quell the thought. “Why...why are you saying that?”

“Because, darling,” Annette drew Nora in, sliding the locket over their shared cleavage. “You’ve got a new Mommy now. A better one.”

Nora whimpered. She couldn’t touch the locket without touching Annette’s hot, perfect tits. And so she did...and her touch lingered, loving the feel of the fertile hot blonde on her fingertips.

Annette walked Nora to the nearby gutter, guiding her hand out with the locket held loosely therein.

“Let it go, sweetling.”

“I...I can’t. It’s all I have of her.”

“And what has she ever done
 for you, except make you sad? Give it up. Let it go.”

Annette held Nora tight to her fertile young body. Their female forms so alluring under the lamp light of the street. Annette's fingers pressed hard against Nora's clit now. Fingernails sliding into her juicy pink folds.

“B-but I...I...my mother...”

“Shh, darling. Mommy’s here
. Mommy is right
 here. Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of you. I’ll make sure you feel good all
 the time. Won’t that be nice?”

Nora’s breath caught. It would be...be so wrong, so naughty, but so good,
 too, to have a Mommy who was there with her. Who was young and pretty and encouraging and

“Mommy could bathe you later. Once we get a nicer hotel. Would you like that? Swathing you together in a warm towel after we’re done. Holding you tight in my lap. And we could bring in Charlie to lick away happily at your pussy. Wouldn’t that be just terrific?”

“You’re just...j-just saying this because Charlie wants you to.”

“So what? We should do what he wants. He’s a hunk.”

“I know he’s your big bro...but he’s been more like a Daddy to you than anyone else, hasn’t he? Don’t you want to help me make your real Daddy happy?”


Daddy
.

The word that set her world on fire. Even more than Mommy
 or Big Bro
, Daddy
 did...things to her.

She’d never had a real, loving Daddy. Archibald was always so distant and cold. Charlie was the closest thing she had to one. If...if he
 wanted her to call her that, then she would. Unreservedly. Her pussy felt soaked with the thought, juices dripping all through Annette's fingers.

“I think that you want Charlie to be all those things for you. I think you want him to be your big bro. I think you want him to be your lover. I think you want him to be your boyfriend. And I think you want him to be your Daddy
. I think you want Charlie to be that all-male for you, everything that has a cock and everyone who can fuck you beyond belief.”

Nora was sopping wet now. The smell was thick and hot. Her thighs slid together, trying to hide the hot liquid heat of her lust from escaping into Annette’s nose.

“Please...”

“Please, what? Please stop saying all the things that you’ve always wanted? Please stop telling you that it’s perfectly okay to want what you want? Let me let you in on a secret, Nora darling...” she leaned forward, her lips pressing against Nora’s gentle earlobe. “...everything you want from Charlie, I want too. And so does he.”

Nora moaned, hips bucking slightly. Wanting so badly to meet Annette’s fingers. They were right there, not far at all. She needed to feel them so badly.

“I tell you what, sweetheart. Let me lick you, okay? Let me lick that soft, hot little virgin pussy of yours. And if you’re not turned on enough by the time Charlie comes back with drinks for us, then I’ll drop the whole thing. I’ll buy you a taxi and a plane ticket tonight
, and you’ll be able to go back to your normal, boring little existence.”

“And if...if I am that turned on?”

Annette giggled. “Then he’ll fuck you stupid. And me. Both of us. Because he’s that big of a stud.”
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WHEN THEY RETURNED
 to the room, Charlie was nowhere to be found. Annette didn’t seem to notice or care. She tossed the drunken Nora down on the bed and immediately ripped down the young beauty's tight leather pants. In seconds, Nora had her bare legs wrapped around Annette's beautiful head, pulling her in to her pussy.

Annette's tongue was perfect. Taking its time, licking Nora slow. Nora's juices were already everywhere by the time they had gotten into the room. Now they slicked up against Annette's lovely face, her virginal arousal evident. Annette licked up and down her clit, sliding the gentle press of her tongue muscles right where Nora needed it most. Keeping her directly at the edge of orgasm. It was so brilliant. Her body wracked with need.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god, Annette, please...please keep going...”

As if Annette had any intention of stopping. Her experienced, sexy tongue continued to work on Nora, raising her arousal still.

Nora felt only seconds away from cumming finally to her new Mommy's touch. She abandoned herself to the idea. She wanted it. And just as she was so, so close, just as it was a mere few seconds away from sliding into the unstoppable torrent of orgasm, Charlie showed up.

In the midst of her pleasure, Nora had no idea where he might have been. Outside. In the bathroom, maybe. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was there now.

There, and naked. His massive muscular form was godlike. Every part of him chiseled and ripped with strength. His abs a veritable eight-pack, like a ladder of lust down to his mammoth cock. His biceps pulsing with strength. Shoulders so broad, his thighs so dense.

Annette removed herself from Nora's pussy, her cheeks glistening wet with Nora's juices. Somehow, just looking at Charlie's hulking form was almost as good as getting licked by Annette. He was so perfect—and Nora knew she was going to finally have him inside of her.

Smiling, Annette moved up to Charlie, pulling him on the bed.

“Get him hard, Nora. Here, I’ll show you how.”

Taking Charlie’s cock in her hands, Annette slid her luscious mouth around the big meat, moaning blissfully as she took it in her body.

“Gosh,” said Nora. “She’s just...just sucking you.”

“Mmmhmm
,” moaned Annette. Slowly, she slid off. “Now, you try.”

Nora approached the cock somewhat uneasily.

“Go on, sis,” said Charlie. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

He took her by the back of the head and began to guide her in. Inch by inch, Nora approached the cock with her tongue out. The first taste she got was that of Annette’s saliva—it tasted like the bittersweet tequila she had at the bar mixed with Nora's own hot pussy juices. It was...tangy. Sweet. Yummy, even. Curious, Nora tried more, trying to lick it up. Her mouth moved up and down the long shaft, wanting to taste more and more of her Mommy’s taste. Softly, she began to moan with each new taste. After a minute of licking and kissing like this, she noticed that Charlie had become hard.

The cock stood before her totally erect. Totally proud. Long and thick, glorious throbbing veins on its side. It was so beautiful. Had she been licking that
? How lucky was she?

Had she been scared of that
?

How stupid could she have been? How could anything so incredibly masculine and perfect be bad?

“Now, take him into your mouth.”

Slowly, Nora obeyed Annette’s order. But she wasn’t slow because of hesitation anymore. No, she was slow because she wanted to luxuriate in this feeling. She wanted to be taken completely over by the sensation of feeling her big brother alpha male’s cock sliding slowly through her thick, warm lips for the first time. Her virgin mouth and his experienced, forbidden cock meeting. Her cunt pulsed with hot pleasure, practically singing at the perfection of this entrance.

On the back of her head now, Annette’s hand guided her back and forth. Charlie’s hands were up behind his head, flexing as he pumped slowly into his sister’s mouth. He filled her mouth and then her throat, pushing in deep. Nora gagged slightly, but Annette calmed her body, gently massaging and relaxing her throat. Each new inch a struggle, but a pleasurable one.

Once far enough, Annette moved Nora backward, letting Charlie's cock gently slide outward, until just the tip was inside. Wrapped tight by Nora's hot lips. And then, Annette pushed Nora back in, guiding her daughter's head on Charlie's hot, taboo dick. They continued like this for several minutes, Nora getting her first real taste of what it was to be a proper good little girl for her big brother.

But eventually, Annette pulled Nora off Charlie’s cock.

“B-but...” Nora’s face was pure, hot, aroused disappointment. “Isn’t he supposed to...you know, cum?”

“He is, baby...but he’ll do that in your cunt. Won’t you, Daddy?”

Charlie leaned down and kissed Annette on the forehead, nodding gently. “That’s right, baby girl. Put her down on the bed for me.”

But Annette’s deviousness wasn’t entirely fucked out of her yet. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.

“She should see someone get fucked up close before she’s finally fucked, shouldn’t she? So she knows how good
 it can be.”

“What do you suggest?”

“I think you should fuck me while she sits on my face, Sir. That way, I can lick her...and you two can kiss...and you can empty inside of me and make her watch.”

Charlie smiled. “That’s a good idea.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Nora knew better than to object. The man had made the decision. She couldn’t interfere now. She felt so weak, so lightheaded. It was so much easier just to go along with everything they said.

Annette guided Nora down onto her beautiful face so that Nora faced down on Annette's body, toward her legs. The thick, blond hair Annette possessed worked almost like a cushion for the virginal beauty. Slowly, Annette began to lick—but it was more intense than it had been before. No longer with the gentle, light thrusts into Nora’s nub. No, now the licks were long and luxuriating, putting hard pressure on Nora’s body again.

She watched, with amazement, as Charlie’s thick, magnificent cock entered their Mommy’s tight cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Nora moaned. She didn’t know if it was from the pleasure of having her clit licked or from the amazement of watching that perfect entrance by Charlie into their mother. She didn’t care. All her pleasure was one now. There was no separating it. What was the difference between the white and yolk of an egg after it was cooked? You couldn’t take them apart no matter how you tried, and Nora was cooked now, thoroughly. Her mind scrambled specifically just for her Man.

“Cum in her,” Nora whispered, needing to see it. “Please do it? Please cum in her, Big Bro. Please? Please let me watch you fuck another woman. Get her...g-get her pregnant, please?”

Charlie just grinned. As if he could cum on command. As if he had just been waiting. He furiously increased the pace of his thrusts. Before, he had been fast but steady. Now, he became close to brutal, his fingers digging in tight on Annette's tits, on Nora's hips.

“Fuck your cunt,” he grunted. “Fucking...own
 your little body...”

Nora nodded, eyes wide. “Yes, you do! You own her, Sir. You own
 her.”

Finally, Charlie came inside Annette. Nora leaned in and kissed him hotly as he did, pulling him tight. God, she wanted him. Annette's tonguing efforts became completely unrestrained, hot moans exiting her mouth. Nora felt herself cumming at the same time, finally kissing her brother, Annette's tongue wild and hot on her clit. Her body thrummed with pleasure.

Charlie pulled out of Annette, still cumming all over the place. Spraying onto the sheets, onto Annette's body, the warmth globbing even onto Nora's form. Charlie took her by the shoulders and pushed her down, wasting no time. Staying hard. His cock finished cumming, but it stayed hard
. God, how was that possible?

His cock felt huge, throbbing against her entrance. And then, with no warning, he was inside of Nora. Charlie finally, finally entered his sister.

The same time that he thrust his hugeness inside of her body, he tugged back hard on Nora's thick hair, pushing his length almost all the way inside of her virgin form. Her virginal resistance was like nothing to him, just like every other kind of resistance he encountered would be piledriven through.

“Oh fuck, Big Bro!” Nora moaned. “Oh god, oh god! You're so fucking big!”

Annette nodded wildly, wiping her sweaty, hot form into her man's. She had recovered, at least bodily, and was actively encouraging Charlie to fuck his sister harder. Cooing in his ear, pushing up against him as he fucked deeper and deeper.

“God,” grunted Charlie. “Even...tighter...than Annette.”

He fucked her harder and harder, unable to restrain himself.

Nora reveled in this hot feeling of perfect release. Never before in her life had anything felt so very right. She had been terrified, even in the moments leading right up to this, that she would feel violated somehow. That it would feel wrong. But it didn’t. It felt terrific.

“Oh god, yeah!” Nora cried. “Please...please give me your load, Sir.”

“You want it? You want my fucking cum in your belly?”

“Yes, big bro! Oh god, yes!”

“You want me to put a baby in your belly? Is that what you really want?”


Oh god
. The thought drove her suddenly wild. Her pussy began clenching harder than ever before, the soft glove taking a firm hold of her love’s incredible cock.

“Yes, oh my god, yes! Give me your baby! I want you to fuck me pregnant, oh my god yes!”

“Do it,” Annette urged him, pushing on his back. “Fuck her pregnant, like she said. Fuck her as pregnant as you got me
, baby.”

He wrapped his hand around her throat hard.

“Call me Daddy. You know it’s true. Tell me who I am.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Nora moaned. “Fuck me, please! I need it! I need your daddycock! I need your fucking daddyload filling me, oh my god please
 Daddy!”

The first thing Nora felt was warmth. Heat. It was perfect, so incredibly perfect, so much more than she ever could have dreamed. It felt almost intangible, like she was being flooded with someone else’s emotion, spraying up and down in her tight, tiny virgin canal. And then she felt all the hot stickiness of it, the stubborn gobs sliding up and down inside of her body. It was so right. Her body came instantly, and for a moment she felt her mind removed from the sensation because it was so intense. And then finally her brain caught up with the pleasure, and her mind blinked on and off, on and off, as pulse after pulse of intense waving pleasure struck through her body.

Charlie held her tight, their hips spasming together, bodies writhing in perfect unison that only kin could ever know.

Her brother’s cum in her. Her Daddy’s cum. Finally. Finally. She felt complete.
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HOURS LATER, AFTER
 they had fucked themselves into a state of exhaustion, after they all came down from the high of their shared lust, Charlie lay back in the hotel bed with Annette and Nora snuggled up against him.

The bed beneath them felt broken in half. They were definitely going to have to get a new hotel room. They could go to a new city. It wasn't like this one mattered, really. All that mattered was the three of them being together.

Charlie sighed, stroking the hair of his ladies. “I want to see you both with swollen bellies. Lactating together. Sliding your preggo bodies all over my cock. You got that?”

He sounded like he was just musing. Fantasizing. But of course, Annette took it seriously.

“Did you hear that, Nora?” Annette leaned in and grinned, kissing the dark-haired beauty briefly. “We’re going to raise our babies together. It’ll be so hot. We’ll be pregnant together, and your new Daddy will make sure
 to take care of us right.”

Nora kissed her back, finally. Sweet and hot. Giving and taking. “Thank you, Mommy. For making me understand what my big bro, what my Daddy...what he needed.”

Annette smiled, stroking her head. “Of course, darling. Mommy loves you.”

“I love you
, Mommy.”

Then they snuggled back into Charlie’s massive form, their hands cradling around his cock. Hoping that maybe, just maybe, they could coax him to another hot ride.
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Helping Out Holly
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HEAD POSITIVELY BRIMMING
 with confidence, Holly arrived at work ready to take on the world.

She had taken the morning off to get her hair done, and now her blond locks bounced jovially around her head in what she hoped was a rather sexy take on a Veronica-Lake-esque style, with a golden layer sliding fashionably right over her one eye.

She wore her purple top—the one with the ruffles that flattered her substantial chest, and didn't cling too close to her sides. More than most any other outfit, with this one, she felt actually attractive. She wished other tops could give her as much freedom to move in whatever direction she wanted without worrying what was popping out or what expanse of flesh was pressing too much into the cloth.

Her curvy nature made her constantly self-conscious, making her hate to wear tight jeans or t-shirts without jackets or sweaters on top of them. In an effort to feel better about herself, for the last few days, she had been dieting on nothing but salad and green tea. This was more for her own confidence than anything else—to be able to assure herself when the plan all went sour (if
 it all went sour, her simple threads of positivity desperately tried to remind her) that she had done everything she could have.

She always had been blessed with a lovely face—full lips and bright blue eyes that she hoped were her strongest attribute, at least physically. But her body always left her with something to be desired—more from herself, she hoped, than anyone else. Even so, it had been more than a year since she had gotten any action. That was a figure that grew more gloomy with every passing day—as if every time she slept alone was another check on a logbook of why she deserved to be lonely.

But no more! The resolution held strong as she stepped into the elevator of the building where she worked at, at least for the next few days. No more—she was attractive, she was hot, and she was going to land a man, by god.

Holly in fact felt a bit at-odds with herself when she judged herself so physically—she was a smart, versatile woman with an M.B.A. and ten years of experience in the finance sector. She knew how to make crème brûlée and understood the importance of voting regularly. Her hobbies fulfilled her (especially knitting, she loved to make scarves for her friends), and ran a halfway home for dogs out of her small home on the edge of the suburbs.

And still, today, she was obsessed with her looks and so often felt rather like a huge betrayal to her hard-fought values of independence and equality.

But she was
 lonely. Her dogs at home were fantastic little chaps, but they passed through her life quickly. Because she was good at training them, they only lasted with her for about ninety days before making their way to a happy new home.

And so today she was focused on her appearance; today was the day she was going to ask Rick out.

Holly’s job with her accounting firm had her taking up temporary residences in offices all across the big city as she performed audits both informal and formal. The latest company was Card Industries, owned by some eccentric billionaire who Holly had never seen nor met. Her time with them was coming to an end, however—only a few days left—and so the moment of truth was now. She had
 to ask Rick out.

For over a month now, she had been considering it. Their flirtations around the water cooler and coffee machine had been light, almost formal, but she was convinced he really wanted to go out with her. Over and over again, she had tried dropping hints to him about how she wanted him to ask her out, but to no avail.

He was shy, that was all.

Certainly, his shyness took a strange course, with the flashy red sports car that he drove, or those tiny-waisted big-breasted women that she saw him about town on when she grabbed drinks on Friday nights at the local pub or brewery.

Not that she was following
 him of course! But she couldn’t help it if there were only a handful of good, classy places in town to grab a decent beer, and she wasn't to blame if she and he both knew it.

So, she strolled up into the tenth floor of Card Tower, head held high. Her tight skirt swished as she walked, her modest heels clicking on the tile floor.

Her plan, initially, was to ask him right when she arrived at work. She saw him already at his desk, his handsome face scrunched in concentration at his cubicle. Pictures of his extended family were pinned to the gray wall of his area, and a dapper blazer hung in the corner.

She took a breath, stepping up toward him—and then promptly walked right past.

Upon further examination, her initial plan to ask him out right away had all sorts of problems with it.

What if he said no? Then she would be a mess all day and wouldn’t get any
 of her work done. Plus, he’d probably tell someone, or someone would hear, and then she would have to be in her office all day long thinking about who was talking about her.

She stepped into her office, setting down her bag and clearing her scarf over her head.

At the end of the day, then? No, no, couldn’t do that. Sometimes—she had noted, in her crush-survellience—Rick left early. There didn’t seem to be any rhyme nor reason to that schedule, but she knew that if she bet on him being there past three, it was a hard bet to cash in on.

Sliding down into her chair at her desk, she started to fiddle with a group of pens.

Well, the shyest and most awkward part of her considered, perhaps that was an excellent way to get out of this whole ordeal? Only ask him out if he’s leaving when you do. You can catch him in the hallway and just pull him aside for a moment, like you almost did three weeks ago when he was wearing that cute brown jacket and his jaw had looked so square and his face so handsome...

The pens in her hand squeezed under the stressing strain of her grip.

No, no! She had planned for too long to cop out like that. The morning was bad, that much was clear—and the end of the day was as well. That left the middle.

After lunch, perhaps? Or before it? The general concept of around
 lunch?

Yes, okay. Yes. That was a good excuse to sit and talk with him anyway. “Can I grab you a coffee? A scone? Some sugar packets?” And so on et cetera ad nauseum and other Latin terms she hoped were correct.

Good! A plan. A doable plan.

She spent the morning filing and crunching numbers. At this late stage of the operation, her job had mostly turned into tidying, and transforming the large mashing of numbers that she had accomplished over the previous thirty days into something easy to digest for her higher-ups. There were no real revelations left to find—unless she had made some enormous error in her pen-ultimate accounting more than a week ago.

Thus occupied, noon swung around quicker than she could have hoped.

Lunch time! It was signaled without announcement, everyone getting up from their desks almost in unison—some to the break room, others to the cafeteria down on the seventh floor.

Feeling rather crafty, she picked up a folder of materials for Rick—reports of his accounts on the audit. So, at the very least, if she chickened out at the very last possible second, she would have a reason to still be there and not look like a complete fool.

Downstairs, at the edge of the cafeteria, she saw Rick talking with a small group of his friends. For the life of her, she couldn't stop feeling like she was in high school.

“Hey,” she said to him, smiling brightly. “Could I talk with you for a second?”

“Sure.”

He walked with her to a corner of the hallway outside the cafeteria. Holly’s heart pounded hard and fast. The high school analogy continued in her head, and she felt like some unpopular band girl trying to ask out some jock.

With his easy, charming smile, gelled hair, broad shoulders, and long legs, he looked
 like a jock. A jock that she wanted to sink down to her knees in front of and suck the cock of like there was no tomorrow (or yesterday, or today).

“Is this about that Manchester report? “ he asked. “Because I really was never sure about those numbers...”

“No, no. Nothing like that.” She took a breath. “No, I was wondering if like, you had any plans tonight? There’s this great sushi place I know and I wanted to know if you’d like to grab dinner?”

Several beats passed. Holly's optimism slowly but surely fled out of her system with each one. The whole endeavor was dead from the start—she could tell from the look on his face. All she wanted for it to be now, inexplicably, was for it to be certain so she could go run home and never look at anyone ever again.

“Oh, wow,” his tone said, saying everything. “Listen, that's flattering, and everything, but . . . I mean. I was . . . I have a date already. A um, girlfriend. Right.” He shrugged. “Okay?”

“Oh.” Holly nodded, turning away. “It's just I sort of heard that you didn't. I'm sorry. I wouldn't have asked if I thought you did.”

“Ah.” He shrugged. “That's um . . . yup.”

He shrugged sort of helplessly, smiling, and then turned away.

She watched him walk back to his friends, turning the corner away from her.

Drat. Drat, drat, double drat.

Holly walked away—but then she stopped. She still had his paperwork—may as well give it to him now, avoid any future awkwardness.

At the corner, she heard laughter. Fearing the worst, she stopped and listened in.

“Wow, what a cow.”

It was like a knife twisting in her stomach. A slow, painful death, just for her.

“Right? I wouldn't let her suck you off, let alone me.”

“Gosh. Were you leading her on at all?”

“I guess a little. I wanted her to go easy on my audit, yeah? I mean, I was pretty
 sure of the numbers, but ever since that fiasco last year...”

Holly stepped out of hiding, her face full of pain. “Fuck you!”

She threw the folder of paperwork at Rick's head and stormed off to her office. Paper flew everywhere, harmless. All the guys around Rick looked at her in shock. And Rick—Rick especially, looked...sad?

Holly didn’t care. She hated him.

The one thing that she knew for sure was that she was never going to live this down.
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AN HOUR AFTER THE OFFICE
 closed, there was a tentative knock at her door.

“Go away, please.”

Her voice was congested. She had stopped crying a long time ago, but her sorrow had been replaced with rage as she worked through the long chain of paperwork from her work at the office over the last month. She sat on the small couch in her office, all her paperwork scattered around her.

Like anyone that was suddenly angry after being upset, though, she felt like a fool—her lovely face red, her golden hair mussed, her nose stopped up. Even if she wanted
 to go on a rant, she would sound ridiculous as she did so, voice coagulated with distant, dense parts of her nose and lungs.

The knock came again. “Ma’am? I hate to bother you.”

She recognized the voice, and also the build from the shadow in her door. It was the security guard, Andre. He was a large, friendly man. “I really do. But I’m afraid I have to come and talk with you for just a moment.”

For a few seconds, he turned the knob this way and that.

“The door is locked for a reason,” she said.

“I believe you, ma’am. The problem is, they gave me all the keys to this place, irresponsible suckers that they are. So, it’s whichever way you would like. You can open it or I can use the keys.”

“You can use the keys, then.”

It was a childish thing to insist on, and she knew it. But maybe he was bluffing, or maybe he forgot which key was which and would get tired of guessing before long. Any number of fortuitous things could happen. She was due, after all.

Instead, the key opened on his first try. Just her luck, the security guard knew how to do his job.

He was a large, bulky man, his dark brown hair kept in a severe crew cut. He was older—maybe ten years older than her, his face peppered with distinguished age. He was handsome, she noticed suddenly. The way his long nose straightened out, the friendly line of his lips. He was very handsome.

“I apologize for this,” he spread his hands, standing over where she sat on the couch. “But anytime there’s any kind of an incident and I hear about it, I have to come and talk to the parties involved. Especially if one is staying late at the office. Otherwise there’s liability, you understand.”

Holly shrugged and nodded. “Yes, I understand.”

“Now,” said Andre. “You’re all upset. How come you’re all upset?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Sitting down next to her on the couch, he put a hand around her shoulder. And for a moment, Holly felt safe. Enclosed. He was strong,
 she realized. All that bulk on him was muscle, not fat. His scent was musky, masculine. Protective. He was a strong, strong man.

Stronger than even Rick, maybe.

The thought, oddly, did some very strange things to her body. Her head felt a little light, her stomach fluttery. Just slightly, her legs slid open. Maybe that was a little forward...but it was forward of him just to sit down next to her like that. The two had barely exchanged three sentences before.

Feeling honest, she dished. “Rick turned me down for a date,” she said, feeling again like a high schooler.

Andre made a face. “Well, he’s a fool.”

“It’s not just that,” Holly said, feeling her sobs come up again, buried deep for so many hours now. “He was...he was mean
 about it.”

He was so strong, so assured, and so there
. His hand pressed into her shoulder, pulling her into his warmth. That was the most important part, of course. He was a man and he was there, touching her. It was too much.

She melted into his arms, holding him and sobbing loudly.

“Mean?” Andre asked, looking incredulous. “What do you mean, mean?”

Holly looked at him, tears streaming down even as she tried to blink and push them away. “H-he said he wouldn't even let me suck him off!”

“Ah, sweetie,” said Andre. “That's a load of bull. Any guy would be happy to have you . . . do that. You know. With your mouth.”

She shook her head, pushing herself away.

“Like you would know.”

Raising an eyebrow, he said, “I would.”

She shook her head, pushing against his broad chest, but then he put his hand on one knee, and then on her chin.

“Hey, sweetie . . . I would. I really would.”

Moving in closer, he leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Holly had been kissed on the cheek before in a friendly way, of course, but this was different. Longer. Luxuriating in her skin, feeling her heat. His hand went to waist, slowly, guiding her into his muscled bulk.

“W-what are you doing?” she whispered.

Her heart was beating fast.

“Don't you know, sweetie?”

His hand slid up her waist to the thick curve of her breasts. Open longing shone in his eyes.

“I've wanted you for the longest time.”

“Sh-shut up, Andre.” This day had been too much of a roller coaster for another mean trick or let down. “This is . . . this is...I mean...just stop it.”

Moving away just slightly, hands still on her hips, he looked her straight in the eye.

“I want you, Holly. I want your lips, I want your tits, I want your whole body. I see you in this office every day, just being gorgeous, and I want you to know how I feel. If some asshole has made you feel like shit out there, I want you to know you can come to me and know that I'll take care of you.”

She looked away, shaking her head. “Andre, that's . . . ”

It was hard to say exactly what was on her mind. That was exactly what she wanted. But she couldn't just say that, she couldn't just let him know. What if . . . what if he was joking, too, just like those other guys were joking?

The shame would be too much.

She stood up, escaping his gentle-but-firm grasp, and pointed at the door.

“I think-I think I need to think about this. And I think you should go.”

He stood up and grabbed her shoulders, hard. His thick thumbs pressed into her soft skin, massaging.

“No,” he shook his head. “I'm not going anywhere.”

He kissed her then, deeply, thoroughly. His tongue was so thick and warm in her mouth. Her every movement was controlled by him—his neck pushing forward, making her push back at him. His breaths escaped in soft huffs along her lips, her teeth, her chin, and he squeezed her shoulders inward, making her feel so small and easy to move around. She had never been kissed before, not like that.

One of his big hands slid from her shoulder and instead wrapped around her expansive tits, squeezing them roughly. She moaned. Taking that as clear consent, his other hand sank to her panties underneath her skirt and pressed hard against the folds of her pussy.

It was too much, all at once. She drew away once more.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, her head feeling light. “Andre . . .don't . . .” Holly shuddered, thinking for a moment. “It's just . . . I haven't...it's been a while. And in the past, guys have been...they haven't like my figure. They've been...mean.”

“Come on, sweetheart. I'm not mean. I just want you,” he said. “I want to make you feel as beautiful as you are to me.” He cupped her chin and stared directly in her eyes. But you should know I am going to fuck you, hard. You're no fragile princess like all those other girls in the office. Your body deserves a good, hard fuck from a real man, and I want to give it to you.”

She gulped and nodded, and then he smiled and pushed her down on her knees.

“Now,” he said. “Let's see if you deserve it. Do you think you can get me nice and hard, sweetie? You do it almost every night anyway. I stroke my big cock thinking about your big titties.”

Her heart fluttered with that revelation. Suddenly, she didn't mind at all being on her knees in front of him.

She pressed her fingers on his zipper and pulled it down. Right away, his cock sprang out—it was so big already!

His was the first cock that had been in her face in the longest
 time. There was something basic and primal stirring in her, needing to feel that meat closer to every part of her body. It twitched, like it knew that she was watching, like it was getting bigger just from her looking at it. Longer and thicker it became, right before her eyes.

That was so amazing. Her heart swelled as she gently wrapped her hand around it.

“Like this, baby?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” he nodded. “Stroke it slow.”

Little droplets of fluid flowed out from the tip. She gasped in appreciation.

“Oh, wow . . .” she breathed.

“Yeah,” he said. “You're doing that. That's all you, babe. Slide your thumb around on all of that and move it up and down the head—ohhh yeah, just like that.”

He ran a hair through her thick hair appreciatively.

“Man, Holly, you're really good at this.”

She squirmed happily. Her pussy was getting so moist and warm, just from watching his cock get so hot and hard.

“Can I . . .” she gulped. “Is it all right if I lick it? I'd really like to lick your cock.”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I want you to lick it, sweetie. I want you to suck it. I want your hot mouth on my cock.”

Moaning, she licked the tip, running her tongue around the long cut of the head. It was so . . . warm. So fulfilling and real. She could hardly believe it was happening. Maybe that was why she threw herself so willfully into wrapping her lips around his cock.

“Oh yeah, sweetheart,” he groaned. “Do it for me.”

She hummed out an affirmative, happily sliding her lips up his shaft and then back down. She took him easily, expertly, as if all that time spent dreaming in her bed had prepared her for this exact sort of maneuver. It was so hot, the slurping sounds she could make as she tried to swallow as much of his thickness as possible. She loved the little trembles he would have when she ran her tongue around his shaft as she sucked downward.

Hot currents ran up and down her body. She wanted to adore his cock—wanted to make him feel as good and welcome and safe as he made her feel.

In many ways, his thick, ramming-hard cock in her mouth was like a hot, thick measuring rod of her ability to be attractive. If she could do it for Andre, who clearly could have any type of woman he wanted as far as she was concerned, with how masculine and muscle-bound he was, she could make any man want her.

Her lips sank deeper and deeper down his cock, sucking hard and swallowing eagerly when he pumped precum down all the way into her throat.

All his muscles seemed to tense up suddenly. His orgasm! Oh god, it was going to happen. It was going to happen! Her panties flooded with moisture from her excitement.

“I’m gonna cum, baby,” he moaned.

Perhaps he thought that meant she could slide her mouth off if she wanted. As if! Instead, she sucked him more forcefully, gripping his ass tight.

“Mmmhmm!” she groaned needfully.

Gripping her hair tight, he came, shooting hot loads down her throat. Again and again, he spasmed and bucked, sending white, thick pulses of delicious goo directly into her belly. It filled her mouth, and she let it swirl around her tongue for several seconds before sliding her lips off his hot, big cock with a smile.

He smiled back. After a few seconds of massaging her hair and scalp, he collapsed down on the office floor with her and wrapped an arm around her body.

“Wow, that was so nice,” she cooed after a minute, sliding up around his leg. “Maybe...” she gulped, swallowing more of him...feeling brave and horny. “Maybe tomorrow we can try some other things, when you're all recovered?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“No, sweetie, look.”

Gripping her hair, he led her face down to his crotch where he had been stroking his cock. His hand was so wet with her saliva and his own juices, moving rapidly up and down the long shaft.

“You see that? I'm getting hard again already. Hard because you’re so fun to fuck. Isn't that nice?”

“Oh god, Andre...that’s so
 nice.” She looked up at him with eager, grateful blue eyes. “I want you to fuck me, Andre. I want you to fuck me however you want!”

The buttons on her blouse gave way to his grip, sliding off slightly with little pops. “You have such beautiful big tits, Holly.”

She blushed, her voice becoming quite small. “Thank you.”

“I want to fuck your tits,” he said, his words slow and heavy. “I want to fuck your big, sexy tits until I cum again all over your body. I want you to sleep in my cum, sweetheart”

“Ohhh,” she moaned. “Ohhh, Andre . . . ”

He picked her up and placed her on the couch. His cock slid between the heaving valley of her breasts, fitting in between them easily. Already his cock was well lubricated from the blowjob, and so it was a simple thing for Holly to just push her hot breasts forward onto his cock.

“Fuck my tits, darling! Oh god! You're fucking them so good!”

He guided her hands down to form a bridge across her tit flesh, holding his cock in place.

Grunting, he pumped his big cock inside of the warm valley of her tits again and again. It was so hot in there, so slick. It felt so good knowing that his big, hard meat was already lubricated and ready to fuck this special part of her body only because he had already asked her to suck his cock. Everything about his arousal, about him feeling good, was because of her body.


Her
 body! A dream come true.

Being titfucked didn't require much of her—just ensuring that as he drove his cock forward, she was ready to lick his thick, sexy cockhead when it passed by her face. She did that happily, and also made hot, pleading faces and noises as his fucking picked up in intensity.

“You fucking take it, you fucking beautiful slut,” he grunted. “You take my cock like a good fuckdoll.”

“Yeah,” she moaned hotly. “I'm your fuckdoll, Andre! Fuck me like I'm your little sextoy!”

His ass continued to thrust forward, totally abusing her body. Just like the last time, she could feel his big, sexy muscles tightening up. He was going to cum.

“Give it to me, darling! Cum right in my face! I need it, oh god I need it so bad!”

With a grunt and a smile, he did exactly that. She had heard talk how usually a guy's second orgasm was weaker than his first—it didn't have as much volume. If that was the case, Andre was the exception that proved the rule.

His hot spunk layered over her neck, her chin, and then her cheeks and lips and forehead, coating her completely. It was so deliciously warm and gooey. With her fingers, she scooped it up and slurped it down. Andre smiled as he watched her, biting one lower lip.

“That's good,” he said. “You're a natural.”

“I'm just happy to please.”

When she was all cleaned off, he slid down next to her and wrapped an arm around her curves. She snuggled against Andre’s strong body, holding him tight. Next to him, she felt safe; and it was so nice knowing that at any given time, there would always be someone who thought she was perfect just the way she was.
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MONDAY AFTERNOON, HOLLY
 was humming along, finishing off her work in the office. Today was her last day.

All weekend long, Andre had drilled her beautifully. They planned to go out to nice dinners, but whenever they saw each other, all either of them could think to do was hot, beautiful, perfect sex right away. Afterward they just raided the fridge for leftovers.

She had left her office for about ten minutes, transporting boxes of documents to her car. There was only one box left—all her office supplies. By this time, she had gotten rather good at transporting them.

In front of her office was Andre, a smile on his face.

“I’ve got a surprise for you, gorgeous.”

“Oh yeah?” she smiled, putting a hand on her hip in a mock-sultry manner. “Whatever could it be?”

Obviously, she imagined the surprise had something to do with the wonderful meat in his pants. “Close your eyes, and take my hand, and you’ll find out.”

Obediently, she closed her eyes—she even put her free hand over her eyelids—and took Andre’s hand. The latching sound of the door to her office reverberated through the small, emptied building as he led her inside. This late in the day, there was no one left but them.

“You can open your eyes, now.”

She did, and gasped. The facts of the situation rolled over her slowly.

It was Rick.

It was Rick, naked.

It was Rick, naked, stroking his hard-on while he looked at Holly. His taut, muscled body was tensed up with need.

Andre explained, “He and I had a talk over the weekend. You see, he felt just awful about what he said about you.”

“I did,” said Rick. “I do.”

“And he wanted to apologize.”

Rick nodded, still stroking himself. “I do apologize, Holly. I’m really sorry. I was just trying to keep up appearances. It wasn't fair to you at all.”

“Oh,” said Holly. “I sort of...sort of suspected something like that.” She recalled that sad, sad look on his face. “It's all right. It all turned out.”

Clearly relieved, Rick smiled. Holly could smell him—his hot manly musk, the sweat rolling off his muscles.

“But,” Andre explained, gripping Holly's shoulders and kissing her on the neck, “we both wanted him to make it up to you a little more. And we decided the best way to do that was to show you how much we like a girl with some meat on her bones.”

Rick smiled, stroking his cock slow. “What do you say, Holly? Give me another chance?”

Eyes wide, pussy clenching with need, Holly nodded slowly. “Oh yeah,” she moaned. “I’ll give you another chance right now.”

Andre turned her around and kissed her then, pulling roughly at her blouse. Everything ripped off easily, her expensive blouse, her designer skirt. Soon all her clothes were in tatters on the floor, even her bra and panties. She didn’t care at all.

Then, Rick grabbed her from the other side and kissed her hard, his tongue hard into her mouth. His hands groped and tugged at her big tits, kneading them with strong, dense fingers. Both of them felt so warm and snug against her voluptuous offerings.

“You see,” Andre said into her ear. “Thicker girls...they can be used as rough as we like. And we do like to use ‘em rough. What do you think, sweetheart?”

Rick's hand reached up onto her pussy, squeezing, his fingers dipping into her folds. Andre's hand met Rick's from the other way around, both of them holding on to her middle like a handle.

Holly’s mind was positively melting. “Yes, please!” she gasped, her breasts heaving. “Please
.”

“You want us to use you together?” Rick breathed into her other ear. “Fuck you at the same time, like the hot fucktoy you are?”

She nodded rapidly, hot greedy tongue sliding around her lips, dripping down flecks of eager saliva. “Uh huh!”

Together, they pushed her down onto all fours. Her sexy body faced toward Rick; her rear positioned at Andre. Andre's cock was totally bare. He wasn't wearing protection at all. He let that fact slide over Holly's body as he circled her pussy entrance with his naked meat.

Oh fuck, thought Holly. He could get me pregnant!

She knew she was definitely well within her window...and she hadn't bothered taking birth control for a long time now.

Rick slapped her face with his cock. “You like that, Holly? You like being used like my little fucktoy?”

Oh god, she did, she did! She loved it so fucking much! There was nothing like being used and owned by a man...nothing, except of course, being used by two
 men!

Holding her hair tight, Rick jammed her face full of his cock. From behind, Andre pistoned into her hot pussy, holding her thick behind hard. His fingers kneaded into the ample flesh of her butt, clearly loving how much there was to squeeze and hold with his rough man hands.

Their hands came together at her waist, sliding over each other. They were so glad for the other’s strength—so happy to have another man to share all this woman with.

When Rick pushed, Holly did her best to push back—even as Andre pushed as well. And when Andre thrust forward, she squeezed her cunt walls tight, hoping to provide him with a hot, tight escape into her pussy.

She could feel both of them tightening, tensing, their muscles working together like a machine made to fuck and fill her. Andre spurted suddenly, letting out a hot gushing release of hot cum right into her unprotected cunt. At the same time, Rick moaned, his grip tightening on Holly's face, and shot his sweet, manly load right down her throat.

Holly just couldn't hold back anymore. She came too—sudden and furious, her bliss matching every molecule of cum with ten megatons of pleasure.

Her orgasm shook through her body like she was a palm tree and it a hurricane. Swept away into the winds of this pleasure and absolutely soaked from the men filling her up, nothing was on her mind but rapture. Rick pulled out of her mouth and sprayed her face, marking her as his. Or at least, partly his.

Covered in Rick’s hot jizz, filled with Andre’s amazing spunk, she wrapped her arms around both men and guided them down on the ground, placing their faces into her big breasts. Their foreheads nuzzled together. There they all dozed, each so happy with the other.

And just before dozing off for a few hours, before she took Andre and Rick home with her for even more three way fucking, she thought: what a nice day at the office.
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Lucy Learns Her Lesson
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A LITTLE OVER SIX MONTHS
 ago, I was doing a little shopping at the Big Peaks mall, shamelessly taking advantage of Galen—the store clerk at the designer clothing store who was, completely justifiably, one hundred percent in love with everything about my gorgeous, endlessly sexy eighteen year-old body.

“How does this look on me, do you think?”

Galen gaped at me, trying to form some semblance of a coherent response.

It was a silly question, of course, asking how those skintight knee-high brown leather boots looked on my hot, young teenage legs. It was a silly question, just like asking how my sexy, tiny, tight pleated blue denim skirt looked with the way it molded over my hot ass, or how my pink tank top looked on top of my perky, full eighteen year-old 36DD titties.

They’re silly questions, of course, because I knew the answers—fabulous. Perfect. Wonderful. Stupendous. Amazing. All of the above.

They’re all silly questions, but I asked them anyway. It was fun to make the store clerk stare, straining with his clear erection pressing against his khakis, stuttering out an answer.

“J-j-just wonderful, Lucy. Stupendous. Amazing. Perfect.” He was practically drooling.

You see? I told you.

I posed in front of the mirror, lifting up the thick mass of my dark, effortlessly sexy hair. I blew a kiss, and then wink, my blue eyes sparkling. Tall, busty, and brunette, I could have been a model if I wanted—if it wasn’t so easy for a babe like me not to have a job at all, that is. When guys just give you stuff for being hot, why even try to work? My Uncle Michael especially gave me more stuff and money than anybody—and he practically owned the town.

“Oh, lovely,” I said, stepping away from the mirror. “You’ll put my old pair of shoes in the bag with the rest of my goodies?”

“Of course, Lucy.” He rushed off to do as I said.

Whenever Galen was on duty in the store by himself, I made sure to swing by and give him a visit. He closed down the shop for me, turning away anyone else who wanted to buy something. His love for me, he said often, was perfect and eternal. He’d wait for me for as long as I needed.

As far as I was concerned, that would be forever and ever. He didn’t seem to mind that much when I laughed in his face—several times, over and over—whenever he asked me out or wondered when we would be together. It was sort of tough to build up any respect for such a pushover.

At the front of the store, he handed me my bag, eyes wide and staring down my cleavage. I could tell, already, that he was planning on how to jack off to my image later on—probably right after I left. I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy the thought of a man being so helpless before my beauty.

“Thanks so much, sweetie,” I purred. “You’ve really been a big help.”

“Yeah, um, Lucy? So, I know like, it goes on the tab? But my manager, he’s been a-asking these questions, and like—”

“Oh, sweetie.” I waved a hand, taking the bag and stepping away. “I’m a little short on cash right now. You can take care of all that for me, can’t you?”

“I-I can?”

“Of course you can. You’re so smart. You could get rid of those records...or even pay the bill yourself!”

“There’s...there’s over a thousand dollars of merchandise, Lucy, in that bag...and all the other bags totals up to like...s-so much.”

“Gosh, does it? You’re so nice to pay it for me.”

I slipped my hand onto his shoulder, putting my big breasts extraordinarily close to his face. I knew he was inhaling my sweet, sultry scent. He could probably draw my lips, so sexy and plump, from memory at that point.

“I’d owe you big time if you took care of that, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” he said, staring down my cleavage. I giggle, just to give him a little more to look at. My titflesh bounces rhythmically in front of his face. “Yeah, okay. Okay. Sure, Lucy. I can...I can handle it.”

“I knew
 you could, sweetie. Bye now!”

And just like that, I strutted out of the store with a bag full of free merchandise in my hands.

What. A. Loser.

I was, and probably am still, without a doubt, the hottest babe in town. Being eighteen only makes me the hotter. There's something magical about an incredibly hot young babe who knows just how hot he is.

Men really do fall all over themselves to see me smile—and I’ve got a killer smile. I practiced for ages in front of the mirror, making it just the right combination of sultry, sweet, and promising. If they would just do this one little thing for me, I’d make all their dreams come true.

I really couldn’t help but feel like I was the Queen of the world, totally untouchable. And I knew, unequivocally, that there wasn’t anything in my town or my life that wasn’t going to go my way.

Not ever.

As it turns out, that thought was maybe a little over-indulgent.
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THAT DAY, I CAME HOME
 to my fabulously large house, exiting out of my fun red sports car and crossing over the enormous emerald green lawn, to find my Uncle Michael home already, waiting for me in the den.

This was a bit unusual—he was often never home in the middle of the day, not even on a Saturday, like it was that day. He was, and is, incredibly wealthy, and had to (as he reminded me so often) work every single day to create and maintain that wealth.


It didn’t just come from thin air, after all.
 This is what he said to me, all the time, due to my flippancy with his money.

As far as I was concerned, though, flippancy and wealth went together. I was a superhot eighteen year-old goddess. Why wouldn’t
 I be flippant with wealth? It was totally fucking hot and fun to buy an amazing four-figure outfit and then only wear it once before tossing it in the trash, and he could completely afford it, so why not?

He had started working very young, buying an aging factory that put together shoes or boots or jeans or something. Over time, he had entirely refitted to produce computer parts—complicated technology that could be used in smartphones and GPS units and so on. The wealth flowing out from this allowed him to start buying up the whole town, just because he could. All the money a person spent in the area went back to him eventually, one way or the other—whether through rent, commerce, or the bank.

So yeah, obviously, the whole house was my Uncle Michael’s. I had started to live with him a few years before, after my mother and stepfather both got locked up for participating in an elaborate insurance fraud scam. I still see them once a month or so, on separate visits—the male prisoners all call my name, some of them jerking off openly as they watch me arrive. I’d be lying if I said that didn’t turn me on—knowing I inspire such a reaction in men who are helpless to do anything about it. That's how I felt about most men.

Anyway, living with Uncle Michael had been a breeze. He let me get away with whatever I want. He’s my stepfather’s brother—the smarter brother, apparently—and was just as completely in lust with me as the rest of the world. He was, I was sure, totally wrapped around my pinky finger.

Sitting in the chair—his back straight, his legs crossed—it was easy to get a good look at him. He was a large man in his late forties, tall and naturally bulky, with a thick head of dark hair. That day, he had a five o’clock shadow creeping around the edges of his jaw and chin. He had on a navy suit, tailored just-so to fit snug on his form, and a white shirt that had been unbuttoned near the top. His tie was on the floor next to him.

“Have a seat, Lucy,” he said, waving his hand at the ottoman in front of him.

I raised an eyebrow, not really believing him. “Is there not a chair for me?”

“Chairs are for adults. You want to act like a child. You get a child’s seat. Sit down.”

I wasn't really sure where this attitude was coming from. Usually, he was completely sweet with me.

“I’ll stand, thanks.”

“Sit down, or you will never see another cent from me for as long as you live.”

His voice had a steely edge to it. I knew, right away, that for whatever reason, he wasn’t kidding. I had never seen this side of him before.

“Geez, fine.”

Sullenly, I sat down in front of him, keeping my knees together. My brand new boots were only inches away from his legs—I could see him examining the sweet flesh of my young thighs, the supple curves of my breasts and hips. Trying to curry his favor, I started playing with the long, soft strands of my hair, drifting my dainty hand over the line of my cleavage. Just as I wanted, his gaze followed my hand.

I got a warm thrill from making him watch me how I wanted him to.

“Is there like, something wrong?” I asked, trying to use my best, big-eyed innocent voice.

“Don’t play the fool with me, girl. You know exactly what the problem is.”

“I do?”

“Of course you do. For months now, you’ve been stealing merchandise from stores all over this town. All over my
 town. You've been gathering up speeding tickets like Halloween candy, and you seduced your way to straight As at high school. You wouldn't have even graduated if you hadn't allowed the principal to jerk off on your heels.”

That was all true. But even so, “seducing” my way to the top implied I slept with people. There's a big difference between sex and letting a hopelessly turned on man jerk off right in front of me. I was still a virgin. I loved my virginity. I was only going to give it up to someone who could really take care of me.

Uncle Michael's accusations, true or not, weren't something I hadn’t really expected, to be honest. How had he found out?

I shrugged, still playing with my hair, still trying to maintain innocence. “I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

“I pay you an allowance. A generous
 allowance. What do you waste it on that you have to go around slutting it up with store clerks and getting them to lie for you?”

Truth be told, his allowance was more than generous. Usually I just spent it on buying stuff for my friends, or tucked it away in my savings account. Why not? I had a surplus of currency just in my body alone.

“I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

He leaned forward and slapped me then, casually, like he was closing a door. Then he pointed his finger at me, closing the rest of his fist.

“Do not lie to me again, you silly little strumpet. Do you think no one’s noticed you doing these things? Do you think you’re somehow immune to the laws of the world? When you fuck up, people come to me
 to complain, because you're too much of a terror to deal with.”

Truth be told, the slap did not hurt much. It had been light, barely enough to redden my cheek. I think he did it to capture my attention, to let me know he wasn’t screwing around. It worked.

“I...I don’t know...”

I could sense that if I tread wrongly, my world would easily begin to collapse around me. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself.

“I’m just...I don’t know. I’m super hot. I get what I want. That’s the way the world should be.”

Saying it out loud like that—my secret view of the world—in front of him, made me feel incredibly silly.

He frowned leaning forward. “That’s what you think, is it? That’s how the world works, according to you?”

I toss my hair back, pushing up my chest. “You haven’t stopped looking at me since I moved in here. You haven't stopped looking at my legs, my tits, for this entire conversation
. And you’ve let me do whatever I want, a-and given me whatever I want too! So maybe it is!”

He smiled, leaning forward. He put his hand on my knee. I brushed it off, disgusted...and he put it back, higher this time. On my thigh. Gripping there. He wasn’t going to move his grip, not anymore. It was a knowing grip—a grip filled with all his pent-up lust over the last long while.

“I’ve put up with all of this so far, Lucy, because you are, as you’ve noted, incredibly attractive. But it’s time for you to pay the piper.”

My breaths had become very short, very fast. My body was heating up. What did he mean?

“Outside, I’ve arranged for two policemen to be waiting for you. Should you try to leave this house, in any direction, you will be picked up, and you will pay your debt to society.”

“Y-you...you can’t do
 th-that...”

“Of course I can. I own this town, Lucy. You know that. You took advantage of that, throwing my name around like you have. I own the cops. I own the judges. I own half the stores and I control everybody’s money. This is my
 town. And you...you’re mine too.”

The cold, hard reality that his words presented contrasted sharply with the heat I was feeling pouring off his body. And maybe...maybe mine too. Maybe I was already thinking that he was in control of me. And maybe...maybe I thought that was sort of sexy, somehow.

“So here’s what’s going to happen. Dress up for me, Lucy. You’ve spent all this money of mine on all these different outfits—”

I started to protest. “I didn’t know
 you were paying—”

Casually, he slapped me again. Again, it hurt my pride more than my face...but it did hurt. Just a little. Even to make me focus on him.

“You should have figured it out, then. I will not have a fool in this house. Now, you’ve spent all this money of mine. I think I deserve to see what all the fuss is about. So go upstairs, and get dressed.”

I was confused, still. “In anything?”

“No, of course not. I want you to dress in the sexiest, hottest outfit you have. You want to act like a slut? I’m going to treat you like a slut, my little niece. I want you to dress,” his grip on my leg hardened, his knuckles white, “like you’ve got a hot date. With me. And don't bother wearing any underwear.”
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THIRTY MINUTES LATER
, I came down the stairs, balancing perfectly on my five-inch stiletto heels. The boots I had on earlier were plenty sexy, but I was afraid that if I wore the same pair, he would accuse me of not trying hard enough.

So these boots were midnight black and wrapped all the way up to the midpoint of my amazing thighs, with shiny, sexy metal buckles on the sides.

A tight, low-cut cleavage-baring red minidress was practically painted on to my hot teen form. My long brunette hair fell in perfect, hot waves, framing my gorgeous face. From behind, it was easy to see how the dress was backless, even with my mass of perfect hair, revealing my sexy ass-cleavage and the amazingly toned muscles of my back. The dress only came down six inches past my hips, allowing maybe another four inches before my tall, tall boots took over on my thighs. 

Just as he ordered, I had on no underwear whatsoever—no bra, and no panties.

For a little extra touch, I put on a pair of silk, black, elbow-length gloves. I knew that gloves turned men on—seeing a hot babe decorating every part of herself for no good reason except to get a reaction.

A short gray fox fur jacket finalized the look, soft and alluring, making me look just like some luxury escort. That jacket had set me back nearly five figures. Or it would have, I guess, if I had been made to pay for it at the time.

I was going to pay for it now, though.

There was no way, I hoped, that Uncle Michael would think I was trying to phone it in. And, I hoped also, that there was no way he’d think to make me do anything I didn’t want to.

After all, a man who saw me dressed in my absolute sexiest outfit was basically doomed to do my bidding, right?

Right?

That was my plan, after all. I had less sexy outfits I could have worn, and he wouldn’t have known the difference. Certainly any outfit I put on for him would have been the sexiest outfit possible, in his mind.

I didn’t care that he was my uncle. To a super babe like me, he was just another man to conquer. And the way my tits were displayed, the manner in which my entire body was advertised as being a vehicle made purely for sex, assured me that I was going to win this night. I won every
 night. I was a gorgeous teenager queen, and I got everything I wanted.

Except, when I walked into the expansive dining room and presented myself, his gaze wasn’t jaw-dropped, his eyes weren’t wide, his forehead wasn’t sweating. Leaning back against the table with his arms crossed, he simply raised an eyebrow—slightly—and shrugged.

“That’ll do,” he said.

Of course, that drove me wild with anger. That’ll do? That’ll do?


That’s what you say to a bowl of cereal for breakfast when you were expecting french toast. That is not
 what I was to be referred to at any time or place.

He clearly sensed my anger, and was amused by it.

The dining room table was large and oak, carved several hundred years ago by some medieval artisan. He paid a small fortune for it all by itself. Above the table hung an impressive crystal chandelier with over five hundred individual lights. He pulled out his chair and sat down.

“All right, girl,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Give me a walk.”

“A what?”

“A walk. Walk toward me. Like you’re on a date.”

Fine, then. I’d walk to him like he said, and he wouldn’t even know what to do with his boner. Tossing my long hair back, I strutted toward him, smiling sultrily. Then I struck a pose, sending out my long leg for him to admire. For my Uncle to admire.

“Hmm,” he said, tapping his chin. “I’d have hoped you’d learn a little better form by now.”

This was...this was infuriating! There was no pleasing him! My perfect face, aghast, must have transmitted my rage, but he didn't seem to care.

“I want you to apologize.”

“W-what?”

“Apologize. For not being better at what you’re supposed to do.”

“I-I-I...”

“Or, if you’d prefer, I can call in the police officers waiting outside.” He pulled out the phone from his jacket. “Would you like that, niece?”

I looked down, not meeting his gaze. “No.”

“Well then,” his voice was almost gleeful now. “I’m waiting.”

“I’m sorry.” I said it briefly, almost under my breath.

“What was that? Speak up.”

I held in a roar, wanting to tell him where to stick his apology.

“I’m sorry,” I said loudly.

“For what? I’m not sure I believe you. You'll have to be specific, little girl.”

Taking in a deep breath, I tried to keep my delicate composure. My tits, so big and round, seemed as though they might pop out of my tiny dress.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t better at doing...what I was supposed to do. I’m sorry I didn’t have a better walk.” I tossed back my hair, forcing a smile. “I’ll practice it, just for you.”

“Yes,” he said, nodding sagely. “You definitely will. I’ll make sure of that. In some higher heels, too. A slut like you belongs in some actual heels, not those little things.”

Gritting my teeth, I managed somehow to not yell at him and insist that my heels were completely tall and totally showed off my legs and ass perfectly.

“Now,” he leaned back and crossed his hands behind his head. “Serve me dinner.”

“What?”

“Go on. You’re lucky I didn’t make you make it.” He laughed for a moment. “Or perhaps I’m lucky. I don’t think you know how to even open a bottle of water by yourself, much less cook a meal. But from now on, you’ll learn. For right now, however, you need only serve it. It’s in the kitchen.”

Obediently, if begrudgingly, I walked into the kitchen.

Our cook, Maria, looked at me with a bright smile on her face. Clearly, she knew what was going on, and did not seem to have any problem with my Uncle corralling me for his personal sex fantasy. I noticed for the first time—and who knew if it had been there before or not—the studded collar around her neck. She was a tiny, busty woman with short red hair. Her apron did little to hide the expansive lines of her impressive tits. Her platform heels were taller than my own—much taller.

I didn’t know it at the time, but Uncle Michael had been fucking and dominating Maria regularly. She was a sub he had found on the internet and then ordered her to learn how to cook. She agreed happily, and he paid her way from then on. Someday, maybe even someday soon, he'll get tired of her and drop her—and she'll just thank him for the pleasure of his cock while he gave it to her. She's that kind of woman.

“You look so pretty for the Sir,” she cooed. “You will do as he says like a good niece, yes?”

“I suppose I'll have to.”

“Oh dear,” she tsked. “It's so much more fun when you want to, though!”

She picked up the silver tray of food—a plate with a steak, salad, and a delicious-smelling vegetable soup—and handed it to me. I struggled to hold on to it, my heels so precarious.

Somehow, I made it back into the room with Uncle Michael without spilling anything. I laid out the tray in front of him, smiling prettily.

“Here you are, Sir,” I cooed.

“Good,” he said, looking over the meal. “Good girl.”

He slapped my ass then, hard. And then his hand slid up inside of my dress, gripping my ass cheek hard.

“Un-Uncle Michael!” I cried out.

“What?”

He acted like nothing at all was peculiar in what he was doing.

“I...I-um...”

“Do you not like this? Being treated like the whore you are? Do you not like that I know what a slut my niece is?”

“I...I...I like it very much,” I said, struggling.

Oh god, his fingers dug into my tight, eighteen year-old flesh so firmly. He was owning my ass, just like I could tell that he wanted to own all of me.

“Good girl. Good little niece.” Mercifully, he loosened his grip—but not before leaving little bruises where his grip had dug in. “Now, get on your knees.”

My mouth hung open. “Get on my what?”

“Your knees. Those sexy little things joining your sweet thighs and your boot-clad calves, there. Get on them.”

“Why?”

“Because I say so, you little brat.”

He grabbed my glove-clad wrist, pulling my gorgeous face down to his. Before I could say or do anything, he had pulled me in for a rough, hard kiss, practically bruising my lips with his. His tongue thrust inside of my mouth, violating me, his niece!

When finally he let me pull away, his teeth dragged against my tongue, my lips. I was left breathless. Breathing hard, he pushed his face up the sexy line of my chin, dragging his teeth as he went until he had put his mouth against my ear.

His hand moved off my gloved hand and up to the collar of my expensive fur...and then around my throat. He gripped me there, hard. My knees buckled in terror and—surprisingly—arousal. It was like I already knew that a cunt's place, even a niece cunt's, was on her knees in front of a strong man.

“Now listen, whore. I’ve had just about enough of your backtalk. If you question me, or disobey me, or do anything close to those things again, I will throw you to the police. You’ll be theirs. And I assure you, dressed how you are, they may just forget their manners for a while before charging you with grand larceny.”

That thought filled my mind for a minute. All those policemen, using me like their cumrag. Their personal fucktoy, before tossing me into prison where I’d get used by whatever foul elements filled those places.

I couldn't stand such a thought. I only wanted one man to have me. A romantic notion, I know...but true for me. I supposed, at the time, that I could just pretend that one man I wanted was Uncle Michael, at least.

“Okay,” I said. “I mean, yes, Sir. I’ll do like you say.”

And so I dropped to my knees, looking at him with open, willing eyes. Broken. Tamed.

“You’ll obey,” he said.

I nodded. “I’ll obey, Sir.”

“Get down between my knees.”

Shuffling over, I placed my gloved hands on his knees. The fur of my coat pressed against his thighs. I already sensed what was coming—or I thought I did. But he had so much more in store for me than I thought.

I was completely underneath the table now.

“Take it out.”

Shuddering and taking a deep breath, I pulled his zipper down. I had to gasp at the monster he kept behind it.

“What do you think?”

His cock was enormous. Hard, already. It was, despite all my seductions around town, the very first cock I had ever seen up this close.

“It’s very...big. So big.”

That seemed to please him. The big meaty head pulsed forward, pushing against my cheek. I could hear him moving his fork and knife around, digging into the meal he had in front of him.

“Have a taste. Lick it.”

Holding the massive shaft with one hand, I slid my tongue over the head. It was...salty. Hardening, still, but so hard already.

“Suck it now.”

Tentatively, I pursed my lips and began to push them over the head of my Uncle's cock. More and more and more of it went down my throat. I made sure to use my lips, crafting a perfect “O” with them. My tongue slid up and down the shaft. I had to do it right, I had to make sure he enjoyed it, or else who knew what awful things he would do to me?

“That's good,” he moaned, obviously with food in his mouth. “Good girl. Good niece. What a good slut you'll make for me.”

I heard the silverware clatter, and one of his hands drifted underneath the table with me. Forcefully, he put his hand on top of my head, shoving my young mouth against his throbbing meat. Harder and harder, he pushed me out and shoved me back down. Using me. Abusing me.

“I’m gonna shoot my load,” he breathed loudly. “Right down your pretty little niece throat.”

I moaned in response. I think he liked that, because his thrusts increased. Harder and harder. In response, I just moaned more and more. He was using me like I was some common whore. I had thought I was a queen, a goddess, but when it came to my Uncle Michael, I was just a toy. Just a hole to be filled.

And just like that, he came down my throat, holding my head against his cock so I couldn’t pull away. I think it turned him on that I was fighting—so just to spite him, I did my best to enjoy it. My pussy was hot and wet, juices running down my legs.

He pushed me off his cock—and I thought that was it—but he sprayed one more long load into my face, covering me with his white, hot jizz. Coughing, I wiped it off—and swallowed much of it voluntarily. I figured I had already taken quite a lot of it in me already. Still, long strands could be seen drying on my expensive coat and gloves.

“Come on out from there,” he ordered me.

“Yes, Sir.”

I climbed out from underneath the table, still kneeling.

“Stand up,” he said, holding me by the chin.

He wiped off some of the cum still on my face and pushed it down my throat. Obediently, I swallowed. I didn’t really have a choice anymore. We both knew that.

Wiping his own face with a napkin, clearing some of the juices from the steak, he stood up.

“Turn around,” he ordered me.

I did as he commanded, facing away from him. Almost instantly, I felt his fingers sliding between my legs, pushing into the hot folds of my pussy. My dress was nowhere near long enough to stand in his way.

“Wet already, I see.” I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling. “A whore after all, eh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael.”

I didn’t agree with that—I didn’t!—but what choice did I have but to agree at that point?

“Bend over.”

Shuddering with burgeoning lust as he continued to finger my pussy, I craned my neck around to see his monster cock fully erect.

“Are you...are you hard again already?”

His cock stood at full attention behind me. I could hardly believe it. I didn't know that much about sex, but I knew that older guys like him couldn't get it up so quickly! Except...except he had.

“I am. You’ll get used to that, my dear. When it comes to your sweet little ass, I’ve got a lot of staying power. Now, bend over like a good little slut.”

I must not have complied as immediately as he would have liked, so he pushed my face down onto the table, banging my forehead slightly.

“A good niece obeys her Uncle right away,” he growled fiercely.

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

Now doing as he commanded, whether I liked it or not, I was bent over at the waist, my palms down on the table.

But he was having none of that. He gripped one gloved wrist, and then the other. He brought them up behind my back, twisting both my arms until he clamped down on both wrists with one hand.

I was totally in his control.

Without any further ceremony, he entered me. His enormous, fat, veiny cock pushed inside of my hot young teen twat, filling me up like nothing I had ever felt before.

“Virgin, huh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

“So you’re my
 whore, then.”

That much was true. I couldn’t deny it. I’d do whatever he told me so long as I got to keep my station with him—which included a lot of easy cash.

“Yes, Uncle Michael,” I said, trying to add a sultry tone to my voice. “I’m your whore. Your whore niece.”

That made him fuck me the harder.

“You fucking slut. You love being my slut, don’t you?”

“I’m your slut,” I moaned. “I'm your niece slut!”

He spanked my ass hard. My big tits bounced up and down on the table beneath me.

“Say it! Say you love being my good little slut!”

“I’m your good little slut!”

My dress had slipped down at this point, barely covering my body at all. He picked my arms up higher, twisting them further, and pain shot through my body even as the pleasure of his fucking rocked inside of me.

“You’ll obey me!”

“I’ll obey you, Uncle Michael!”

Oh god, anything he said! His big meat filled me so well! I didn't know anything could fill me like that, ever. He continued to spank me with his free hand as he plowed into my hot teen cunt.

“You’ll do as I say!”

“I’ll do whatever you say, Uncle Michael!”

Yes, yes! Fuck yes! I loved his cock inside of me, pumping so fucking hard. His breaths became harder, faster, as he pumped into my cunt more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned.

Doubt and fear rushed through me. I wasn't on birth control! He had to cum on me, not in me.

“Pull out!” I cried. “Oh my god, please! I'm not on the pill!”

“No,” he growled in my ear. “I’m not going to pull out. Not anymore. Not for you. I own you, and your cunt.”

Fear, total and encapsulating, filled my heart. He was going to cum in my belly! No! No way! Please no!

But he did.

And immediately, it felt so, soooo good. His hot, gooey white warm seed filling up inside of me. The second that the warmth entered my body, I knew that this is what I was for. I knew that taking my Uncle’s seed was the right thing for me to do.

Surprising him, and surprising even myself, I shuddered with orgasm, mewling out how sounds of thanks.

“Thank you,” I cried, biting one thick, perfect lower lip as the bliss rushed through my body. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Uncle Michael.”

Finally he had let go of my hands. I almost wished he wouldn't have—that he would leave me bound and under his firm grip forever.

He smiled and stroked my hair. “You’re welcome, good girl.”

I came to him just a teenage babe, a girl with big thoughts about herself. But he turned me into a real woman.
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NOW, I’M SIX MONTHS
 pregnant. Uncle Michael was so right to fill me up the way he did.

He takes care of me now, and I do right by him, like a good girl should. I’m his special personal whore. He’s fucked me so many times now, I think his big Uncle cock has ruined me for anyone else.

He’s calling me now. I’ve got this big baby bump, and it’s so hard to get around with it. He gave me twins, his fucking cum is so potent and hot. Still though, I try to wear sexy dresses and high heels, showing off my hot, womanly figure. Whenever he lets me out around town to be his trophy, I make sure to laugh in the face of any guy that thinks to ask me out or talk to me.

So I'm a hot bitch still, sure, but I'm his
 hot bitch. I've learned my lesson.
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Putting Paige In Her Place
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WARMTH AND BLISS WASHED
 over the eighteen year-old Paige. She had never been happier, staring up at the studly Michael. He was so big, so chiseled and strong. And all of him—all of his amazing, hot, white gift had just been sprayed all over her. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what
 do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had burst into the master bedroom. Diana was the hot young wife of Michael, the stud who had just finished fucking Paige’s face and throat. There was absolutely no disguising the fact that Michael had, in fact, just finished all over Paige’s face. The goo dripped down her cheeks, her lips, and even in her fear from suddenly seeing Diana enter the room, the hot young teenage beauty could not help but lick her lips and slide the hot seed into her mouth.

It just tasted so good. So much better than she ever could have dreamt of—and she had dreamed of tasting it often.

Michael, resplendent and studly, was the father of Paige’s best friend, Becky. The busty, slender, brunette Diana was Becky’s stepmother—though really they were more like sisters, since Becky was only about twenty-six, while Michael was in his forties.

Paige felt like she had been living the dream—finally being the one to fuck Becky’s hot dad! All the girls at school talked about what a stud he was.

And now that dream had turned into a nightmare with Diana arriving, a scornful look on her face as she approached.

Paige couldn’t help but wonder how all this had gotten so out of hand.
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ONLY AN AN HOUR AND
 a half earlier, the night was cool, and Paige was filled with imminent terror about her situation at home.

She stood in front of Becky's house, frantically knocking on the door.

It was late on a Wednesday night—a school night. It was past ten, as a matter of fact. She should be home, studying for her history test tomorrow.

But she hadn't been able to study at all that night after her mother dropped the bomb on her earlier in the day—no, she had to talk to Becky. There was too much going on to concentrate without a good heart-to-heart first

Paige just simply couldn’t believe
 her mother’s actions. To ask that jerk Dan back in their lives, just like that! To get involved with that utter creep again! God! The nerve!

Fuming as she was, she couldn’t possibly
 keep her thoughts inside herself, and she needed Becky as a sounding board.

Becky was Paige's best friend. The two of them had been intertwined together like wires behind a television since they were each in kindergarten. They were both eighteen now, and had lots of the same classes and were on the tennis team together at their high school.

Neither of them were much good at tennis, of course. Paige only played because Becky did, and Becky played to keep herself in shape and stay tanned. Paige stayed in shape and tanned also, of course.

All in all, Paige was a fine looking young woman. She had long straight dark hair, perfect 36C breasts, an astonishingly well-developed hourglass figure, and a heart-shaped face that was the product of fine Scandinavian and German genetics, complete with plush lips, high cheekbones, and sexy blue eyes. Without a doubt, she was a looker—but she was saving herself for someone really special.

Her figure had only really kicked in within the last year, after a sudden growth spurt, and so she had never even been asked out that much. Of course, she caught guys at school looking at her, wanting her. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy it just a bit. But, boys at school always seemed so immature, so obsessed with themselves, so unable to do anything but view Paige as some hottie to put on a pedestal and parade around.

In her dreams, if she had to be honest, she wanted an older man. Someone to guide her through the process—to teach her how to be a hot, perfect lover in the way that her body promised. Paige knew she was sexy—but she just didn't know yet how to really put it all together.

Impatiently, almost desperately, she knocked on the door again. It was rather cool outside, after all, and all she was wearing was a thin white t-shirt and short-short denim shorts. Her platform sandals clomped on the wood of the porch as she shuffled and tried to keep warm.

To Paige's surprise, Becky’s father, Michael, answered the door. He was sweating—wearing gym shorts and a tight white t-shirt. Clearly, he had been working out. His tight, remarkable muscles were bulging, hot veins popping in a rather eye-pleasing manner. His gym shorts were rather short, and she could see the defined nature of his tanned thighs, and how alluringly hairy they were. And there, between his legs...was a definite bulge. A really, really big bulge.

Paige was surprised to see him. She almost never talked with Michael one-on-one.

It was difficult to say with exactitude why she found Michael so attractive—though only because there were only so many possible areas of interest.

Was it the hard, chiseled nature of his runner’s body? Was it the rugged, bearded jawline that was peppered with a sexy amount of gray? Was it the ice blue eyes, or the deep voice, or the thick strong hands, or his manly swath of chest hair...the list went on.

He was a hunk. Paige wanted him. End of discussion.

Lots of times Paige had spoken privately with Diana—Michael’s beautifully busty young wife—to the point where the two of them were great friends. Paige felt almost as close to the vivacious Diana as she did to Becky, as a matter of fact.

Becky’s mother—Michael’s first wife—had died some time ago, and Michael remarried the voluptuous brunette Diana only a few years back. Diana always had a smile on her face, and Paige was always hearing stories from Becky about the fun little gifts she brought home every other week for the family—things like stuffed animals and little thank-you cards for everyday occurrences like taking care of chores. Her zest for life had seemed to reinvigorate Michael, who had been falling into something of a depression from grief.

Paige had read in the past that when a man married a younger woman and had a daughter who was in her late teens, that some conflict was inevitable. Diana and Becky had been no exception. For the first several months of the new marriage, Becky had constantly called Paige, confiding in her about how much she hated her wicked new stepmother.

But then, with time and a few well-placed vacations, their relationship turned around. The girls both realized that they both loved Michael, and that the best way to make him happy, truly, was just to get along.

It worked out well for Paige—after Becky and Diana made up, Diana had become Paige's fast friend and mentor, and had gotten her a job as an intern at the local hospital where Diana worked as a night administrator. Paige was always happy for the new bits to add to her resume. College was just around the corner.

Lately, Diana had been propositioning her for dinner to “discuss her future,” whatever that meant. Paige assumed Diana just cared about her, which was really sweet.

Paige knew Diana had a lot on her mind—she and Michael had been unsuccessful so far in trying for a child, and it was really important to them to make it happen. Diana had been so sweet and open, confiding that to Paige—it made Paige feel important that Diana trusted her like that.

But—Michael was in front of her now. He seemed interested in her—waiting patiently to hear her speak.

She tried to keep herself together—her every inclination was to break down and start crying from all the torment built up inside of her, even if it meant being held in those big, hard, sweaty arms of his.

Or perhaps, especially that. Being held. Being protected. Being made safe by this strong, clearly alpha-esque male who had so much control already over the other two women in his life.

Paige had, for example, never seen Diana in anything but high heels and leg-baring shorts and dresses. It was a good look for the older woman—she was beautifully leggy—but wasn't wearing them all the time, even when she did yard work and washed the car, a bit much?

Even if it was sort of hot, imagining Michael ordering Diana to do all that.

Shaking her head slightly to break off those licentious thoughts, she asked, “Is Becky here?”

“No.”

As he shook his head, long drops of sweat slid off from his brow and rolled down the front of his tight white t-shirt. It was easy to make out the bulging definition of his pecs and shoulders from beneath the damp surface of the cloth.

“Oh, it’s just...I just really needed to talk with her, is all.”

He nodded. “Did you call?”

“Yes. Her phone was off, though.”

He nodded again, making a sympathetic face. “Her boss makes her turn it off now.”

“Oh. I didn't know she was at work.” Becky worked at a movie theater. “I’m sorry.”

She didn’t know why she was apologizing. It felt like someone should apologize for interfering with Michael’s business.

He was so dark and serious all the time. It was a big turn-on.

“Um, is Diana here, then?” Paige asked hopefully.

He shook his head once more. “Nope. She’s at work too. She’ll be home in an hour or two, I think.”

“Oh,” Paige nodded. “All right, then. I guess I better go.”

She turned away from the door, but, sudden and strong, he gripped her arm. Paige’s breath caught, her pulse quickened.

Michael, touching her. Oh god.

Paige wasn’t a slut by any means, but she did play with herself early and often. Her own pleasure center—her pussy’s hot, tight folds and her sexy, sweet mound of a clit—were no mystery to her. She had developed quite an imagination when it came to fantasizing, and constantly took stock from her day, trying to tally up items to include as she dreamed up hotter and hotter scenarios.

And so she already knew that feeling—his iron-hard fingers on her athletic arm—that would be a feeling to follow her straight into the next several weeks’ worth of fantasies.

“Hold on a minute. You seem upset.” His handsome face carried legitimate concern. “You want to come inside?”

“No...no.”

She shook her head. Of course she did
 want to come inside. All any girl she knew—besides Becky of course—wanted to do was come inside and spend some alone time with Michael. But she couldn’t just go in like that. What if word got out? The neighborhood had dozens of eyes, all the time.

“Come on in,” he said. “I’m putting a smoothie together. I’ll make you one too.”

Gulping, she followed him in. Her pussy felt hot already—and exposed. Alone, with a man like him, it was difficult not to think of how easy it would be for him to hold her down, to put her in her place, to jam her mouth full of his cock...

Focus, Paige. He’ll think you’re weird, spacing out like that. Focus!

The kitchen was right inside the door, to the right. He chopped fruit at the counter—bananas and strawberries.

“So what’s the problem?”

“Oh it’s just...nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

She leaned up against the door frame of the kitchen, staring lustfully at his well-developed back, gazing longingly at his triceps flexing as he worked the knife.

“Come on,” he dropped some chopped banana in a small bowl next to the cutting board. “Tell me.”

She shifted, tugging at her denim shorts. They were so fucking short. She knew he could see a lot of her legs. Like, way more than what was decent. Her pussy was already sort of hot, just thinking about that.

“It’s sort of embarrassing now. I think I was just making a big deal out of nothing. I don't know. I don't want to bother you.”

He turned to look at her. “I'm not bothered. I promise.”

Finally acquiescing, Paige sighed. “It’s just...my mom’s ex, Dan, is going to be moving back in.”

“And you don’t like him?”

“Not really. He...” she took a breath. Why not tell him? Just let it out, girl. “He would hit on me, sometimes.”

Michael made a troubled sound, putting the rest of the smoothie ingredients in the bowl and walking over toward Paige. He put a hand on the counter, leaning close.

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. He’s kind of a creep.”

Nervously—Michael was so close, and his manly musk so strong!—she pushed a hand through her long dark hair.

“For sure. Nobody should be giving a girl attention she doesn’t want.”

With a smile, he put a hand on her shoulder.

Unable to help herself, she sobbed a bit.

“Oh god,” she said. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to...”

“It's all right,” he assured her. “I'd give you a hug, but I'm sort of messy.”

Paige nodded, but bit her lip, wiping away the tears as best she could. “Could...c-could I have a hug anyway? These clothes need washing anyway, and I t-think I could really use one.”

Without answering, he smiled and drew her in. God, his body was so hard, so coated with sexy masculinity. This mixture of fear of Dan moving in and lust for Michael swept her mind away, until she  could barely think straight. Her fingers slid up and down his strong, strong arms, and she let out soft little whimpering moans.

“I just don’t want someone like that living
 with me.”

“It’s okay,” he said, patting her on the back. “It’s all right. It’s going to be all right.”

His hand rested right above her ass. God, she wanted it to slide down so bad.

After a while, she calmed down, and they parted.

“Have you talked with your mother about it?”

“No.”

He made a sort of quizzical face. “Do you think that would help?”

“I don’t know. She really likes him.”

Michael nodded. “I’m sure she does. But I’m sure she loves you more than she likes him.”

“You’re right.”

She nodded, feeling hopeful. That was definitely true. And it wasn't like her mother hadn't listened—Paige just hadn't bothered to let her know how she felt, that was all.

He walked back over to the blender.

“How about that smoothie?”

“That sounds great,” Paige said, feeling relieved for the first time all day.

Wow. She didn’t know Michael would be so easy to talk to! He turned the blender on and the ingredients quickly cut into a liquified pink form. In short order, he handed her a tall glass full of delicious fruit smoothie and also held his own.

She could not help but feel hot and bothered, so much of his musk and scent on her now. Probably she should go home and shower, but she wasn't sure she could ignore the temptation to finger her hot pussy first, being able to smell him so strongly!

“I have to ask...” he began.

“Yes?”

Paige sipped at her smoothie. It was delicious.

“Was he overt about it? This Dan character?”

“Overt?”

“Like did he, what? Ask you out on dates? Want to take you away to the beach?”

She laughed. “No. He would say I looked great in skirts, or comment on how my breasts were...I mean, you see them. They’re huge.”

Smiling broadly, he nodded. Guys her own age would blush or try to shrug off such a comment. But with Michael, he just stared down at her tits, openly ogling her. Mmph. She liked his gaze on her.

“I guess you are a very...well-developed girl.”

Paige laughed. “If that’s
 what you want to call it. I just say I have big tits.”

It was very difficult not to feel so very adult, talking to Michael like this. She felt she could say anything—like he was the male version of Diana, almost.

“Yes,” he said, nodding and staring. “Big tits. You’ve got big, fat tits, Paige.”

Her pulse quickened. He was smiling, so that she thought he may have been joking, but there was something to the way he was standing so near her. The movements of his breath in and out. She tried to laugh as if he was trying to be funny.

“Are you against older men hitting on you generally, Paige? Or is it just some of them?”

“Um...it's um...” she started to giggle nervously. “I guess I'm not against older guys.”

His grin widened. It was almost predatory now...and Paige knew she was the prey.

“I'm glad to hear it. It’s pretty easy to see why he would want to hit on you.”

“Oh yeah?”

She tossed her silky dark hair back and preened.

He leaned forward. His voice became very low. “Yes, Paige. It’s very easy to see why someone would find you attractive.”

Something about his voice made her pussy tighten and pulse rhythmically. His scent—again, so sweaty and musky—was overwhelmingly masculine. She felt like such a helpless, easily-fucked babe in front of him. And she could tell, instantly, that being fucked by him would not ever be anything like being fucked from one of the guys at school. She knew that he would be hard, merciless, overwhelming—that he would push her over the edge of what she thought she could ever dare dream to feel. He would teach her to be a good girl, no matter what.

She whimpered, turning over to look at him. Her mouth trembled, so close to his.

“O-o-oh. Okay. I mean...”

She stood up, so nervous suddenly. She brushed her hair back, coughing and straightening out her shirt.

“I mean, okay! Thank you! You’re so nice. And I—” she hit the nearby counter, stumbling around the room. “I’m just going to um...I need to—”

She giggled, lungs grasping for air. He kept coming toward her, though, his eyes low. She knew, instinctively, that he could sense her rampant desire and how badly she needed to rush home to give herself a nice hot cum just from being in front of him like this.

His hand squeezed her hip and he pulled her forward. Her hips ground against his. A moan pushed out from her mouth—she could feel how hard he was. More than that, she could feel how big
 he was. Oh god
 he was a monster!

With his free hand, he pulled a business card of his off the counter and pushed it into her tiny denim shorts. And not into the pocket—no, he reached down behind the zipper of her shorts, so his fingers brushed up against her silky soft pussy hair tangle.

“This is my contact information, Paige. If that man bothers you—if anyone bothers you—or if you just feel yourself needing to...talk...” he said the word slowly, “...then give me a call. Whenever you’d like.”

“B-B-B-b-becky m-might...um...”

He shook his head. “Becky doesn’t have to know anything about anything. Does she?”

She gulped again. His fingers were pressed right above her pussy, right above her clit, oh god! She could not stop rubbing her thigh against the obviously huge boner protruding from his gym shorts.

“I um—” she stuttered, trying to come up with something. “Oh gosh you know I think I left the sink on? So like um, I’ve probably flooded the house and need to call the fire department. The water department, I mean.”

A sly smile moved up Michael’s mouth. “Maybe both.”

“Both! So um bye okay! Bye now!”

He let her go, releasing her hip, and she rushed outside, blindly rushing around to the side of the house. So aroused was she, and her mind so completely blank with need, that she didn’t even care that she had knelt down right out in the open, in Michael's backyard, to touch herself.

Unzipping her pants, she let out a growl of need. Her greedy fingers pushed up hard into her slick, hot wet pussy.

“Michael...” she moaned. “Oh god, Michael, sir! Sir! Oh god, Michael!”

So excited, so turned on, so aroused was she that it did not take long for her entire universe of lust to explode. Fingers pushing hard against her young teenage clit, she came brilliantly within just a minute of build-up, needing to feel that sweet bliss of cum sooo bad.

Afterward, her head was foggy, and she sat gasping in the backyard. A sick sense of shame swept over her, but also relief that she didn't get caught.

“Hello, Paige.”

Oh, no.

Oh, no! Michael was right there, leaning on the corner of the house adjacent to her kneeling form! Oh god.

He had been watching her, she realized. Maybe this whole time.

He turned to the side. She could see his massive hard-on waiting for her.

“Come inside, Paige.”

“M-michael, I...”

“Come. Inside. Now.”

She hopped to her feet. The sternness of his voice made refusing almost sacrosanct. She had
 to do what he said.

He was in charge
 now. Her cum-addled mind wouldn't accept any other logic other than obedience.

Within incredibly short order, he had pulled her all the way inside, into his bedroom. She could see Diana’s bits of underwear and lingerie laying about on the floor and small brown barrel chair in the corner.

“You’ve never been with a boy before, have you? Diana told me you talk to her about them sometimes...but that your talk always felt a little fake.”

Paige nodded, blushing. Her shorts were still unbuttoned. He could easily see the hot pink of her panties.

“I make up stories so she doesn’t think I’m a total loser.”

“Now, you won’t have to make up any more stories anymore. How about that?”

He kicked his pants down and took off his shirt. His sweaty muscles gleamed in the bedroom light.

“Do you like what you see?”

Mmmph. Oh god.

Oh god
.

His cock was just absolutely massive. He was a total beast. Oh god! She had to have him inside of her.

Trying to maintain some aura of maturity, she nodded slowly. That, however, just made her seem all the more impressed.

“Yes,” she said softly. “It's so...so big, Michael.”

“Sir. You'll call me Sir. Be a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir. I like it, Sir.”

Grabbing her shoulder, he pulled her close to him once more, grinning low. His thumb on her cheek was rough and hard, pushing in. Treating her like a toy. She liked it.

He ripped her bra off, breaking the straps entirely. Her breath caught, tits totally revealed.

“Good girl,” he said. “You've got good girl titties for me, don't you?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Roughly, he grabbed her nipples, squeezing them tight. Little shocks of pleasure ran through her body.

“I'm going to fuck you until you can't think, girl.” His voice so full of admiration.

“So...I mean...you won't be...you won't be gentle?” Her voice halted and brief.

He smiled and gripped her throat, pulling her close. “Do you want me to be gentle?”

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

Grip still hard on her throat, he pulled her in closer, whispering in her ear. “Good girl.”

Her knees knocked together.

“Get on your knees, girl.”

Immediately, she obeyed.

Without any warning, he slapped her face with his cock, hard. Then he did it again on the other side. His precum smeared her cheeks.

“You’re going to have your face fucked now.”

She looked up at him with enormous dark eyes.  “I thought...I thought you wanted to fuck me?”

“First...” he slapped her face again with his thick shaft. “...first, you have to prove that you’re a good enough girl to take a face fucking. All right?”

She nodded, her eyes big, scared. How would she fit it all in her? She didn't even know if she could fit all that meat inside her pussy, let alone her mouth. And a face fucking, god! That sounded so...brutal.

Her pussy was gushing with the thought.

Gripping her long dark hair tight, he pushed his length down into her throat, hard. Each wet, fleshy inch of his cock slid hard down the soft, tight flesh of her throat. Her body was on fire with need once more.

Paige had never felt so violated...she had never felt so alive. She was so glad to find this side of herself.

He used her, fucking her mouth hard. There was no waiting by him for her to find her rhythm on his cock. Her role was simply to be a wet hole for him to fuck—something hot and pleasant to distract him from the tribulations of his day.

Paige moaned and his pace picked up. He was going to cum! He was going to cum, right then and there! She was going to make a man cum!

Pride, as well as Michael's enormous cock, filled her. She had been closing her eyes, but now opened them, staring up into his forceful, dominant face. He looked at her like he owned her.

As far as Paige was concerned, he did.

Pulling out of her mouth, he came, erupting all over her face and chest. His heavy load stuck hard to her chest, her lips and cheeks. Moaning happily, she lapped all of it up that she could.

Warmth and bliss washed over her. She had never been happier, staring up at the stud Michael. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what
 do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had come into the master bedroom. Diana was, for some odd reason, already ripping off her light green business skirt and white blouse, and shimmying down into her sexy blue panties and bra. Her hot, voluptuous curves were on full display. It was a lot for Paige to take in.

Fully undressed, Diana strutted over to her husband, pouting.

“Michael, baby,” Diana cooed, wrapping her arm around his naked waist. “I thought you said you were going to wait until we could do it together?”

Her voice had the affectionate whine of a woman well-fucked into complete submission.

“Don’t worry about that,” said Michael. “You’re here now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she purred.

“You want to fuck this one, don’t you?”

He tugged Paige’s hair back, still staring at his wife. Diana moaned, her body sliding up and down Michael’s chiseled features.

“Oh, yes sir. Very much.”

“How about it, girl?” Michael tapped Paige's cheek with his semi-hard cock. “Do you want to fuck Diana? You want to fuck your best friend’s mom, too?”

Paige’s eyes went wide. “I...I don’t know. I mean. I’ve never...I haven’t ever...I don’t know...”

Leaning down, Diana slid her hot, wet tongue up Paige’s face. Thick, heavy dollops of cum gathered on Diana’s tongue, and then she pushed that cum-soaked tongue into Paige’s mouth. Their kiss was electric, Michael’s hot cum making it all the more slippery and sticky. Paige's pussy, already so overworked, felt even more aflame from the gesture.

“God, doesn’t he taste soooo good?” Diana giggled, pulling away.

“Yes,” Paige said quietly.

“Oh baby,” Diana purred, holding Michael. “She’s shy.”

Grinning, Diana knelt down and proceeded to run her hands up and down Paige’s body. Soft little mews and moans escaped her mouth—the older woman was clearly enjoying herself. Diana's hands were so soft, so nice! Paige was enjoying it too. Diana let out a series of delighted laughs as she squeezed Paige's sumptuous tits.

“Oh darling, you’re soooo tense. We’ve wanted to fuck you now for ages and ages. Why do you think I talked so much about how big Michael’s cock was?”

Oh god, she really had. She had, a lot. Come to think of it, Diana was the reason Paige knew so many girls wanted to fuck Michael.

Wow. They had really manipulated Paige.

That was hot, though Paige. Really hot. Taking the time to corrupt her teen mind.

Michael tugged his wife's hair. “Diana, stop teasing the poor girl. Get her on the bed and lick her pussy.”

Diana nodded obediently. “Yes, Sir.” She turned to Paige. “This is going to be wonderful, dear. Don’t worry.”

Diana led Paige up onto the bed gently.

“This will be fine,” she reassured her again. “You’ll love this.”

For a few moments, Paige was just plain scared. Diana delivered a trail of hot little kisses down her naked torso and then slipped her panties all the way off.

And then, Diana’s tongue...Diana’s tongue!

Oh god, Diana’s tongue! Diana’s hot tongue, sliding up and around and on her clit, sending hot jolts of electric joy to every part of her body. This hot young eighteen year old was getting the pussy-licking of a lifetime from her best friend's mom, with her best friend's dad watching! She couldn't get over how naughty and taboo the situation was.

And just when she thought it couldn't get any hotter,  Michael, an enterprising soul, pushed his cock deep into Paige’s mouth.

With her on the bed, he could straddle her face and fuck her face at his leisure. She loved it—the thick shaft of his enormous cock making her mouth his home. It was so fucking hot. He fucked her face hard, harder, harder
, his cock becoming thicker and more swollen all the time.

Ohhh my god, thought Paige. I’mmm gonna cumm. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonnna oh my god Diana! Michael! So hot! Soooo hottt!

Her body trembled wildly with her second orgasm of the night, kept in place only by the overwhelming might of Michael’s cock in her throat. Diana calmly and patiently continued to lick Paige's pussy, gently applying less and less pleasure as Paige bucked with bliss.

“Oh, good girl,” Diana moaned, breathing hard and sliding up away from Paige's crotch. “That was sooo hot. You're so good at cumming for us.”

Michael slipped his cock out of Paige's mouth. It was rock hard, again.

“She sure is,” he agreed.

“There’s just one last thing,” said Diana, sliding up near Paige's face.

Looking up at Michael, Diana started stroking his huge cock with one dainty hand.

“Our Sir still deserves to have one more good cum. And you...” she licked the side of Paige’s face. “You need to have your cherry broken.”

Paige, her mind feeling as fucked as her face had been, whimpered hotly. She nodded.

“Yes, please.”

Sliding out of Diana's grip, Michael slapped Paige's face with his cock again.

“Please what, slut?”

“Please...fuck me, Sir. Please take my virginity. Make it yours. Make me
 yours. Please? Please, Sir?”

He nodded. “Good girl.”

With Diana watching and fingering her hot cunt, Michael’s entered Paige's pussy at last. His enormous length slipped inside of her, inch by glorious inch. Shoving in, not caring, not slowing—taking no prisoners—just breaking through every part of Paige and filling her up with more meat than she had ever thought possible.

“Oh god,” moaned Diana. “It's sooo hot to watch you fuck someone else, baby.”

“Good girl,” said Michael. “Good girls. Both of you.”

“Mmmph,” Diana moaned again. “Fuck her, please? Fuck her harder
. I want to watch
 you fuck this teen slut.”

“Yes!” Paige nodded, entranced with Michael's hot body. “Fuck me, please! Fuck me harder!”

Complying ably, Michael grabbed Paige's ass cheeks with firm hands and plowed into her cunt, quickly thrusting in and out with no mercy. Paige felt her entire world being destroyed and created every time he pushed inside of her.

Diana was getting so excited—clearly, she could see that Michael was close to the edge. Her face had taken on an image of almost religious zeal.

“Cum in her, darling! Cum in this hot teen bitch!”

“Oh my god!” Paige cried. “Pull out! I'm not on birth control!”

She wanted him to fuck her, but to cum inside of her? That was how babies got made!

Michael gripped her throat. “I'm not gonna pull out, girl. I own your pussy now. And I'm going to mark you.” His thrusts increased in intensity even more. “And if you want me to fuck you again, you're going to let me fill you up.”

“Do it, Paige,” Diana cooed, her voice hoarse. “Ask for his seed!”

Paige's lust-ridden mind could form no substitute words. He was fucking her so very hard...she knew that she should protest more, but it all felt so good and hot and naughty. She just wanted them to want her. She knew she needed
 him to fuck her again. This would never be enough—she could never have enough of Michael's cock!

“Your seed, oh my god! Give it to me!”

Diana moaned in Paige's ear, tweaking her nipples hard. “He's gonna get you pregnant, baby!”

Paige's body convulsed, an orgasm spiraling through her body just from the very thought.

“That's right, you good girl slut. I'm going to make you my pregnant fuckslut whore. How do you like that?”

“Yes, please!” Paige cried.

Grunting and biting her shoulder, Michael came once more, filling up Paige's hot teen pussy with an enormous, pussy-filling creampie. Its hot, oozy warmth filled every part of her pussy, leaking out onto the shaft of his big cock and onto the sheets as well.

With Diana kissing her neck and Michael still playfully gnawing at her shoulder, Paige felt she had died and gone to heaven. There was just no way she wasn't pregnant. She was sure of it.

Everyone got up out of the bed.

“Now,” said Diana, swatting Paige playfully on the ass. “You need to grab a shower before Becky gets home.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Diana giggled and kissed Michael. “Did you hear that? She called me ‘ma’am.’ I feel so mature.”

In the shower, the two babes made out gently, coming down from the intense high of their night of pleasure. Their legs intertwined, their long manes of wet, sexy hair sliding into one another.

Diana moaned over and over in her ear how happy she was that Paige was going to carry their child.

“You'll do it, won't you baby? You'll get so fucking pregnant from him? We'll never stop fucking you if you let him.”

Her body still floating, Paige could only say yes. She didn't know how to say no anymore. She didn't even know how to want to say no anymore.

Outside of the shower, they dried each other off. Paige got dressed quickly—Becky would surely be coming home soon.

Michael was waiting near the front door for Paige. He pulled her in tight for a hot, sensual kiss, grabbing her young, sexy ass hard.

“Be a good girl, and don’t mention this to anyone,” said Michael, “and there’ll be no limit to how much pleasure I can give you. Your reward for having my child will be unlimited access to my cock, just like a good girl like you deserves.”

Paige whimpered hotly and nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Walking home, just narrowly avoiding the headlights of Becky's car, all she could think was how lucky she was to be able to say that—to say “Yes, Sir” to someone—and mean it absolutely.
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IN THE CORPORATE BOARD
 room, one big, handsome man pulled my hair. Another slapped me on my ass. Still another tugged at my tight dress, fingers sliding over my heavy bust. They all jeered and laughed, cheering me on as I approached the table. They each knew exactly what they were going to do to my body; they all knew exactly what I was made for.

They were going to use me in every way they could possibly imagine, and I was going to cheer them on as they did it.

Even with how excited I was (or maybe because of how excited I was), I could hardly believe I was in this situation.

I was about to get a job, after months of searching and trying. Months of nearly starving myself and feeling completely hopeless.

And the way I was going to get that job was by having a room full of businessmen in sharp, hot suits drill my busty, beautiful body.

They all surrounded me—tall and handsome. The kind of businessmen you see on magazine covers. Rugged five o’clock shadows. They filled out their suits well. A few started taking off their jackets, revealing their sexy muscles beneath the thin cloth of their crisp, white shirts. Most of them were older than me, but some of them were around my age, in their twenties. They all eyed my curves and long red hair lasciviously.

Soon, with them cheering me on and with me smiling every step of the way, I climbed onto the board room table and spread my limbs out. I put myself on display willingly. I wanted them to look at my body. I wanted them to enjoy me.

Two men, burly and smelling of thick, musky lust, held me down with strong hands on my legs and arms, but they didn’t need to.

I wanted this.

I had wanted this all along.

I’ll do anything for a job.

The first man approached. He was tall, his frame bulky underneath the tight confines of his suit. Slowly, he lowered his pants, keeping his shirt and suit jacket on. I moaned with anticipation. I wanted him so badly. The area between my thighs was absolutely soaking.

He could do anything to me. They all could. I’d go along with all of it. And I’d be lying if I said I wanted it just
 because I needed the job they would give me. I wanted it because I wanted them
. I wanted all of them inside me. I wanted that as soon as possible.

But, perhaps I should back up.

After all, it was no easy road to get here. I had to come around to the correct mode of thinking. I had to learn what a sexual dynamo I truly am, and that was no easy journey.
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE
, I stood at the grocery store, counting out my food stamps and comparing their total to the total of food in my cart. You started to get good at this sort of math after a while. I could calculate the cost of a whole cart just by eyeballing it, though I often decided not to until after I had already picked up the food I wanted. I’d been doing buying groceries for the better part of a year, ever since I lost my first job out of college.

The message from the tally was clear—I didn't have enough. Sighing, I put a few cans of soup back on the shelf and then rolled over to the produce aisle, putting up the bananas and sweet potatoes that I bought. Also the apples, oranges, and tomatoes. And then, sighing deeply, the little plastic container of figs. I had been looking forward to those. I don’t know why I did this to myself. I hadn’t been able to eat proper food for months.

This week, I realized with slow resignation, it would have to be all noodles again.

Noodles are good because they keep in the fridge for a good long while. When I made pasta, that pasta became what I ate for the next seven days almost without exception. The only time I ate something else was if maybe I got dragged out to a restaurant with some friends and was forced to make eating decisions. I didn’t want them thinking I’m anorexic, after all.

Not that my frame would have ever suggested that sort of thing anyway. Somehow, even with eating as little as I did, my form had stayed busty and curvaceous. Genetics were to blame, I suppose.

Any sort of financial obligation made all the stress alarms go off in my head; klaxons firing on all cylinders as they raised my heart rate and twist up my stomach. I hadn’t had a job for nearly six months. I had been looking, believe me, but nothing had caught yet. I did some stuff for extra cash—lawn care around my neighborhood, babysitting, dog sitting, that sort of thing. People who knew me tried to help out with these odd jobs, but they’re all suffering too and didn't have that much to offer. Besides, the way I'd been raised, I felt like there was only much you could depend on your neighbors before you started feeling awash with shame.

It was the middle of the day. At the check-out line, people cast me dirty looks because I was paying mostly with food stamps.  Women wearing expensive leather coats who have their whole lives paid for by their husbands working downtown. I cast them a dirty look right back. If I could pay with cash I earned, don’t you think I’d do it?

A few men gave me longer, more appreciative glances; I was dressed up nice for my interview later. I was well used to glances from men—they loved my bust, and I had a pretty face and a healthy mane of red hair on top of that. I drew eyes, basically, even if I wasn’t some actress-thin modelesque beauty.

It was just too bad I couldn’t ever do
 anything about the way men looked at me to take advantage and have a little fun. Or women. I’d be happy with either, to be honest. But I’ve been so busy and consumed with trying to make my life work for me for the last three or four years that the only time I’ve had to think about sex is when I slip into bed and need to masturbate before falling asleep.

Mostly, that did the trick for me, and sated my desires. Mostly. One can’t help but want a little more real interaction with the opposite sex if you’re someone like me.

When I get focused on sex, it's all
 I focus on. So, no matter how much I really wanted it, I knew I didn't have room for it in my life.

After the grocery store, I caught a ride on the bus. I made a quick stop into my mother’s house, where I live, to drop off the groceries. Mom was sick. She had been sick for almost as long as I had been out of college. I missed a lot of days at work, when I had work, because I had to take her to the hospital so much. There have been times since then where I wanted to take her back to the hospital—she got these fits where she just wouldn’t stop coughing—but we just couldn’t afford it. Now, if those fits happen, I have to sit by her bed, trying to calm her sick, cough-wracked body and wonder if she would live through the day or not.

She was still well within working age; just fifty years old, she had me when she was twenty-eight. But her illness didn’t let her work. She couldn’t stand up for very long and she couldn’t talk very easily. Everything made her go out of breath. When I came home to drop off the groceries, I didn’t even look at her. I knew it would just make me cry.

It’s difficult being poor. Probably you know this already, or if you don’t know it, then you understand it as a matter of course.

But it really is hard. No one would choose to live this way. It was just something that fell in our laps. Circumstances. I was willing to work as hard as anyone, we both were, but society wasn’t giving us a lot of help up on our feet.

I came out of college with a liberal arts degree and a mountain of debt, expecting to set the world on fire with my new novel. It was a sexy, fun rendition of those action movies that take place in big tall buildings, except that instead, it took place underground. It examined gender and race and class and all the things I’m really interested in. I thought publishers would love it.

I couldn’t even get an agent to take a look at it, though. I sent out queries every day to no avail.

In the meantime, I had an internship during college that turned into a full-time job. But then, the economy got worse and there were layoffs. My company had to pull one of those “last one in, first one out” maneuvers, and I was sent packing after a few beautiful months of a real paycheck.

It broke my pride near in half to go on food stamps and unemployment. But I didn’t have a choice. There was no one in my family except for my mom and myself. No one was hiring for the type of work I was good at: research, social media, writing. I thought maybe I could get something as a technical writer, cranking out manuals and that sort of thing, but so far there was nothing.

The recent cuts to food stamps meant I couldn’t feed myself and my mother both three times a day. So, that meant either my sick mother got food, or I did. Now, I know probably some of you might think, “Screw it. She’s sick anyway. Take what you can for yourself.” My mother would agree with you, but her own opinion of her self-worth wasn’t to be trusted (like, I suspect, most people’s). She wanted me to feed myself. She thought I was more important than her. She’s a good mother like that.

But I’m a good daughter. So, my mother got three meals a day. I got one. This was how it had been for the last six months.

I know the other thing you’re saying—“Lots of places are hiring! Get a waitressing job! Go work at an oil field in North Dakota! Send that money home!”

All right, well, first of all, I wasn't leaving my sick mother by herself while I moved somewhere. I also wasn't moving her anywhere—the doctors were very specific about not doing that.

Secondly, the problem with getting a job at a place like a restaurant or a clerk’s job (such as at a grocery store) was that, while those jobs pay money, in my poor area of the country, they didn’t actually pay enough to cover essentials most of the time. So, if I did
 want a job like that to cover essentials, then I would have to have been working at these low wages at somewhere around eighty hours a week, which—you guessed it—didn’t leave much time available to find a job that suited my skill set. More than that, none of those jobs were exactly willing
 to pay me for eighty hours a week, which meant I’d have to get about four jobs and then do the magic Houdini juggling act of trying to schedule them all around each other. When most part-time jobs want you to work exclusively in the evenings and weekends, that was no easy feat.

I was delighted to work anywhere, but I wanted to do it for a decent wage. If I was working eighty hours a week for four jobs that barely make a dent in my bills and allow no room for upward mobility, what was the use in killing myself? I was all for paying my dues, but I preferred to do it in a place that would put dividends on the dues and not more debt.

That sure is a lot of whining, huh? I just wanted to give you the lay of the land.

I wanted to show you what I wanted to change. Because today was going to be different.

Today, I had a job interview.

Today, I was going to change my life for the better.
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I ARRIVED AT THE TALL
 Constant Enterprises building at two-thirty sharp, ready for my three o’clock appointment.

The interview was for a sort of hybrid receptionist position. A lot of my duties would revolve around the standard receptionist fare—answering phones, filing papers, that sort of thing. But I would also be expected to maneuver my way into the social media workings of the corporation and learn the ropes of that while I got my feet planted in the business world. Over time, if they hired me, they would want me to take more and more responsibility for the social media end of things—writing blogs, sending out tweets, managing pictures, that sort of thing—and less and less responsibility for the receptionist-type duties. With my liberal arts degree, and having grown up almost entirely on the internet, it seemed like the sort of “in” that I had been waiting for. I was ready to give this job my all.

I just didn’t have any idea how much of my “all” they really wanted from me.

The building was nearly a hundred stories tall. I landed on the fifty-second story. The walls were gold and black, the floors sharp, shiny tile. I approached an enormous desk, at which a lovely young dark-haired secretary worked. Her hair was long and shiny, tumbling in a mass down one side.

“Sign in here, please.”

She handed me a sign-in form. Her fingernails were neatly manicured. I held in the urge to compliment her on the work. I wanted to stay professional. There was a part of me, though, that loved to revel in little joys like that—basking in the ways that women made ourselves more attractive to men.

I hadn’t been laid in so, so long. Years, in fact. I didn’t have time for it. There was too much pressure to be a success.

“Shannon Brook?” she asked. “Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Are you familiar with the interview process at Constant Enterprises?” I shook my head, but she was already continuing. “It’s a three-stage process. In the room there,” she pointed to a pair of enormous red double-doors, “is our office manager. It’s her job to screen people. The second interview will be with the general manager of the hiring office. If you pass that stage, the final interview will be by committee.”

“Committee?”

“Yes. A group of our board members.” She leaned in, voice lowering. “We take every pain to ensure that the people we hire are...compatible with our line of thinking here at Constant Enterprises. We are not for everyone.”

“I understand.”

I didn’t understand, but, whatever. I knew that I had to impress the person beyond that door. That was a simple enough concept to wrap my head around.

“You can have a seat over there with the others,” she said, pointing.

“Others?”

I followed the line her pretty nails created, seeing the other applicants waiting. All women. I was surprised—over the email acceptance of my resume for an interview, I had been given the impression that they were rather impressed with what I had to offer. I had flickers of hope that it was a sure thing.

The competition didn’t matter, I decided. I would get this job no matter what. I sat down at the edge of a row of plush, blue chairs. I sat up straight, good posture. I could not afford to let up for a single moment.

In the line in front of me were four women. They were, I could not help but notice, all exceptionally beautiful, and each in different ways. One was tiny and frail and blonde, like a beautiful fairy. Another was leggy and brunette, and another was exotically lovely—Eastern European or maybe Middle-Eastern, I couldn’t tell exactly. The last was a Latina, with the biggest bust in the lot except for my own.

In front of all these women, I could not help but consider my own appearance.

I had worn for the interview what I considered to be a rather smart little outfit: a blue dress with a big looping black belt, and a black sweater over that. Conservative and stylish at the same time. It did not contain my figure, because my sensational figure is sort of uncontainable by anything less than a garbage can. Even then, I think I’d leave two big boob-sized impressions in the metal. Yes, I’m voluptuous. I have real hips, and real breasts (very, very real 44DD breasts), and long red hair. I get hit on constantly because guys say I look “fun in the sack.”

I am, I always think. I really am.

But I don’t have time for sex.

Looking at those women, though, certain things started to click for me. We had been asked to send in a full body photo with our application. I didn’t really think too much of it at the time because, well, I was desperate for any job in my field whatsoever. If they wanted a photo, a photo they would have!

But now that I had seen the field of applicants, I began to get suspicious. They had a sexy fairy, a sexy supermodel-type, a sexy exotic femme fatale type, a sexy Latina type...and I suppose I was the sexy curvy type?

I had to admit that I fit the bill. I mean, I don’t want to brag, but I know what my appeal is when it comes to sex. I look like a hot fertility goddess, complete with fiery-red hair. You can imagine me with armor on, fighting alongside vikings or something.

I don’t know what it is that men fantasize about, exactly. I just know that when they do? It usually involves a bust like mine. I had tits
. These tits were not comfortable being called “breasts.” They were big fat titties made to be squeezed and adored.

And it had been a long, long time since that had been the case.

I tried to take my mind off it—I needed a job, not a lay. At least, in the way that anybody doesn’t not need a lay now and then.

I watched, then, as the first woman entered—the blonde. She was inside for fifteen minutes. I waited patiently, counting the seconds on the nearby wall clock. I didn't take out my phone for fear of reprimand. When those fifteen minutes were up, the blonde came out crying. Her face red, her eyes streaming with tears.

The Latina and I exchanged glances—what the hell was happening? The model-type sent us a worried look—she was next. The femme fatale just straightened up, smiling coldly at the crying girl. Everything about her, the femme fatale, read “bitch.”

“Is everything all right?” I asked the blonde.

She was inconsolable. She left without another word, crying all the way.

I stood up and walked over to the secretary. “Is she all right? Should you call someone?”

The secretary smiled and shook her head. “Everything is in order. If there was a problem, I would know about it.”

Apparently, a woman reduced to a crying mes wasn’t a problem? Good to know.

The model-type went in, while the Latina and I waited with baited breath. The femme fatale looked bored, scrolling through fashion photos on her phone.

After fifteen minutes, the model-type came out completely devastated. She was crying even worse than the first girl! She stopped for a few minutes next to the door, huddled in a pile, looking like she was trying to hold herself together. She kept weeping.

“The hell?” said the Latina. “What are they doing
 in there?”

Again, we tried to ask the model-type what had happened, but just like the blonde, she soldiered through our questions without answering and stormed into the elevator.

The femme fatale was next. I have to admit that at this point, I was getting rather scared. Everyone who went inside that room seemed to come out in pieces! What in the hell sort of interview process did they have going here?

Thirty minutes later, though, the femme fatale walked out with a satisfied, smug smile on her face. She strutted past us, clearly enjoying the way she looked.

“Good luck, girls,” said the femme fatale. “You’ll need it.”

Once again, I exchanged glances with the Latina.

“What do you think is happening?” I asked the Latina.

“I’ve no idea.”

It was her turn, now. She pulled down the edges of her tight gray skirt and stopped for a moment in front of a framed painting, using the glass to check the buttons on her blouse and the arrangement of her thick dark hair.

I turned to the secretary again. “You can’t tell me anything
 about what’s happening in there?”

“I can tell you,” said the secretary, “that I passed the initial interview, and the two after it. I did it because I was found to be very compatible with what Constant Enterprises wants from its employees.”

Well, that was weird, ominous, and revealed practically nothing. I shouldn’t have even asked.

Finally, after twenty-five minutes (I counted), the big red double-doors opened once more. The Latina exited quick, hurrying past me. She was not crying, but she looked completely ashamed. Her body was all defense—shoulders hunched in, arms drawn across her chest, her chin tilted down.

What could be happening in that room, I thought, that was creating all these strange effects? The Latina was a natural beauty, and seemed to ooze confidence when I had sat next to her. I couldn’t imagine what might make a woman like that react in this way.

I thought perhaps it was possible that all the women were being humiliated somehow, and so my thoughts immediately went to appearances—as that’s so common an outlet to make women feel bad about themselves. But the girls in front of me were all knock outs. And the femme fatale, while beautiful, certainly wasn’t that much more beautiful than the other three (if indeed she was more beautiful at all). But my initial suspicion, the one I could not get rid of, was that as soon as I entered, I would be subjected to a group of men passing judgment on my appearance.

These suspicions were allayed as soon as I stepped into the room. It was dark, mostly, with a circle of light around a gorgeous young woman sitting in a chair. Her long, perfect legs were crossed dramatically. Across from her was another chair.

“Sit,” she said. Her voice was clear and melodious, even in that simple word.

She was, I think, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Even more beautiful than the model-type. Even sexier than the femme fatale. Nearly as busty as I was. Her tiny business suit skirt covered almost none of her legs, showing off the easy, clear waxed shine of her skin. An elegant emerald pendant sat in the substantial curves of her tits, drawing the eye. She was incredibly fit; she looked like the kind of woman who could run on a marathon as a warm-up to her real workout routine.

I’ve had sexual experiences with women before, so you know. Like I said already, I’m thoroughly bisexual. Men, women, I don’t care, so long as they’re attractive and fun in the sack. So, in front of a woman like this, I could not help but have all manner of hot, steamy thoughts instantly. I knew instantly it was a mistake not to finger my cunt before I got here, because mostly, all I could think about was burying my head between her legs, or her buried between my tits.

I sat down across from her. “Hello! Thanks so much for taking the time to speak with me. I—”

“Hello,” said the beauty, interrupting. “My name is Katya Nikolov. You may call me Katya. Still with me so far, idiot?”

That was sudden.

“I-I’m sorry?”

“Sorry? Sorry for what?”

“Well, I just, I don’t know that I heard you correctly. I thought you called me—”

She sighed audibly, rolling her eyes. “I can see already you’re going to be trouble.”

I frowned. “You’re the one who called me
 an idiot.”

“Aren’t you?”

“What?”

“Ah, deaf as well, I see. I suspected.”

“Excuse me, ma’am. I’m not an idiot. I mean, I’m no genius
, but I’m not—”

“And now you are giving me more reasons to not hire you. You’re not a genius, you say?”

“Who is?”

“Many of the people on our staff are. We here at Constant Enterprises are very exclusive.” She leaned forward. “Idiots don’t make the cut.”

“Well I...I mean, again, I’m not an idiot
...”

“It says right here that you’re unemployed.”

“That’s right.”

“There you are. Idiot. For someone with your resume, you must be supremely stupid not to have a job already. There’s no other explanation for it.”

“There’s plenty of explanation! The economy is...it’s in shambles, and I just—”

“Really? I got a job with the economy the way it is. Are you suggesting I somehow don’t have a job?”

It really was grating. Here was this absolutely perfect beauty berating me and telling me I wasn’t good enough. From most women—most people, even—I wouldn’t take it. But there is something particular and biting when it’s a beautiful person telling you that you’re not good enough. And not just beautiful, but really? Absolutely flawless. The more I looked at her, the more turned on I felt. And the more turned on I felt, the more I looked at her. Her cheekbones cut like glass. Her eyes were large and green; her legs looked positively glowing from the light. All of her skin did. Passing thoughts of kissing her body, of pinning her down, did not actually pass like they were supposed to. They ported in the storm of my mind, decided to enjoy a little shore leave in my erogenous zones.

I thought it might be best to try a different track. “I have...I have lots of references. A solid resume.”

“Everyone has lots of references and a solid resume these days. Anything else?”

“I’m...I’m a hard worker. I’ll do anything. I’m really happy to do whatever. I have a positive attitude. I—”

“You’re boring. This is boring. All these generalizations. ‘I'll do anything.' 'Happy to do whatever
.’” She sneered. It was a beautiful, terrible, beautiful
 sight to behold. “Don’t you have any specifics?”

“I am...” I was stuttering now, so nervous. “I have, um, I mean, my resume states that—”

“Yes. Yes, I read that.” She shook her head, sighing. She tossed all the papers on her lap across the room. “Done with that. Done with you, too,” she said. “You are boring and insipid, and not much to look at, besides. I think this meeting is done. After so many interviews today, I am tired.”

I didn’t know what else to do. I dropped to my knees in front of Katya. I put my face against her feet. She wore designer leather heels.

“Please,” I said. “Please, please. I need this job. Please.”

“Please, yourself.” She turned her head. “You are making a display of yourself. I pity you.”

But in her eyes, what I saw wasn’t pity. She didn’t feel bad for me.

No.

She was turned on
 by me.

This beauty—this impossible beauty, she wanted
 me. My confidence rose three hundred percent when I realized that. She was turned on by the thought of me touching her, of me pressing my face against her body, of the action of me begging
 her for something.

It had all been an act. I was here because I met certain standards—my resume was good enough, and I was pretty enough, like the other girls were. And now, with Katya, I had to be tested emotionally. I had to have a certain confidence level.

I had to, I was almost certain now, had to have a certain level of sexuality that I was willing to explore with her.

I slipped one hand on her leg, casually lifting it up. I knelt in front of her, showing off my tits now.

“What if I really would do anything?” I asked.

“Don’t you remember,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “that I asked you for specifics?”

“What if I licked your pussy?” I asked.

Her eyes gave me all the answer I needed.

I rose up and kissed her. She did not resist in the slightest; in fact, she pulled me forward, moaning as she slipped deeper off the chair. My fingers slipped up those gorgeous waxed legs and found easy, hot entrance into her sacred middle. Her folds parted easily, so wet and hot.

“Oh yesss,” she moaned. “That’s good. That’s sooo good. The other girls...they didn’t know to touch me first.”

“I’ve had practice.” I kissed her neck. “Lots and lots.”

Soon, we were on the floor, making out madly while my fingers remained buried in her cunt. My thumb pressed hard against the silk of her panties against the bud of her clit. Moaning, she pushed her panties down—they were already wet, I noticed, from the way the other girls had attended to her. Her pussy was bare and smooth, just like her legs. She was like a hot sex doll. I let my lips trail along the sexy structure of her jaw, moaning as I kissed and worked my mouth along that hot line.

“You said you were going to lick me.” She grabbed my face. “Now, lick me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I slipped my head down between her legs, hiking her skirt up around her tiny waist. She ripped her panties down. Soon, my tongue was buried against her clit, flicking softly and urgently.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “That’s good! That’s so good!”

I moaned in return, the rate of my flicking picking up slowly. My own pussy was on fire as I continued to lick and kiss her precious little bud. I loved licking pussy—loved it
. I loved especially licking the pussy of a beauty like this. I knew the most important aspect of licking pussy was consistency—don't change the pattern when it starts to work.

She seemed to like it a little slow and a little firm.

“Oh yes.” Her hands ran through my hair. “Oh, yes, yes. So good. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh fuck, I'm so close. Your tits...I loved looking at your tits...”

Encouraged by this, I adjusted myself slightly, pushing my tits against her bare leg as I kept licking. To up the ante even more, I slid my fingers inside her pussy and pushed up against her g-spot.

“Oh fuck!” she cried. “Too much! That's so good! I'm going to...oh fuck!”

Her legs wrapped hard around my head and she bucked up and down on the floor. Crying and moaning loud, she came. My head was enveloped with her scent, her thighs, her skin. It was wonderful. Eventually, she let me slid upward and we curled into the arms of one another.

We rested for a few minutes, breathing and laying next to one another. Finally, though, she stood up, straightening herself out.

“I’ll have to confer with my colleagues,” she said, “but you should expect a call later today.”

“That’s so wonderful!” I said brightly, still getting up off the floor. “Thank you!”

It felt terrific, knowing I had the route to the second interview pretty much in the bag.

But even better than that was finally having sex again. My mind felt on fire, fueled by logs of lust that I had forgotten it had. And now that I remembered...it was not going to be a fire easily put out.

[image: ]



I TOOK THE BUS HOME
, my mind still flying with lust. Maybe I was able to get Katya off, but I certainly was still brimming over with arousal myself. I wondered if it would be possible for me to stick my fingers up my dress in some clandestine way while I was still on the bus. There were men all around, looking at me: my flushed skin, the sweaty, hot sheen to my breasts, the thick tangle of my red hair roping around my neck and back.

If I slipped my bag in front of my dress, and maneuvered my hand down just so, I might be able to use the natural vibrations of the bus to carry myself along. Oh yes, if I just...just touched myself like that...

Before I was able to think about it too much and work my way through the problem, though, the bus stopped. I had arrived home.

I stepped out onto the street, enjoying for a moment the cool air sweeping over my body. It calmed me down. I felt like I had returned from a dream, no longer dreaming solely of sex.

The house I lived in, my mother’s house, was a small one-story. It had about thirteen hundred square feet to it. It was enough room for the two of us, but not so much room that we felt comfortable. Always, I wanted more space. Over the past several months, I had continued to add more and more bookshelves to the walls in an attempt to fabricate more living space for the parts of me that weren’t contained in books and trinkets. So, now, all the walls were covered with shelves and books and knick-knacks and various clutter picked up over the course of several months and several years, trying to keep the floors clear for walking.

The house opened to a large living area where we kept the television and a small desk for me to write at; then there was the kitchen and a bathroom, a few hallway closets, and in the very back were my bedroom and then my mother’s right next to that.

Room, but not enough room, you see? There was a backyard. It was small and harangued by weeds and rodents. I think there was a rat’s nest underneath the old doghouse. We hadn’t had a dog in more than ten years.

My mother was in bed in the back of the house. She was always in bed. She was always in bed because she was terribly sick and there’s nothing I can do about it without money.

I know I've said it already; but I must say it again. It was always on my mind.

I needed that job. I needed it more than anything. My mother needed it.

I would do anything for it.

“Hello, Mom,” I called cheerfully through the hallway, approaching her room.

I always had to be cheerful with her. It was difficult. She was always in a terrible mood because of her sickness; I felt burdensome if I ever revealed problems of my own. Even so, she was not stupid. She knew I had problems. I think she sometimes got angry because I denied having any sort of problem at all.

“Hello, dear. How was the interview?”

Of course, I couldn’t tell her how it really
 went. “It was lovely. I think it went very well.”

“You’re just saying that. You want me to feel hopeful. You said that about those others.”

“No, Mom. I really think it was good.”

I could see she wanted to say more, but held her tongue because she could feel her throat itching. She had learned not to speak when her body said not to. If she started to cough even a little, it might take hours to end.

“I’ll get you some water,” I said.

As I filled her cup, my phone began to ring.

“Hello?”

“Miss Brook? Shannon?”

“Speaking.”

It was difficult, juggling a phone and a cup of water through the narrow confines of our hallways, but I managed to do it.

“Yes, this is Katya?”

“Oh. Oh, hello!”

“I just wanted to let you know that you’ve been confirmed for the next round of interviews. Come back tomorrow at eleven. How does that sound?”

“That sounds terrific. Thank you so much!”

“Of course, darling. I’ll see you soon. Bye bye, now.”

My mother sipped at the water I had given her.

“There, you see?” I said. “Interview tomorrow.”

Her voice was a small croak. “That’s very nice, dear.”

I felt like gloating a bit more, but she wasn't up for it, I could tell. I left her alone to go to my room—I had to pick out something hot to wear. So, I starting going through my closet.

I was not going to fool myself by believing that what I had gone through with Katya was somehow an anomaly. I wanted to be prepared for fucking whoever I needed to tomorrow.

If I had to sleep with Katya again, so be it.

If I had to slide between her legs again, spreading apart her delicate thighs, and bury my face in her hot little snatch to lap my tongue against her rosebud clit...so be it.

At any rate, I knew I had work to do. It wasn’t enough to be confident. My outfit had to advertise exactly how much I was willing to do, how far I was willing to go. I needed my tits on display; I needed my hair to look perfect; I needed my legs to be decorated. Everything had to be sexy and hot.

My outfit had to be eye-catching. It had to be fetching. It had to be goddamn dynamite.

Next door, my mother started coughing again. The water hadn’t helped much, apparently. Her sick coughs filled the house.

I needed to get this job no matter what.
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AGAIN, I ARRIVED THIRTY
 minutes early for the job. I had to put on a good show.

I certainly felt like I was. After spending all night obsessing over my appearance and what I was going to wear, I think I landed on exactly the right compromise.

You see, I knew I had to look hot—that went without saying. I had to look hot
. I had to make everyone who saw me, want me. But...on the other hand, what if Constant Enterprises truly wanted to have an interview all of a sudden? What if it was just Katya who was corrupt and working the impenetrable system of interviewing to her advantage?

Or, even if they did
 want someone who would give it up...what if they didn’t want women walking around their office who looked like complete and total prostitutes all day long? Constant Enterprises was a corporation, after all. There had to be some standards. People got work done
 at this place, after all. If they wanted whores, they could just hire out some whores.

So, I used my memory of Katya as my example. I wore a tight cream business suit with dark, smoky stockings. My heels were the most expensive pair I had—calf leather with four-inch spike heels and blood red bottoms. On top, I was a little more subtle, though with a bust like mine, a woman can only be so
 subtle. My jacket barely was able to button across the expanse of my tits, and my silk blouse, while buttoned all the way up, strained to keep shut. Shiny earrings and a matching tight necklace choking my neck completed the look.

The office I arrived at was on the seventy-fifth floor.

As I stepped out of the elevator, the Latina was stepping on. She was dressed similarly to yesterday—tight business slacks and a fetching, classy sweater.

“It’s all you,” she said to me, shaking her head. “I can’t handle what they want. I’m sorry. Good luck.”

I nodded with understanding, but said nothing. As soon as the elevator doors closed, I smiled broadly. I was all for less competition.

I walked across the office floor to Mister Jefferson’s office, guided by a friendly young receptionist around my own age. She, and indeed all of the women I saw, I noticed with some satisfaction, were dressed similarly to me. They were sharp, gorgeous, and stylishly dressed. Clearly they were there for decoration, but as I suspected, also they were getting work done.

I realized, of course, that if I were to get this job, I would be little more than a decoration. There was some part of me that was willing not to mind, so long as it meant I had an avenue in which to work upward.

And so that I had an avenue for more and more sex. Oh yes—that part of me had definitely woken up.

Finally, Mister Jefferson called me into his office. It was in the corner, with a wide window-view of the whole city. I could see that, even on this floor, the building was taller than most of the rest of the urban landscape.

Mister Jefferson approached, walking the lines of his office to greet me. He was a tall man, middle-aged. He was ruggedly handsome in the way that men his age can be—the lines on his face only added character. He had the makings of a dark beard around his jaw and chin, cut short but still fleshing out the width of his face in a manly way. His eyes, blue and piercing, ran over my elaborately sexy outfit as he took my hand and shook it.

I could tell immediately that he liked what he saw.

He looked like he worked out a lot. His skin was tan and weathered; I imagined him taking lots of time off to spend at islands. Maybe he owned one, I didn’t know. Constant Enterprises was one of the richest corporations in the world, and he was a high-ranking member of their establishment.

“You must be Shannon?”

I nodded. “That’s right, Sir.”

I had decided even before arriving that I was going to layer this man with compliments. Make him feel big, wanted, masculine, and hunky. It didn’t hurt that he was masculine and hunky, and I’m sure that I had already seen the makings of a very big and (on my part) very wanted bulge in his pants.

I was going to call him “Sir” constantly. I’d call him anything he wanted if it meant having a salary.

It struck me almost as odd, how much I immediately fantasized about sliding his cock into my body. But ultimately I knew that’s exactly what I would do if I had to. I had fucked Katya, after all, and fucking her got me here. Maybe fucking Mister Jefferson would get me even further.

We sat down—him behind his desk, and me at the chair in front of him. I took my time, elaborately leaning over so that he could get a nice view down my cleavage, and then crossing my legs slowly. He watched me—and I let him know I saw him doing so. He did not seem to mind.

“Very nice,” he said.

Obviously, he was referring to how I looked. “Thank you, Sir.”

I wanted him to compliment me; I wanted him to feel completely confident in knowing he could say anything at all to me, and I would appreciate him for it. I wanted him to think about holding me down on his cock until my eyes were running with tears, ruining my mascara, slapping my face and telling me to thank him for the privilege of sucking his corporate boss cock.

And I wanted him to think about how that’s exactly what I would do—thank him.

That was the only way I was going to get the job I needed.

“Katya told me that you and she had some...interesting discussion, yesterday.”

“...did she?”

I have to admit, I was surprised. I thought even if Jefferson wanted to take advantage of me, the process would have to start from step zero. But if he already knew what Katya had done...

“Katya is my girlfriend. Last night, she discussed the nature of your ‘interview’ as she stroked me off and fed me my dinner.”

Oh my god. Oh my god! Oh shit!

The thought of Katya stroking this impressive businessman’s cock as she looked at him with adoring eyes, feeding him a steak dinner...maybe slurping up her own dinner from his cock when she was done...

That was so hot.

“Not to worry. No infidelities here.” He smiled. “We have a very...open relationship, if you catch my meaning. Anyone that we are able to pick up, we do. Especially me. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

I didn’t, but whatever! Not my place to judge their lifestyle.

“So, you must know that you aren’t the only one who has successfully impressed
 Katya. And, since you are the last person I am seeing today, I can already tell you that you won’t be the only person who has impressed
 me.”

As the Latina was out of the game, he must have been referring to the Femme Fatale.

Yes, I had started capitalizing the nickname. Until I learned her real name, that’s what would have to do.

I leaned forward, my tits crushing together fetchingly. “I have to tell you, Sir, that I just would do anything...anything at all, if it meant that you were impressed.
”

“Is that a fact?”

“Oh yes. It would mean so much to me to make a positive impression on a man like you. You’re soooo strong, and so powerful. Gosh, your girlfriend just sleeps with whoever, and lets you sleep with whoever...you must be so strong to make that happen.”

“Katya is a very beautiful woman.”

“That’s exactly my point, Sir.” I felt very confident now. “Certainly, she could land someone who would agree to only having sex with her. Probably someone rich, and probably someone rather powerful. And there you are, rich and powerful and still sleeping with whoever you want, including her. That must be some...equipment that you have.”

He smiled. My tactic was working.

“I like to think so.”

“I’d love
 to find out,” I said. “I’d love to...get a taste of what it is that she enjoys. She looks like she has such very fine taste, after all.”

His smile broadened. We were both of a similar mind. I tugged a bit at my blouse—little buttons popped open. My skin revealed its growing flush.

“I like you,” he said. “I think you’re laying it on a bit thick, but that’s all right. I don’t mind an ego boost.”

“I assure you, Sir, that I’m being as genuine as possible.”

“Well, even if you’re not, you’re a good actress, and that’s about as useful a skill in this office as any other. You would have to put up with a lot of men making a lot of comments about you. Asking you to do all sorts of things. And they’ll want you to be cheerful and eager about all of it.”

“That sounds delightful, Sir.”

“See? Now I like that attitude. ‘Delightful.’ Not ‘okay.’ No ‘sure’s from you. Delightful. I like that.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“I like that, too. You thought about that, didn’t you? Calling me ‘Sir.’ You thought about how I would like it.”

“I think strong, confident, capable men deserve to be called ‘Sir.’ I think they’ve earned it, Sir.”

“Yes. I have. What else would you call me, if I told you I deserved it?”

My whole body shivered with lust. “Anything you like...Sir.”

He sat up straight, adjusting himself. I heard his pants become unzipped. My heart fluttered fast. He was going to ask me to suck it.

No, he was going to command
 me. How perfect was that? How wonderful?

“Even with that good attitude, we’ve only got one spot open. Even if you did everything I said, that wouldn’t guarantee you’d get past the committee.”

“Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good. So, here’s the deal: suck my cock, and I’ll make sure that you get in front of that committee.”

“Suck you off?” I smiled, strutting forward and around his desk.

I could see his cock—already mostly erect. It was enormous and thick. It stood gloriously in front of him. God, is there anything hotter than the stiff cock of a stud in a suit? If there is, I haven’t seen it.

When I was in front of him, I sat down on his desk, running my heel up his leg. “Are you sure that’s all you want me to do? After all...I’ve got such...important references to show you.” I took his hand and ran it down my expansive curves. His face became heated. “And such an impressive
 resume...”

I wanted him to fuck me. I didn't even care that I wasn't on birth control, and that he probably didn't have condoms just stuffed in a drawer somewhere. I wanted his cock dumping his seed in my pussy.

“Start with doing what I said.” He pushed me down to my knees. “And then we can work on the rest.”

Face to face with his cock now, I shrugged, not fighting in the least. I wanted to show him how agreeable I could be.

“Of course, Sir. I’m so happy
 to do as you ask.”

I slipped a gentle hand around the smooth, long shaft of his cock, tugging at it gently.

His cock was so big. I got in front of it, running my hand up and down the length slowly. There was a distinct part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. The look of awe on my face—both from my actions and from his meat—must have shown on my face.

“You like my cock, huh?”

“Oh, yes Sir. So
 impressive, Sir.”

I ran my tongue up and down the shaft finally, still stroking him gentle and slow. He tasted so manly. Salty. Hard.

“It tastes so good, Sir,” I moaned. “Can’t I please suck it down my throat? I want to swallow your meat. I want to feel you filling up my belly, Sir. Please, Sir?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. Clearly happy with my enthusiasm. “Do it. Suck my cock, girl.”

Moaning, I let my mouth slide all the way around the head of his cock, and then deeper. My cocksucking skills, long dormant, were certainly coming into play now. Soon his cockhead was hitting the back of my throat, and then further down into my esophagus. I swallowed helpfully, using the extra suction to create a vacuum of warmth and wetness around his incredible shaft.

For several minutes, and I moved up and down like that, moaning vacuously, my mind emptying of all worries and cares. It was so wonderful just to forget myself and suck a big fat dick again.

Then, as my tits continually pressed up against his legs, I got an idea.

“May I feel your cock on my tits, Sir?” I asked desperately. “Please? You’re so fucking big. I bet you could fuck my tits and my mouth at the same time, Sir.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I arranged myself so that my big tits wrapped around his cock. His shaft was thoroughly lubricated now with my spit and his own precum. The shaft was so deliciously huge that even as I slurped up the top few inches of his cock, my huge DD tits could completely envelop the thick meat below. Talk about size!

The door clicked open. For a moment, I hesitated, but Jefferson pushed my head down hard on his cock. Obediently, I suckled still, licking at the edges of his cockhead. I heard the distinctive click of high heels.

“Oh wow,” said Katya. “She’s an inventive little slut, isn’t she?”

I was somewhat surprised to hear her voice, but not so much that I stopped. Over the sound of my sucking and titfucking, I heard her starting to kiss her boyfriend’s neck and ears.

She whispered in his ears. “Look at her, debasing herself for you. That’s what you deserve, Sir. She’s so fucking horny for you. Look at her twat. She’s leaking all over the floor. All because of your cock. God...I’m so jealous of her. Won’t you fucking cum in her mouth, baby? I want to watch. I want to see you blow a load in her mouth just like you did in that Eurotrash. Please, baby? Please?”

He was groaning. I could tell he was going to blow his load soon. Excited, I sucked him faster and harder.

“Please, Sir?” I gasped between hot, sucking licks and kisses. “Please give me that cum. Please load it inside me. Please unleash?”

“Oh yeah,” he grunted. “I'll give it to you. I'll show you...”

Twitching and spasming, his whole body jerked violently and his cock erupted into my mouth. Long, thick shoots of gooey white goodness landed down my throat and into my mouth, and finally, as I stroked him off, jetted all over my big fat titties.

For several minutes, I kept my mouth wrapped around his cock, cleaning him off nice and slow. I smeared his cum into my tits, making them shine. Obedient. Docile. He had to know that I would do anything at all that he said for this job.

When I finally let my mouth off of him, both he and Katya were looking at me with satisfaction. Katya looked especially turned on, kissing Jefferson’s ear and grinding her crotch against the back of his chair.

Jefferson smiled languidly. He certainly was having a good day.

“I’ll go ahead and tell you...you have the interview with the committee tomorrow. Noon.”

“Oh my goodness!” I said. “Thank you!”

“But...” He paused, letting Katya nibble at his ear.

“But what?”

“As I told you, there were a few other interviews today. One other made it through. You’re looking at some competition. So, dress to impress.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything
 you say, Sir.”

I left the office, thoroughly cum drunk, with lots of cock on my mind.
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I FELT A LITTLE ODD
 after sucking off Mr. Jefferson in the office. I took the bus again, still horribly turned on, and as I sat there daydreaming about what I had just been through and what I might be experiencing tomorrow, I allowed my fingers to drift down to my pussy once again. As I had already figured out the day before how to touch myself without being seen, I enacted that plan, placing my fingers just so, and then letting the natural vibrations of the bus do the rest.

Worthington Avenue was very bumpy. I enjoyed it a lot. I'm sure that my moans and pleasured hums could be heard above the engine of the bus, but at that point, I hardly cared. I could have been gang banged by the entire bus population, and it would have been fine by me.

But, as I said, I felt a little odd even with how aroused I was.

Not how you might think—I didn’t feel like a whore. Or at least, I didn’t feel ashamed
 like I imagine you might imagine, sitting there doing your dirty little imaginings.

Instead, I felt...well, happy
. It had been a long time since I’d sucked anyone’s cock. It’d be a long time since I had been able to have sex with a man at all. If doing it this way was all I could make work, then I was happy for the chance.

Because...well, here’s the thing. It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I really, really love sucking cock. It’s wonderful. I don’t know why the myth ever started that its degrading to women, or that women don’t like it.

I mean, obviously, I get it—a woman is on her knees pleasing a man. That’s natural supplication. But, god, it’s so much fucking fun
 to have a man fill your throat full of his cock. To slurp up all of his precious meat and show him how hot you can be by treating him like a god. Why would anyone ever complain? In some ways, it’s even better than normal penetrating sex (though, don’t get me wrong, nothing beats fantastic sex of that kind). But, me giving incredible head is much, much better than mediocre sex.

Here’s why: I’m in control, and I'm good
 at sucking cock.

If a blowjob is good or bad, that’s all on me. It doesn’t matter how good a lover the man is—he’s just there to be hard and to enjoy what I’m doing.

And um, if he takes control? If he starts fucking my mouth rotten, making tears stream down my face and treating my mouth like a cunt? Well, that’s excellent
 sex, in my opinion. So, as far as I’m concerned, there’s no way that blowjobs can go wrong.

I’ve alluded to this already, but it’s been a long, long while since I’ve had any sex at all. But there was a time when sex was basically all I existed for. In college, I went a little cock-crazy during my first couple of years. I think I had sex with a whole fraternity in the space of a month. It was fun, you know? There’s not quite as many activities in this world as fun as getting cock stuffed into your eager, needy, wet pussy on the regular. I was so lucky to find a group of guys who knew that’s what I was for.

I kept going back to the fraternity over and over. Phi Kappa Theta. They knew just how to treat me—from the Seniors to the Freshmen, all of them knew that I was simply theirs for the taking.

They used me however they wanted. They held “Shannon Nights” before big tests in which they would all wait in their bedrooms for me to sneak in and suck them off to relieve their stress. When their girlfriends found out, a lot of the boys let the relationships end rather than agreeing to stop fucking me.

I loved it. I loved the status; I loved the thrills; I loved everything about being their personal sextoy.

But my grades started suffering right away. I had to pull back—and in my determination to make  all of college work, I went completely cold turkey on sex. Luckily, the guys all understood. Apparently, they spent so much time jerking off to photos and videos of me and actually fucking me that their own grades had started to suffer as well.

So, all good things had to end. No more sex, no more fun times. From then on, it was all success-driven, business-minded, academic-thinking ventures for me. I worked terribly hard on my novel and completed it in just under a year. Maybe some people can make it work: balancing work and play. For me, though, it seems like it’s one or the other.

And now that I was trying to get more work through lots of fun play...I think my body started to remember all the fun that I could have.

The bus stopped right as I was in the middle of a particularly nice fantasy about a crowd of knife-wielding men cornering me in an alley—I had arrived at the corner store where my pharmacy was located. My mother needed medicine.

I strutted in, still flying high on lust. I hadn’t quite cum in the bus, but I had gotten awfully close.

In the back, at the pharmacist’s desk, I noticed he was alone.

“Everyone out to lunch?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “Two are out sick. The flu. Have you gotten your shot?”

I had, and told him so.

He was a handsome man, an older man. Sort of like Mister Jefferson, except where Jefferson was broad and rugged, the pharmacist, Doctor Taylor, was tall and wiry. He wore thin wire-frame glasses that highlighted how dark his eyes were. At this point, I had known him for quite a few months. I was in at least twice a month for refills.

After gathering my pills, he rang up my total. My eyes shot up—it was much, much more than I had money for.

“The cost...” I said, with some disbelief. “Has it gone up?”

“Yes,” he said. “A few shipments were lost, and supply has gone down. So, cost went up. And your insurance...they don’t want to cover it anymore. You may be able to appeal, get some recompense, but, you know how these things go.”

I did know how these things go. My lust-addled mind flew into action. I could do something about this. I could do some very, very naughty things about this.

I bit one plush lip, trying to grab his attention. “Can I talk with you in private?”

He smiled, friendly. “Miss Brook, I don’t know that—”

“Please?” I leaned forward and grabbed his arm. My cleavage—still shiny with Jefferson’s cum—showed proudly.

“I just want to speak with you really quickly. I have something I’d like to tell you in confidence. Away from any prying eyes.”

“Um...” he coughed. “Very well. Certainly. Sure.”

He walked around to the side door and led me to the back of the pharmacy, between tall rows of drugs. Lucky for me, he placed himself with his back to the wall—all the better for my purposes.

“It’s just...Doctor Taylor, I know it’s really, really
 important to pay for all my medicine, but the thing is, this time...I just can’t.”

“I see. Well,” he shrugged. “My hands are tied, Shannon. I’m sorry. I know your mother is sick—”

“She is
. Very, very sick. She’ll be in a horrid state without this medicine, Doctor.”

“I know, and I feel bad about that, but—”

“Isn’t there a way,” I asked, stepping closer, twirling one strand of my long red hair, “that I could make you feel better about everything?”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t you?”

My tits crushed up against his chest now. Even pressed hard against him, they were still triumphantly huge, and their volume only seemed to increase by being pushed up against his body.

“Shannon...Miss...I mean...”

I like handjobs for a lot of the same reason that I like blowjobs. Blowjobs are better, don’t get me wrong. But when I give someone a handie, a lot of the same principles apply. I’m in control. I get to decide how much pleasure the man gets.

“It’s just...if you helped me like this...” I slipped my hand to the inside of his thigh. Very soon the tips of my fingers danced along his zipper. “If you helped me...then I could help you. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Miss...Misses...Miss...I mean, Miss...uh...”

“Shhh.”

It didn’t take any effort at all to take his zipper down. His cock plopped down on my hand. Like he had been waiting for me; like this was all part of the plan. He was already getting hard.

“Isn’t that nice?” I asked, stroking him harder. “Isn’t that what you want? Isn’t that good for you?”

“Oh, man...Shannon. I don’t know that...I mean, I don’t think that...”

“Shhh,” I said again, kissing him on the chin. “Stop thinking. That’s the whole problem you’re having, I think. Too much thinking. This is a simple exchange. No thinking required. You’re going to give me that medicine...and I’m going to stroke you off. And...if you’d like for this to happen again, just tell me to lick up your cum. You can do that, can’t you? No thinking required.”

He was looking directly down my dress. My expansive cleavage. The shiny smear on it from Jefferson’s cum, the presence of which certainly was less of a mystery to him now. The way the fabric clung to my sexy hips as I pushed into his body.

It had been a long, long time since I had given a handjob, but some things you never forget. He was getting close, I could tell instinctively. His orgasm was approaching. He bucked his hips into my hand. His arms came up against my back, and he buried his face in my hair. His breaths were hot, intense, taking in as much of my scent and warmth as he could.

“Won’t you do that for me?” I asked again, stroking so diligently. “Please, Harold?”

“Oh god...Oh god! I can’t...I’m gonna...oh, god!”

Breathing heavy, he came into my hand. The liquid jets of his white goo felt so warm and hot. Some got on my dress. I didn’t care. I felt alive. I felt empowered.

After letting him recover for a moment—but not too long—I held up my hand, covered in his jizz. I eyed the gooey mess hungrily.

“How about it, Doctor? Are we going to do this again?”

Dazed, he nodded. And smiling, I licked it all up for him.

Two minutes later, before he had time to think it through, I left with a bag of medicine for my mother and slipped back up on the bus. I still
 hadn’t had a good cum...but I was content in the knowledge that I had encouraged a few. And, at least in Doctor Taylor’s case, I had put a down-payment on some future cums when he went home and thought about how hot our episode was.

I knew this wouldn’t work forever, though. I knew sooner or later I would get caught, or Doctor Taylor’s conscience would catch up to him.

I had to get that job. I had to do whatever I needed to do.
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BEFORE LONG, I HAD
 arrived home early in the afternoon.

My mother was asleep, and seemed restful for once. I left her medicine in a tray next to her bed, easy to access and use.

Then, I retired to my bedroom to examine my clothing choices for the next day. There was no stress-eating by me (indeed, no eating at all, really. I had a breakfast instead of a dinner that day). There was no binging through television (we couldn't afford cable or internet regardless). No, there was just me in a room concentrating on what I needed to do to get a job.

And what I knew, what I had been told, was that I really had to dress to impress if I was going to get this job.

One other girl was in direct competition with me. I hated to be so cutthroat, but it was her or me. Morality stops hanging around in your head when everything you need—everything your mother
 needs—rides on getting a job.

And if I had to be ridden to get that job, I was happy for the chance. More than happy, actually. I had to stop my planning a few times because I got so turned on from the thought of having this job where sex would be one of my primary functions.

I finally enjoyed that nice cum that I had been sitting on all day long, imagining Katya breaking me in to Jefferson's will, wrapping her perfectly manicured hands in my thick red hair and using my mane as a handle as she fucked my mouth onto Jefferson's cock. In my little daydream, I came when he came.

But, such distractions could only last for a little while. I knew I had to stay on point.

When I want to dress to look sexy, there are a few basic principles to stick to:

- show off my tits

- show off my hair

- show off my legs

Everything besides that it just gravy. So, let’s start with the first item on the list, tits. I have lots of bras—I’m a busty lady, like I said, and so I kind of run through them on a normal basis. My tits are thankfully pretty buoyant, and I do my honest best to keep my back strong so that they’ve got regular support. But, at the same time, because they’re so heavy and big, there’s a lot of wear and tear on bras over time. I'm always buying new ones—but luckily for me, because I hadn't been focused on sex for a while, all my sexy ones were still in perfect condition.

Push-up bra for the win, am I right? Nothing like a big pair of tits made to look even sexier by pushing them up and together. Honestly, it’s the way tits like mine were made to be displayed. The one I picked was violet and lacy.

To make sure my hair looked good, I combed it thoroughly and set a few alarms so that I would wake up extra early in the morning to have it styled just right.

So, legs. When it comes to showing off legs, women have two wonderful secret weapons—high heels and silk stockings. I chose to use both. I picked up another pair of heels—not as expensive as the ones I had worn earlier in the day, but definitely sexier. The heels were taller, and the straps sliding upward wrapped back and forth in a way to show off the arch of my feet. They would be uncomfortable, but at this point, I was expecting to spend more time off my feet with my heels in the air than anything else.

Anything for a job, remember.

Of course, I couldn't be all accessories. I had to pick out an outfit that would work for me as well. So, when I was done scrounging through my closet, my chosen outfit looked like a sexified version of a secretary’s outfit. I wanted these important, big-cocked men to look at me and know what they’d be able to have sitting in their office at any given time. A willing, hot, eager-to-please pet who was desperate to do anything to keep getting paid.

I wanted them to know I’d dress to excite them. I wanted them to imagine me, waiting at work after I was supposed to go home, sticking around as they called their wife and said they wouldn’t be home until late...finally giving me the little beckoning finger to come crawl forward and suck on their big, bad, impressive cocks.

“Please can I do this again tomorrow morning?” I’d beg. “Maybe when I bring you coffee? Maybe you'll want to cum in mine so I drink it down allll day long?”

That’s the message I wanted to send—a cocksucking, coffee-serving servant who was happy to do anything her corporate masters asked.

I didn’t care about principles or morals anymore. I wanted to get paid and I wanted a big heaping serving of cock stuffing my hot little body whenever possible.

You see, I had forgotten about the effect cock had on me.

I had forgotten how a good dose of sex really unleashed all sorts of sexy, easy, floozy feelings in me that I adored. Feelings that I had pushed deep down inside of myself because I wanted to be presentable and successful.

If somehow I could be successful and still be a floozy...gosh, wouldn’t that be great?

Of course, there was one little snag, as I mentioned before—I wasn't on any birth control. Why bother, when just yesterday morning I was sure I wasn't going to have sex?

But, well...I didn't care. If I was going to get pregnant, I'd get pregnant. That was one way for sure
 to make sure a man took care of me.
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THE NEXT MORNING, I
 arrived a half-hour early, once again. This turned out to be a good idea because of the difficulty I had with parking, and how long it took to navigate the length and then height of the building to the very top floor.

I was met, once more, by a gorgeous secretary who guided me to the back of the floor to where I would be interviewed by the committee.

That top floor was something else. It’s almost hard to describe, because it sounds so unreal. There no cubicles, only offices. All the offices had glass windows, some of them with shades. Inside virtually every office was a woman on her hands and knees, working on a computer or sucking cock. In one or two offices, a lucky assistant was eating pussy.

All the women were beautiful. All of them—the ones on their hands and knees, and the ones being served.

I walked past the office lounge, and inside a woman was cheerily giving head to a young man who casually sipped at a cup of coffee, reading the daily newspaper. He smiled broadly at me, and tilted his head down—inviting me to join her.

I fought the urge. I certainly wanted to—just entering this floor had sent my lust-crazy mind into a tizzy. I was running on hot, yummy sexual fumes, and there were more fuel for these fumes everywhere I walked.

Finally, the lovely, long-legged secretary led me to a group of handsomely suited men standing in a circle, one of which was Mister Jefferson. I smiled happily when I saw him, and curtsied a little. I figured it couldn't hurt.

“Hello, Mister Jefferson.”

“Good morning, Shannon. We’ve been expecting you.”

All the men around him chuckled, like they were in on some joke. I expect they were.

The Femme Fatale was there as well. She got up off a small chair when I arrived, looking at me smugly.

“Yes. You are very late.” Her voice was thickly accented—something European.

“Late?” I scoffed. “I'm a half-hour early.”

“Yes. And I was an hour early. That means you
 are late.”

“Down, Silvija,” said Mister Jefferson. “You'll get a chance to show off soon enough.”

I was puzzled. “We're to be interviewed...at the same time?”

Again, all the men chuckled. Mister Jefferson took my hand, and then Silvija's, and led us both into a wide room with an enormous table inside. Luxurious leather seats made a circle around it. Inside the room already was another group of men—there were even more!

They all looked at me, and at Silvija, with expectation on their faces. But they offered nothing of what they wanted to see. I knew lots of businesses rewarded initiative. And besides, they certainly couldn’t be caught asking
 for sex in order to give people a job. It had to be my idea.

It was
 my idea. I’d be delighted to suck every one of their big, fat businessman cocks in a row if it meant getting a regular paycheck. What’s not to love about sucking cock?

“Well?” said Jefferson after a moment. “Show us what you can do with a room full of men.”

I smiled proudly—I knew exactly
 what I could do with a room full of men.

But next to me, Silvija was ready as well. She strutted forward and grabbed one short, blond man and another burly dark-haired fellow.

“I'm going to suck both your cocks at the same time,” she said, tossing her dark hair back. “And then I'll suck off whoever else wants some.”

The men looked at one another, smiling broadly. The rest of the men started gathering around, wanting to watch. I could feel the job slipping through my fingers, and straight into Silvija's. I couldn't allow that to happen.

“That's small-time,” I said loudly. “You're in a big corporation, girl. You've got to think big.”

And so, I strutted up onto the table. There were at least twenty men in the room, and all of them were looking at me now, even the ones who had Silvija on her knees. Waiting for me to begin.

Dancing to a tune only I could hear, I began to slowly strip off my jacket—revealing the tiny little top I had on with my tits practically spilling out of it. Smiling, I got on my hands and knees and approaching the man nearest to me—a broad, black man with thick horn-rimmed glasses. I took his glasses for a moment and then rubbed his face vigorously into my chest. While I did, my hand was tinkering with his pants...and soon I had his thick black cock in my hand.

“I'm going to suck you off, Sir,” I purred. “And while I do, I want someone to come and fuck me from behind.”

I knelt down and starting to get to work, just as promised. My mouth slipped over the thick black cock, and soon I was sucking as hard and as loving as I ever had. I loved sucking cock so much—I didn't care whose cock it was. I was born to do it.

From behind, Mister Jefferson approached me. Momentarily, I popped my mouth off of the black stud’s cock. I made sure to keep him hard, stroking him as I worked.

“Just so you know...” I grinned. “I’m happy if you cum in me, but I’m not on the pill.”

“Good,” he said. “You know, we’ve got a great maternity package here. So, you better earn this job, yeah?”

He slapped my ass. His hands were so thick and hard. I just knew he had left a bruise. Grunting, he pushed my skirt up and gasped softly when he saw that I had no panties there. I had been expecting this sort of treatment, after all.

His length entered me. As he did, I pushed myself deep onto the black stud's cock. Jefferson's cock was just as big as it had been the day before when he throatfucked me. Only now, a huge black stud was fucking my throat and Mister Jefferson was fucking me from behind.

Jefferson picked up the pace immediately—there was a line of men cheering him on. They had all started focusing entirely on what I was doing, losing interest in just a regular old blowjob and handie from Silvija. Half of the men already had their pants down.

“Fuck,” moaned Jefferson. “She's a tight one, boys! You better fight for seconds!”

They did, starting to push each other. Jefferson fucked me harder—and because he pushed into me harder, I pushed into the black stud's cock harder as well. They were a true double-team, each working in hot tandem with the other.

“Fuck.” The black stud grabbed my hair. “I'm gonna cum right down your fucking throat, girl.”

I moaned happily—that would be great! Jefferson was groaning too—he was gonna cum soon, I could feel it. I moaned and gyrated as eagerly as I could, urging both men on. Jefferson, in his hot motions, had started hitting my g-spot, and I was too far gone. I started to cum uncontrollably, my pussy squeezing down on Jefferson's big fat cock. I moaned in pleasure, sucking harder than ever.

It was too much for them—they each came almost simultaneously. First the stud, and then Jefferson, emptying their hot, gooey, sexy white loads into my whorish sex-crazy body. I licked up the spunk from the black stud and then pulled the next man in line—a skinny fellow with a shock of red hair like mine. His cock was salty, the cum from the last man still on my lips even as I stuffed my mouth full again.

Behind me, Jefferson finally pulled out of my still-twitching cunt, slapping my ass a final time before he left.

The next man down the line already had his cock hard and ready. He had been stroking himself, like so many of them were. All of these big, powerful men stroked their big fat cocks just looking at the way I was serving them all.

He entered me with gusto and I came, again. I started to lose track of time and space—of whose cock I was even sucking or being fucked by. I didn't care anymore; I was living the way I had been born to live.

Whichever two men were around me fucked me harder and harder, pistoning me between them. We were a perfect engine of sex. A perpetual lust machine.

Nobody cared very much about Silvija anymore. She sat alone, in a corner, watching sadly. I didn't care—I had won!

With my mouth full of hot, about-to-jizz cock, I looked around at the approaching men. So many more cocks to please. So many hunks to impress. So many different ways to ensure that I got my job. The cocks approached, getting closer to my holes second-by-second. Two of them got on the table with me—they wanted to fuck my cunt and my ass at the same time while I sucked another man’s cock.

I would be delighted to let them.

I’d fuck the entire boardroom. I’d fuck the whole company.

Anything for a job.
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LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT
 my life now:

I’ve got a job.

I’ve got a salary.

I’ve got a future.

And, best of all, I’ve got as many hard cocks as I could ever want—and lots of wet pussy too.

At the grocery store, I buy everything I want. Cantaloupes. Melon. Sweet potatoes. Apples. Oranges. Tomatoes. Everything organic. I pick up a few cakes and plenty of milk and enough food to feed my mother and I for a week with no problems. Sometimes we throw food away because we forget about it in the fridge. If I had done that even a month ago, I would have cried in the bathroom for an hour from the overwhelming shame and stupidity. Now, we’ve got wiggle room to fail in those little ways—which is all I wanted in the first place.

My mother gets better everyday. Now that she has regular access to the medicine she needs, the doctors give her a full, clean bill of health. Before, she had only months to live. Now she could live another twenty or thirty years.

I go to work every day with a smile on my face, and I come home every day with a belly full of cum. I’ll probably be pregnant soon—and there’s really no way to know who the father is without DNA testing the whole staff. There’s an explicit line in my contract that states how they all agree to pay for whatever route I choose to take with the pregnancy—including child care.

If I’m pregnant, I’ll probably look even hotter. So many extra curves and even bigger tits. I just love the thought.

Tomorrow I’ll get on my knees and beg Mister Jefferson to put another load in my fertile womb. Katya promises me he wants to get me pregnant. She says he’s never fucked a preggo girl before. She says she's begging for him to do the same to her, that she's desperate to carry his seed like a good girlfriend. If he gets either of us pregnant, he'll give us raises.

I just love working in the corporate world.
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Paid & Laid: Her First Time
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SOMETIMES LIFE WILL
 throw the strangest curve balls at you.

I landed on the curb ass first, no doubt bruising my tight cheeks. The cold outside was shocking—five degrees below freezing. Just ten seconds before I had been inside the warm strip club, Lucky Doll’s, in the middle of giving a lap dance to one of my best tippers. Then Chesterfield, my boss, picked me up and very literally tossed me outside.

He closed the door, leaving me in the cold. Still in shock, I could only look at the closed door. The cold enveloped me like some abusive lover, promising to help me get warm if only I’d let it kill me for a while. That’s how you die from cold. All your nerves turn off, and you start feeling warm. That’s how you know you’re freezing.

With the way I was dressed, I knew for certain I’d freeze soon. I had on your typical hot young stripper outfit—a black leather bikini bottom that was practically painted on top of my sculpted ass. Tall, tall seven-inch fuck-me heels were on my feet—I could wear them because I was so short to begin with.

Short, but busty. My tasseled bikini top barely held in my 44DD tits, already jiggling and waving madly from Chesterfield’s rough toss. Underneath the slim fabric of the bikini top, my strawberry-sized nipples were fast growing erect from the cold temperature. I had my dirty-blonde hair wrapped up, and quickly I let it down, hoping for any new warmth. It provided next to none.

The door opened again and Chesterfield tossed out my thick winter coat and my bag onto my lap.

“You see that?” he boomed. “I don’t have to give you that shit. I could have kept it. But unlike some
 snotty fucking bitches, I don’t keep what ain’t mine. You hear me?”

Chesterfield was a large, angry man. The sort you might expect to run a strip club. He had slicked-back hair and wore cheap knock-off silk suits that made him look like he was connected to crime lords or something. He wasn’t connected to anybody, anything, outside of sometimes throwing pussy into the faces of the right people.

I had borrowed a lot of money from Chesterfield. This was a mistake.

“You don’t pay me my money by the end of the month—you don’t pay me that ten thousand dollars? And I’ll break your pretty fucking legs. You understand me? I don’t care how pretty you are, or how good you suck my dick.”

I groaned inwardly. I had sucked him off a few times. It came with the territory of being a stripper. I had never done anything more than that, though. Not with anyone. I was still a virgin in all the ways that mattered.

“How do you expect me to pay you back if you won’t let me work?”

He laughed. “That’s not my problem. You figure it out.”

And that was that with Chesterfield. He stomped back inside and slammed the door behind him. Abruptly, I was alone again, in the cold.

Lucky Doll’s, where I worked (or had worked, I guess), was the nicest strip club in the city. I had stripped there for over six months. When I started, I was a headliner. The Barely Legal Babe! The Virgin Voyeur! Stuff like that. They loved that I was eighteen—they still did, in fact, up until the point when Chesterfield threw me out.

But lately, life had gone downhill. And then, the hill decided it was actually a mountain, filled with big boulders and terrible pits of full of even larger boulders.

Did you know that a bottoming-out doesn’t really have a true bottom? There’s always some place lower for you to go.

Anyway, I liked working at Lucky Doll’s for what it was. There were a lot of strip clubs in this city where there was always some trashy deal going down. Idiots slinging dope in the washrooms. Girls eating each other out on stage. The hosts all coked up and forgetting how many singles they’ve given you. All of that business just made my stomach crawl. It didn’t happen at Lucky Doll’s; I was glad to work at Lucky Doll’s.

All we did, the girls I mean, was dance and sometimes make a little extra cash from friendly customers. The bouncers looked after us; they were our big brothers. They walked us to cars and handled anybody who got a little too friendly.

Of course, it wasn’t a church. It was a strip club. Men got private dances. Women walked around in hot clothes if they walked around in clothes at all. Girls did some drugs in the back (but not as much as other places). And yeah, men paid for sex, so long as they asked right and the girl was into it.

But still, there was order to all the chaos. And that order was created by Chesterfield. And I had just pissed him off.

I knew I was in even more trouble than I was before. Before, I might have been able to pay Chesterfield after two good weeks of dancing and private sessions in the VIP rooms. Stripping is about as good as money gets when you’re a sexy eighteen year-old girl. But now, that wasn’t an option, unless I wanted to sign up for some dingy third-rate club in the boonies somewhere. Chesterfield owned all the other strip clubs worth mentioning in the city—and all of them fed into Lucky Doll’s.

I didn’t even have time to think about my choices when someone approached me and helped me to my feet. Quickly, I put on my coat to protect from the cold.

A tall man, brawny and incredibly handsome. He had the sort of rugged short beard that you think about rolling your face into when you’re imagining really great sex. There was something instantly...paternal about him. He made my heart flutter just from looking at him. I had trouble saying anything
 to him. I was nervous and fluttery, instantly.

This never happened to me. I was a sexy young babe with big tits, a great fit body, and a sexy face. I made men
 nervous. I made men nervous just from talking to them. But this guy was making me
 feel like a little school girl with a mega-crush on a rock star, finally in front of my idol after years of magazine worship.

He was with some drop-dead gorgeous pair of girls. One was a chiseled, supermodel-type who looked at me with predatory eyes, and a buxom, voluptuous redhead. They both wore dresses that were completely scandalous, with thick, impressive fur-coats covering their lovely forms.

“Come on, Daddy,” said the supermodel-type. She even had an accent. “Can we go now?”

“Yes, please?” said the buxom redhead. “You said you would take us home and treat us right
.”

He smiled, waving the girls off. Obedient, they retreated back to his car.

My pussy twitched happily at the supermodel moaning out her pet name for him—Daddy
.

That does all sorts of things for me. I can’t even tell
 you about them without getting turned on, let alone hear them and experience them from a drop dead gorgeous woman's mouth.

“Sorry about them,” said the man. “They’re lovely and eager, but they sometimes forget their manners.”

“It’s all right,” I said.

He looked at me expectantly.

“Thank you,” I said finally. “I appreciate it. I’m Colette.”

“Colette? That’s pretty.”

“Thank you.”

It was such a pathetically girlish thing to do, to swing my hips this way and that when he complimented my name, but I couldn’t help it. I was instantly attracted to this man. I wanted to go down on him in the biggest way, and I knew that he could see how much I wanted it. He was used to treatment like that.

Even more than just the physical attraction was the fact that he was my hero
...or he could be. He had helped me up off the ground, and all he had to do was offer me a ride...I’d even suck him off in front of those other girls.

I know, I know, that’s a bunch of really sudden desires. But he had...this effect
 on me. I can’t describe it. In front of him, I instantly felt like...well.

I felt like his babygirl. I could almost hear
 him saying it in that rough, hot voice of his.

“I’m Jefferson.”

“Very nice to meet you. Thank you, again.”

“Down on your luck, huh?”

I shrugged, still shivering, even with my coat on. “I guess so.”

“Got a job lined up?”

“No.”

“Want one?”

“What?”

“I have work for pretty girls. I always have work for pretty, willing girls.”

I knew what he was talking about. Instantly, my attraction for him died down. I did not
 want to get involved in anything like that, and to think that he thought
 I would was enormously insulting. I wasn’t a prostitute. I was...I was a good girl, someone to be taken care of. Someone to be looked after by a big, strong man. But not...not...

“I’m not a whore,”
 I said viciously.

“Sure,” he smirked. “And I don’t make ten thousand dollars a day. We all have lies we tell ourselves to feel better.”

“I’m not
 a whore.”

I crossed my arms, not caring about how much I shivered. I had lines, dammit, and being called a whore crossed one of them. The whole time I worked at Lucky Doll’s, I had not once
 whored myself out. I rubbed my tits into the faces of men—and enjoyed it completely, by the way—and I objectified myself completely. I enjoyed that too. But I hadn’t sold my body for sex.

I hadn’t had sex with anybody, as a matter of fact. Yes—that’s right. I was the magical unicorn in the land of sex-workers. The completely unsullied, the hot stripper virgin.

He handed me his card, and I let it drop to the wet concrete. I refused to humor his offer.

“I’ve got work for you, all right?” he said. “So. You let me know if you want to work, and I can help you out.”

He left, entering his car. The girls inside squealed with glee, instantly wrapping him in their arms. I saw the supermodel beauty sliding down to her knees in front of him, no doubt getting ready to suck the cock of the man she so gleefully called Daddy, and then the door shut. The car motored away, leaving me alone, again, in the cold.

After some brief internal debate, I picked up the card on the concrete.

Life can throw you curve balls. Sometimes you’ve got to curve with it.
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HERE’S WHY I OWED CHESTERFIELD
 ten thousand dollars:

I was an idiot.

I was a naive idiot, I suppose. Maybe if you were being generous, you could call me an idealist. But I was an idiot all the same.

What happened was that I wasn’t that
 stupid. I knew I couldn’t strip forever. It's incredibly fun, and I love showing off my hot young body to all those greedy, needy men who would pay all
 that money just for a chance to touch me...but I knew I couldn't do it forever.

I had an older cousin, Gale, who did it for a while—that’s how I got the connection at Lucky Doll’s—and she told me tons of war stories. So, she told me about and also I had seen plenty of girls go out onto the stage past their prime. Chesterfield notices them the moment they lose a step, and then he kicks their ass to the curb just like he does mine.

Well, no, not just like he did mine. He puts his arm around them, he lets them know what disappointments they’ve become, and he sends them down the street to his secondary club, the Kat Lounge, where dances are five bucks a pop and the cover charge is only twenty dollars.

A dance with me? Forty dollars per song. If you want a night alone with me, it’ll run you up to a thousand dollars, and the most I’ll do is suck you off, and even then it's only if I think you're cute. I never did the private room stuff, but if you got alone with a girl of my caliber at Lucky Doll’s, you’d be looking at around five thousand dollars dropped for your night of fun.

For some guys, that’s perfectly worth it. They want to spend their time with hot girls who are focused on nothing but their pleasure. What’s not to love about that? Plenty of guys even get off knowing it’s just the money that these women want. And why not? The men earned the money. The women are excited by something
 about them—who cares if it’s some transient thing like cash?

Anyway, back to the point.

I owe Chesterfield money. Why? Because I was trying to start a business, and I thought that because I really, really cared about the thing I wanted to start, and I thought I could make it happen. My goal in life was to be a fashion designer. I thought I had some fun, cool ideas. And, you know what? I still think my ideas are great. But there are tons of unexpected costs when you start a business like that.

After working at Lucky Doll’s for a couple of months, I thought I had enough cred built up with Chesterfield for him to loan me the cash. I did—though only after I promised to suck his cock whenever he asked. Which I did, again. Lucky for me (and for him, I guess), I'm in love with sucking cock. It's probably one of the things I'm best at in life, if I do say so myself. There are some days where I just don't feel right if I haven't had a thick, healthy cock spurt down my hot good girl throat.

Sometimes I even make myself cum when I suck a cock. I'm able to enter this zone where I can really believe that the man I'm sucking off is actually my Daddy, and...

No. I don't need to get into that.

Anyway, I threw myself into the work of fashion designing for about a month, only going in the club on the weekends. I had to put money down for an office space, for clothing orders, for advertisement, for seamstresses to put the clothes together...all of this added up way too quickly. Not knowing the first thing about running any sort of business, I hemorrhaged the money that Chesterfield gave me almost immediately. Ever since, I had been trying to stay afloat, but it was no good. People were buying what I made, but not enough to justify my costs, and I had to cut what losses I could and shut it all down just a few weeks before I met Jefferson.

Probably it would have gone a lot smoother with Chesterfield if I hadn’t spent so much time bragging, like an idiot, about how small-time stripping was and how I was really going to make a splash in the fashion world. I earned a lot of enemies with talk like that, and they all had Chesterfield's ear.

Out of money now. Out of friends from all my bonehead moves. Out of options, except for the one that Jefferson had given me.

So, I made the call to the number on the card he gave me, of course. A woman answered—to my surprise, she was expecting me—and set up an appointment at a small coffee shop in the middle of town later that morning.

And so, later that very day, I walked to meet Jefferson. I had on a tight pair of yoga pants, hugging my ass and legs close, and a hoodie with a slender white t-shirt underneath. It wasn’t supposed to be a sexual outfit, but on a body like mine, most casual wear turned into something highly sexual right away. My tits are too big and the rest of my body is too tight and small to be thought of as anything else. I don't mind, though. I used to brag in the strip club that I could strip better than the other girls even I had to wear men’s clothing.

It was a cool day outside, probably on its way to leading into another cold night. I had spent every night of my life alone. When you’re single, when you’ve never had anybody, most every night seems cold.

I know it sounds weird, but on top of being a virgin, I’d never even had a boyfriend at that time in my life.

I know what you’re thinking—what a bitch. What a snob. No one’s good enough for her. She won’t even let a man take care of her.

Maybe that’s true, I don’t know. I’ve just never found the kind of guy who...it’s hard to describe. I had never found the sort of man
 who I wanted to have in my life. Most guys I came across were just that—guys
. Or even worse, they were boys
. But where were all the men
?

It was too hard to take most males seriously when they were so terribly un-serious themselves.

I arrived at the coffee shop five minutes early, hoping to have some lay of the land. But, Jefferson was already there, sitting down at a table by himself. The cut of his suit flattered his muscular form.

He was flirting with the waitress already. Her voluminous blond hair hung down past her waist, her thick tits heavy on his shoulder. She saw me and whispered something in his ear, giggling as she did. He smacked her on the ass and sent her on her way.

Jefferson had an effect on women, and it was easy to see why. He was just mouth-wateringly handsome. And there was this vibe
 to him; it was hard to explain. It was hard to explain without thinking about him as my...my Da...

Nope. Not getting into that!

I approached, frowning at the waitress and at him.


I need the money
, I told myself. I need this to work
.

Jefferson smiled at me, gesturing for me to take a seat.

“She’s bringing you coffee. You want coffee?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t drink caffeine.”

He shrugged. “Well. She’s bringing you coffee.”

Great. Good. Wonderful. So glad we could have this honest interchange of ideas.

“Let’s get right down to it, shall we?” he said.

“Okay.”

I thought that we might as well make this as quick as possible.

“How old are you?”

“I’m eighteen.”

“Really? And you already owe that slimebag ten thousand dollars?”

I guess he had heard everything the night before. Or maybe he just called Chesterfield. It wasn’t like Chesterfield was shy about giving out information. He would even threaten to tell the parents of girls what they were doing for a living if they pissed him off. That wouldn’t have affected me that much, as I never spoke with my mother and I didn't have a father, but a lot of girls at the club wanted their “secret identity” to stay a secret from their families. Chesterfield was a tyrant. Being a tyrant, he knew how to use people’s weaknesses against them.

“I move fast,” I said.

“Clearly. You don’t think you’re in a little over your head? Ten thousand dollars is a lot of money.”

Not a lot of money to him, though. He didn’t say it, but I knew he thought it.

“If I thought I could handle it all by myself, I wouldn’t be here, now would I?”

The waitress came back with two cups of coffee. I sneered at mine. She whispered something else in Jefferson’s ear and walked away, a gratuitous wiggle to her step. I saw her number scribbled on the napkin under his coffee. He slipped it into his suit pocket, smiling.

“I suppose not.” He took a sip of his drink. “Let me ask you something.”

“Okay.”

“You ever been to Hawaii?”

“No.”

“Maui?”

“That’s in Hawaii, right?”

“It is.”

“Then no. I haven’t been anywhere. I’ve been here, and that’s about it.”

“It’s a family place, Maui.” He leaned back. “A lot of the time, I go to Oahu when I’m down there. But this time I’m meeting this client, and he’s bringing his family with him, and they all wanted to go to Maui. Beautiful place, Maui. Anyway, Oahu? That’s a little different. That’s where Honolulu is, the capital. I don’t know how much you know about this.”

“Nothing.”

“Oahu has whores. Probably some of the best you could find anywhere. I’ve got a nice relationship with a few of them. But they don’t fly out of Oahu. Too much hassle, they say.”

I knew where this was going.

“I won’t be a whore for you. I told you, I’m not a whore.”

“And yet, here you are, wanting my money. What, did you think I wanted you because of your vast field of experience at eighteen years old? I want you for your body. You look good, sweetheart. Look at you, in that sweatshirt and yoga pants,” he chuckled. “You look hotter than half the broads in here, and this is a place I come to because of the good-looking broads they hire. I want you to look good at my side, that’s all. I like having a pretty companion when I’m on vacation.”

“Don’t you...” I shook my head. “I don’t get it. You’re rich, right?”

“Very.”

“Don’t you have people for this already?”

“Sure. Lots. I’ve got one in particular who’s my girlfriend. You met her last night.”

“The redhead?”

“Shannon? No. She’s just a doll I knocked up. She’s a real hoot, though. My girl is Katya. She works a real job. A hard job. And she’s got a conference in Florida through all of next week, poor thing. It’s wracking her soul, thinking I’ll have to make this trip alone. You’d be doing her a favor.”

I scoffed. “I’d be doing her
 a favor?”

“She likes knowing I’m getting regular sex. She’ll like it even better when she finds out you’re eighteen. Are you a virgin, too?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“What are you, stupid? Haven’t you been listening? It’s exactly my business. This is directly in the area of business right now. When I pay for something, that’s my business.”

I was getting angry, now. “Why can’t you just jerk off down there?”

He smiled, as if expecting this question to arise. “I’m looking for a companion. Someone to have a little fun with. Someone I can talk to. Someone I can...enjoy.”


I need the money. I need this to work
.

The way he spoke about women as objects, it made me furious. It made me so, so mad that—that—that—

That I don’t have anyone to treat me like that.

N-no! I wasn’t an object. I took a moment and breathed, letting my anger go. It was difficult. This man turned me on so much that my passions were inflamed already.

“I understand,” I said finally.

“Is that all you have to say on the subject?”

He and I both knew that, despite all my objections, I needed that money. He heard Chesterfield’s threat the night before: I needed money fast if I didn’t want my legs broken. And I would have to do what he wanted.

It won’t be so bad, I tried to tell myself. He’s pretty cute, after all. Handsome, even. Old enough to be my father.


Old enough to be your Daddy
.

Fuck...fuck, fuck, fuck! A flush covered my face. Without thinking, I took the coffee and took a sip, trying to cover my face.

“I thought you didn’t drink caffeine?” he asked.

“I do all sorts of things you don’t think about,” I snapped.

He chuckled at that. “So, how about it? The issue stands. You gonna stay quiet?”

“No,” I said. “I have a lot to say. I want you to know I accept the job, but I accept it on my conditions, and not yours, all right?”

He gestured—go ahead.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” I leaned forward. “The vacation, for me, is five days long. No more, and no less. You will pay me five thousand dollars every day. You’ll give me half of that up front. The rest when the vacation is completed. During that time, I’ll expect to be treated well. If we go out to dinners, you will pay for them. Any meals, you will pay for. Any transportation, you pay for. My only costs will be what I purchase for myself and what I require to look good. Toiletries, make-up, that sort of thing.”

For a moment, he considered. I know now he was only pretending to consider. The conditions were whatever he decided, no matter what I demanded.

“I can agree to all of that,” he said, lying through his teeth. “Is that all?”

I felt I needed to clarify something else. Don’t ask me why. I just thought he should know.

“There’s one last thing.”

“Very well.”

“If we have sex...if
 we do, you have to know that I’m not on the pill.”

“Oh yeah?”

“It disagrees with my system. I don’t do well with it. So you’ll have to use protection, or pull out.”

This was all true. I had tried being on the pill early in my stripping career, just in case. Turns out, I’m in that small percentage of women that just can’t handle it. I get mood swings like you wouldn’t believe. In my worse moods, I would think that being on it might have been what inspired me to get the big loan from Chesterfield.

“I’m sure we’ll think of something,” he said.

I should have seen right through him, with the way he smiled. But I didn’t.
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THE NEXT MORNING, JEFFERSON
 made arrangements for a car to pick me up from my apartment. Even at that point, I was still having second thoughts. Should I really go? Should I really subject myself to what I knew would no doubt be a humiliating experience?

But every time those thoughts crept into my head, another, stronger line of reasoning arrived: Chesterfield would hurt or kill me if I didn’t get him that money.

And then another, even stronger line of reasoning:


I can do what Daddy says
.

As much as I could, I tried to push that third line away. It was filthy. It was beneath me. To combat the thought, I tried to dress as conservatively as my body could manage, with tight jeans (all the jeans I owned were tight) and a heavy blue sweater. Once upon a time, the sweater was one of the most conservative pieces of clothing I owned. Now, after several growth spurts in the past few years, it strained  under the weight of my heavy, thick tits. I wanted to change, but the car outside was honking constantly due to my wardrobe indecision already and I had to go.

The car ride was short. Jefferson had his own airstrip away from the bustling area around the metropolitan airport. It was in the middle of a series of farming plots. Wheat, cotton, that sort of thing. Tall plants, all of them.

The driver took me all the way up in front of the jet itself, onto the runway. There were no other cars around. The jet itself was sleek and silver, red trim on the sides and on the wings. I expected the inside to be mostly empty: Jefferson accompanied by the pilot, and that would be all. Maybe he would have a personal assistant there, taking down instructions.

Instead, I walked into what seemed like a brothel. Jefferson was there all right, and giving instructions, but giving them to a scantily-clad flight attendant who wore a minidress version of the standard stewardess outfit. Her tits pressed out and together right into Jefferson's face. Another girl, Asian with thick black hair, was just wearing lingerie, draped across Jefferson’s lap and giggling as he fed her olives from a toothpick. Still another girl, this one a blonde like me, was busy in the back, mixing more drinks.

In the front, there were two pilots, both of them women. I could not see them too clearly, but both looked as though they had on sexy outfits on. Probably again sexy parodies of their standard outfits.

Enough money could buy you anything, I figured, especially for a man like Jefferson.

“Welcome, welcome,” said Jefferson. “You’re late.”

He was already dressed ready for the island in tight white shorts that showed off how thick and strong his thighs were. He had on a classy button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the top few buttons undone, showing off the thick mass of dark chest hair he possessed.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t know. The driver said—”

“Don’t worry about it. Grab a seat. We’re ready to take off.”

He gestured for me to sit across from him. He buckled his own seat belt. He didn’t bother to do the same for the flight attendant on his lap, and she was too busy cooing and ogling him to do anything else. From the way she pawed at his crotch, it was clear from that she wanted to suck him off terribly.

Within seconds, the jet was powering through across the runway and then we were up in the air. The captain's voice—who was easily the most feminine, giggly captain I had ever heard—came over the intercom and announced that we had ten hours of air time to expect before landing in Maui.

Jefferson flirted for a while with the sexy Asian girl in his lap, making no big deal about feeling up her tits and pussy in her tiny underwear. His hands were large and clearly strong. I tried not to imagine how they would feel sliding up and down my tiny body.

It became clear to him after just a few minutes in the air about how nervous and put-off I was by this whole experience.

“I really think you ought to relax,” he said. “This is supposed to be a fun, stress-free time.”

“Yeah,” said the Asian beauty in his lap. “Relax!”

“Sure,” I said. “Whatever.”

In truth, I was afraid to relax. I was afraid because I knew that if I relaxed, I might enjoy myself. I might let myself sleep with this hunk of a man. And if I did that...if I slept with this man who gave me so many “Daddy” vibes...what kind of crazy slut would that make me?

“Come on,” he said congenially. “You’re among friends. Nancy here used to work at Lucky Doll’s, didn’t you, babe?”

“Yes, Daddy. I liked it there.” She smiled. “Of course, I like working for you much
 better.”

All these girls continually calling Jefferson “Daddy” weren’t making things any easier for me. I shifted my legs uncomfortably. My pussy was getting wet. This beautiful babe on Jefferson's lap, calling him Daddy
, clearly needing to wrap those red red lips around his big, huge rod...

“I thought I was the only one you had working for you on this trip?” I said.

I sounded angry. I was using the small amount of anger I had at myself and deflecting it on purpose. I hoped I could stop having choruses of sexy thoughts chanting across my head.

“Jealous already?” Jefferson slid his hand up into Nancy's ass crack. She giggled and yelped in surprise, playfully smacking him on the arm. “Usually it takes a little more time for that.”

“I’m not jealous
,” I said. “I was just wondering—”

“Worrying, more like. About your payment.”

Of course I was worried about that, too, but I wasn’t going to admit that.

He tsked. “Just like a whore. Always about the money with you. Well, don’t worry. You’re still going to receive the agreed-upon amount, all right?”

“Then why all these extra girls?”

“Flying makes me nervous.”

He leaned into Nancy's neck and kissed her for a moment. She practically melted, turning around and kissing him right back on his
 neck. Her lingerie was sheer, and I could see her pussy. After six months in a strip club, I was used to such sights...but they still had an effect. An arousing effect.

Jefferson continued. “Ten hour flights like this one, especially so. I like a lot of distractions. I get bored very easily. And you don’t want to be around me when I get bored. I become...intractable, let’s say.”

“No,” purred Nancy. “We wouldn’t want Daddy to get bored at all.”

I could see her pussy dripping now onto his expensive suit. He clearly didn't care about that—but he also clearly enjoyed how turned-on he was making her.

God, I wished
 she would stop calling him Daddy. It made me feel...it made me feel...

So, so horribly turned on. My nipples were pushing through my old sweater, practically tearing the fabric apart.

If she was calling him Daddy so casually, he must love it. And he loved it, that meant I
 could say it, and that meant...

That meant all sorts of hot, hidden, secret things for me that I would never, ever let into the light of day, that’s all.

After some time, we made altitude and we were free to move about the cabin. I drifted off with Nancy still giggling in Jefferson's arms.

A few hours later, I woke to insistent sucking sounds. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

“Oh...fuck,” I said, realizing what was happening.

Nancy, no doubt at Jefferson’s request, was sucking off the high-powered businessman. Her long legs splayed out in front of me, her heels pushing up against my feet. Jefferson leaned back, enjoying Nancy’s attentions thoroughly. Her mouth expertly moved up and down his cock, adoring him, moaning her appreciation for his manliness with each suckle and kiss.

It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. Jefferson saw me awake now and gestured down to Nancy's head, as if inviting me to join her. My pussy cried out with the need to do just that.

Instead, I excused myself and went to the lavatory. I splashed cold water on my face, trying to calm down. I pushed my nipples in, trying futilely to stop them from looking so erect. The feeling was counteractive, though—touching my super-sensitive nipples just made me all the more turned on. I had to take another few minutes in the bathroom and clear my mind.

When I came out, Jefferson was there, waiting. Nancy was back at his seat, kneeling and pouting. A little bit of drool—or at least I thought
 it was drool—was evident on her chin. I saw that Jefferson had pulled up his pants...but his bulge was still there, still evident and still enormous. From Nancy's disappointed face, it was clear he hadn’t let her finish him. He must have wanted me to see.

“You were in there a while. You all right?”

“Yes,” I said. “Of course. I’m fine.”

“Are you sure? Nothing you want to report?”

“No.”

“Then...take less time in the future. I like to be watched.”

“When someone gives you head?”

“Yes.”

I scoffed and rolled my eyes. “Look, I don’t know what you think
 is going to happen, but if she's going to—”

Growling, he rushed at me and tugged me by the long, thick locks of my hair. In less than a second, I was completely under his power.

“You know...I am going to treat you right during this trip,” he said. “But you’re going to be a good little girl for me. You're going to obey Daddy. You got that?”

That had an effect on me. Oh my god, yes it did. My pussy immediately started pulsing, my flimsy panties soaked through with lust.

This is a little difficult to bring up, but I think I ought to, so that you’ll know at least where I’m coming from.

You see, I never knew my father.

When I was very young, he went away to war in the Middle-East. He died in combat.

After he died, though, my mother received a package from him. It was heartbreaking, because she already knew that he was dead at the time. So, she refused to open it, hoping to keep this last bit of aliveness to him as alive as possible for as long as possible. I didn’t like this, though. I wanted to open it.

Inside were a collection of chocolates that he had picked up in Belgium when his plane had stopped there on the way to the Middle-East. Also a few books, some favorites of my mother’s, written in Arabic.

And then, with the gift, a card for me. It was the standard sort of card you might get at any given Army PX store. Flowers and such. I don't remember the image so much as the words.

The card read, “Be a good little girl. Make Daddy Proud.”

That’s stuck with me forever. It got hardwired, somehow, into the deepest, basest parts of my brain.

Jefferson was still waiting for a response. “I said, do you understand me?”

I nodded, overwhelmed with lust and shame.

“Good.” He relaxed his grip on my hair. “Now, I’m just about bursting here. I want you to come finish me off.”

“What? I’m n-not doing that.”

I won’t touch Daddy’s...I won’t touch HIS dick. I won’t. I won’t!

“Come on,” he said. “This plane ride takes forever. Jerk me off. I want to feel my good girl's hands on my cock.”

I tried stubbornly still to hide my arousal. “Get one of your floozies there to do it.”

“I’m getting you to do it.”

I crossed my arms. “No
.”

“You don’t want my money?”

“I already have
 your money.”

I referred to the advance he had paid me, of course.

“And how long do you think you’ll have it if I decide you haven’t earned it?”

That stunned me for a moment. I started to babble a retort, and maybe even my acquiescence, but he interrupted me.

“You know what? Nevermind.”

He walked back over to Nancy over, then, pulling me along with him. She slid up next to him and kissed him on the neck.

“What do you need, Daddy?” she asked.

“I want you to show Colette here how nice it can be to do right by me.”

“Yes, Daddy. What would you like me to do?”

“Stroke me off. Show her. Show her what I give you.”

Eagerly, Nancy pulled his pants down again and went to work. His cock was already hard from all her sucking, and she happily stroked him, aiming his cock so that it would explode all over her pretty face.

“You watch, now.” Jefferson held Nancy’s face firmly in place with one strong hand. “You watch, or I’ll kick you out of this plane right here and now.”

Stroking him off only seemed to get Nancy more and more excited. Hell, it got me
 more and more excited. I was breathing hard, my nipples already sticking through the thin fabric of my sweater once again. Her hot lingerie-clad body gyrated and danced, her hips pulsing up and down, like her cunt was calling out to be filled by the immenseness of his thick, veiny rod.

But even with as hot as she was, his eyes did not slide over her luscious body. No, Jefferson focused entirely on me.

He came, hard, looking at me the whole time. His thick, hot strands of manly jizz sprayed all over Nancy's face, but he still wasn't looking at her. No, he was looking at me. Looking at the lust on my face.

Looking to the core of me and knowing I needed so desperately to be the one on my knees taking his cum.
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MAUI IS A STRANGE LITTLE
 island. On either side of it are a pair of huge mountains. If you go on top of one, you can—on a clear day—easily see the top of the other, as well as the entirety of the island towns beneath you. It’s lush and green everywhere. Sugar, coffee, and pineapple plantations are the main thrust of the agriculture.

Because of the huge mountains taking up so much space, it takes a long time to drive from one place to another. If you’re on the southwestern tip and you want to get to the northwestern tip, you can’t just zoom over there straight. You have to loop around one mountain and then the other. The mountains push all the way out toward the sea in places—or at least the rocks and cliffs do—and so the roads all hug the coast except for in the middle of the island. But, there's not really any towns in the middle of the island, as everyone goes there to go to the beach, and all their economy comes from tourism.

Our hotel was on the southwestern edge off a beach called Kaanapali. It was, of course, one of the more expensive establishments that you could go to. It was about a forty-five minute drive from the airport. We rode in the back of a car that Jefferson had arranged for us.

The whole ride over, Jefferson tried to engage in conversation with me. I played like I was jet-lagged and too tired to talk, pretending to sleep. This wasn’t too far from the truth. Everything I saw was just pure beauty, but I was too emotionally exhausted already from the trip to really take it in.

We dropped our stuff at the hotel, and then he wanted to walk along the store fronts. Again, I begged off and said I wanted to sleep.

This wasn’t entirely true. I really did want to go ahead and buy a souvenir. I had never been on any vacations, but I had often daydreamed about them. One bit in particular that I fantasized about was buying souvenirs on the first day of vacation, so that I wouldn’t be stressed on the last day to scrounge up a bunch of knick-knacks on the last day when time was short, or even worse, settle for something from the airport. I read about how to do that in a travel magazine once.

But, even so, I wanted to spend as little time with Jefferson as possible. I just wasn’t comfortable with how badly he turned me on. Whenever I looked at him, I felt like a sullen, horny fuckdoll. I felt like a coquettish little pet that wouldn’t learn my lesson until I was bent over a table, spanked, and fucked into oblivion.

He took off to the store fronts without me, clearly not buying my story. His tone made it clear that he was doing me a favor by leaving, and that he expected something in return.

In the time he was gone, I really did take a nap. I dreamt of him fucking me brutally, a hand around my throat and demanding that I call him that naughty, dirty name that I swore I would never let out of myself. Needless to say, I didn't get the most restful sleep.

He came back a couple of hours later with a few bags in hand. Some were filled with groceries—snacks and liquor, mostly. But the last...

“Hey now,” he said, emptying out the last bag, “how do you like this?”

In his hands was a schoolgirl outfit. I’m sure you’ve seen its ilk. Tiny plaid skirt that would barely cover my ass. Incredibly small silk blouse, made to make my tits burst out from it. Bright little red bows to put in my hair and create long ponytails with. It was a ridiculous little outfit.

If I wore it anywhere, even in the privacy of my own home, I’d feel thoroughly humiliated. I’d feel completely objectified. It was the opposite of everything I wanted.


Daddy would love it, though
. I'd look just like his good little girl.


Fuck. Oh, fuck...that was a hot little thought that was hard to get rid of. The thought of dressing up like that for Daddy, letting him know what a good girl he had made...

But I didn’t have a Daddy, or a daddy, or anything else of the sort, and so it was a moot point anyway.

“Gross,” I said finally. “You can’t be serious?”

“I’m perfectly serious. This is some authentic Hawaiian gear, here. Don’t you want a souvenir?”

“It’s a fetish outfit.”

He held up the tag. “It says it was made in Hawaii.”

“That’s not what I think of when I think souvenir.”

“I bought this for you,” he said. “And you’re going to wear it.”

His tone carried a certain amount of finality. This was my punishment for not walking around on the store front with him.

“All right.”

But, from the tone of my voice, I knew that he could tell it was anything but
 all right. It was rather far from all right. But if he wanted to drop his hard-earned money on something that I was never, ever going to use, I wasn’t going to be the one to stop him.

He frowned, hearing my tone loud and clear.

“I’ve got to take a shower, and then we’re going out. Get ready.”

He retreated to the bathroom, and I began to do as I was told.

When I was done, I looked hot
. I had chosen a navy blue cross-front bra-top dress that thrust my tits up and out—and that was a whole lot of thrusting, with the bust I was equipped with. The criss-cross nature of the design showed off how wide my hips were compared to the narrowness of my waist. I took several long minutes in front of the mirror, perfecting my make-up and admiring my hourglass form.

He came out of the shower, naked still. His muscular, hulking body completely wet. Then, he sat down on the recliner chair in the corner.

“I’m a little worked up from earlier. I don’t like disagreements with good girls. I need to relax before we go out.”

Nervousness assailed me. I already thought I knew what he meant.

“You could lay down.”

“No. I mean I need you to relax me. That’s what a good girl does.”

I gulped.“What do you want me to do?”

“You know what.”

He snapped his fingers, pointing to the ground beneath him.

“Come on. I want to put my hands in your hair while you work.”

“What?”

“I like your hair. Sue me. You did a great job with it. It’s gorgeous.”

I had sucked cock before, like I said. I mean, I’m a pretty eighteen year-old girl in America, of course I’ve sucked cock. It’s great. I still think I'm a virgin though. I’ve never had a girl lick me out, or a man who entered my pussy with his cock. And really, to me, for whatever reason, it’s that last one that really makes the difference between virgin and non-virgin.

“I’m not just going to—to suck
 your cock...”

Every fiber of my arousal was shouting at me—Yes you are, stupid! You want to! You've wanted to this whole time!

“Yes, you are. Or don’t you want my money?”

I did. Of course I did.


I need the money
.


And I need to make Daddy happy
.

Hesitating only briefly, I crawled forward and got on my knees before him. My shame didn't apply if he was ordering
 me to do it, if my life was on the line.

Slowly, I enveloped my ruby-red lips around the thick, half-hard surface of his cock. His cock grew inside my mouth as I licked up and down, letting him slide further and further into my mouth and down my throat. My gag reflex had gone away long ago.

“That’s it,” he said. “Be my good girl. My good little girl...”

I moaned loud, picking up my intensity. Fuck, that was so hot when he called me that.

“You like that, sweetheart? You like being my good girl?”

So hot. I couldn’t help myself. I moaned out, “Mmmhmm!” as his cock stuffed more and more of my throat.

“That’s it, baby. Daddy’s gonna cum in your throat. Daddy’s gonna shoot his load right down your nasty little good girl mouth. You want that, don’t you baby?”

Again, I could not help but agree with more hot moaning and licking and slurping. I wanted it bad. I wanted everything that was happening to me.

“Good girl. Here it comes, baby. Here comes Daddy's cum...”

His hips started bucking as his cock spasmed in my mouth, launching a fresh volley of incredible cum down my throat and all over my tongue and mouth. I swallowed and licked up all of it.


Licking up Daddy's cum
.

It  tasted salty and strong. I loved it.

“There,” he said. “Not so bad, was it?”

I shook my head, feeling drunk with lust. My pussy was pulsing with need. If he had said then that he was going to fuck me, I would have begged him to never stop.

“Clean yourself off.” He tugged my hair and pushed me away. “We’ve got to go eat.”

But I already knew I’d had my dinner for the night. He left me too full of his cum to consider putting anything else into my belly.
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BY THE TIME WE HAD
 made it to the small restaurant where we had dinner, my mood had soured once more, and I was being snottily obvious about it.

I mean, sure, I had wanted
 to suck his cock, but now I was afraid he would treat it like some obligation of mine. Which it was.

But I just...I didn’t want to be treated
 that way.

I wanted to be a whore who wasn’t treated like a whore. I wanted all the benefits and none of the work. Ridiculous, I know.

The restaurant he took us to was small and cozy, on the beach front. Above us the stars shone with incredible brightness. I could see more than I ever had in the city. Jefferson, to his credit, tried to engage me in friendly conversation, and I continually shut him down. He must have thought that, after sucking his cock, the worst was over.

Little did he know how stubborn this “good girl” could be.

The hostess who sat us down was blonde and just drop-dead gorgeous. She was the sort of professional-looking beauty who you knew who look even more fabulous even after her supposed “prime” was well and done. As things stood, however, she was only maybe ten years older than me—still very much a young woman. Her name was Rebecca, and she was familiar with Jefferson.

“Darling!” she exclaimed, seeing him. Her face lit up. “I didn’t think it was really you when I saw the reservation.”

“It’s lovely to see you, too,” he said.

They exchanged a long, intimate hug...the sort that people who were just friends alone didn’t have.

God, was there any sexy woman this man came across who he didn’t fuck?

“Your table is all ready,” she gushed. “I even brought your favorite bottle of champagne.”

The table was situated near the back corner of the restaurant. Jefferson liked to have his back to the wall.

Shortly after we sat down, Jefferson caught the eye of a man across the restaurant. He stood up, taking a long swig from the champagne Rebecca brought us.

“I have to go speak with that fellow,” said Jefferson. “I’ll be back in a minute. Try to improve your attitude when I do.”

I could barely restrain my sneer.

The hostess, Rebecca, came and sat down next to me. Her long legs looked fabulous in the tiny gold dress she wore.

“How’s it going with him? Aren’t you having the best
 time?”

I didn't see any reason to be anything but straightforward with this tart.

“To be honest, not really.”

“Seriously?” She looked completely surprised. “Why not? Are you sick?”

“Sick? Why would I be sick?”

She shrugged, smiling still. So good-natured.

“I just can’t imagine...why else wouldn’t you be having a good time?”

“He’s...” I shook my head. “I mean, what do you know about it? Why are you even asking?”

“Come on. He told you that you weren’t the first person he took on a trip like this, right?”

I raised an eyebrow. “He took you on a trip like this?”

“Oh yes.” She clapped her hands together on her tanned thighs. “We had such
 a good time. I just loved it. I loved it here, as a matter of fact. When he was done, I couldn’t bear to leave, and he was nice enough to set me up with a job here.”

“As a hostess?”

“Girl, I get tips like you wouldn’t believe. Don’t knock the job.”

I sighed. “I’m sorry.”

“You make judgments, huh? That’s your thing?”

“Look, I said I was sorry, all right? I didn’t mean to offend you. I just...everyone always acts so grateful
 to him, like he’s doing this big wonderful thing by just having a cock and money...”

She leaned forward, conspiratorial. “Uh, haven’t you had his cock yet? Don’t you know how fucking terrific he is?”

I frowned. “That’s a bit personal.”

“Not for me.” She looked over at where he was talking with the man across the restaurant. “God, I hope he wants to fuck me while he’s here. I guess he will, if you’re being such a cold fish about everything. I thought he looked sort of pissed.”

“He’s always like that.”

“Maybe he is around you
. He paid me for my time. I was happy
 about it. I made him
 happy too.”

I crossed my arms, trying my very best to believe what I was saying.

“I don’t care about his happiness.”

“Well, you should
. He can be really nice, you know.” She put her hands over mine. “Really caring. If he’s being distant or mean, then, I imagine he just...he thinks you don’t like him.”

“I don’t like him,” I lied again.

“Well. He’s reacting to that. You can’t blame him.”

“You don’t understand. It’s not that...I’m not explaining myself properly. It’s not that I don’t like
 him. It’s just...well. He’s...he’s taking advantage of...”

I watched her struggle not to roll her eyes.

“You agreed
 to work for him, right? You knew what you were getting into, didn’t you?”

“...Yes.”

“Then what is he taking advantage of?”

I didn’t have an answer for that.

She left after a minute, and I waited for Jefferson to return, mulling over her words.
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JEFFERSON WANTED TO
 go to a night club. I said, of course, that that would be wonderful. I tried to put on a brave, happy face.

Maybe if I acted happy enough, long enough, I could believe it. Maybe if I believed that we were just a pair of fun, happy people, then I could stop thinking about how completely nasty and erotic every thought I had was about him.


Nasty thoughts about my Daddy
.

I didn’t really want to dance
 with him. I wanted him on top
 of me. I wanted him to demand that I suck his cock and call me his good little girl again. I wanted him to demand that I call him Daddy
.

But I couldn’t just reveal any of that. If I did, that would make me just as much of a horribly, wicked, filthy slut that I was afraid of becoming.

I thought a lot about what Rebecca said to me. All during dinner, I was withdrawn. Unresponsive. A bad date. But, at least I wasn’t a hostile one anymore.

Rebecca was right, you know? I wasn’t really giving him a chance. I hadn’t done anything so far that I hadn’t signed up for. I knew what he wanted when he hired me. It was a little bit ridiculous of me to keep acting like such a cold bitch about it when I wanted his cock so, so bad. Why couldn’t I just give in?

God knew he
 wanted it from all the looks he was giving me, letting his eyes drown in my cleavage. My dress was made and put on for him to look at me, after all.

He wanted
 to have fun. He wanted
 to show me off. He wanted
 to give me a good time. He wanted
 me to call him Daddy; he wanted
 me to act like his good little fuckpet. The only person between the two of us who was standing in the way of us enjoying ourselves was me.

The way he wanted to express his displeasure was a little...disquieting, to be sure. Nancy on the jet, and all of that. But if I had just stroked him off to begin with, like he had paid me to do
, none of that would have happened.

He liked to feel in charge, that was all. I was fucking with that. And, at any time I wanted, I could stop fucking with that.

The night club we arrived at was called “King’s Club.” It was a tall three story affair with bright pink and blue neon lights hanging off its edges like futuristic vines. It was, by far, the gaudiest place I had seen in Maui. Parking was thirty dollars.

The car pulled up to the entrance. I grabbed Jefferson before he had a chance to open the door.

“Yes?” he asked.

“I wanted to say...” I huffed slightly, making my tits jiggle. “I wanted to tell you I’m sorry. I’ve been...I’ve been acting out. Acting...ungrateful.”

“Is that so?” He smiled small. “I haven’t noticed.”

“Come on. I’m trying to make amends here. Please just listen.”

A vicious, cold expression flashed through his features. He grabbed me by my hair, bending me over backwards in his lap. His expression changed back—neutral and calm once more—but he didn’t let me go.

“I don’t want a girl who apologizes. I don’t want a girl who makes trouble, or complaints, or amends. I want a fun girl. Either you’re fun, or you’re not. That’s all I need to know.”

Before, I would have tried to ignore the painful sensation of being pulled and tugged like he had me. But I had committed myself—I let myself enjoy it.

He wasn’t some john having his way with me, no. That wasn’t fun at all.

No, he was my Daddy.
 And he was disciplining
 his little girl.

“I can be fun. I’m fun.” I slipped my hand backwards, up his thigh, onto his crotch. “I’m your fun little good girl, Sir.”

He raised an eyebrow, uncaring, and let me go.“We’ll see.”

The interior of the club was loud, crowded. It was the sort of place where a person could easily get lost. There were bars on all four walls, each lit up with more pink and blue neon like the stuff that was hanging off the walls outside. I think they wanted to keep people discombobulated a little bit.

Jefferson took a spot on a leather couch. I sat next to him—he pretended like I wasn’t there. That was fine. I had to get back in his good graces. I could do that. I was a hot babe, after all, and he wanted a hot babe to want to be with him.

Once again, I pressed against his body, my hand running up his thigh. My big, thick titties crushed attractively against his arm. He pushed me away. I slid forward again, and he pushed me away again. Finally, we reached some compromise, where my bare legs and sexy high heels pressed against his legs, and my nipples rested light on his arm.

He liked my tits. I could use that, I thought. It was a foolish thing to think, though, to imagine that I could “use” any part of myself and create an effect he didn't want.

A waitress came by with a bottle of champagne, one glass already full. She wore tall, tall boots and a shiny green dress. She had short red hair and tits that I noticed, with some satisfaction, where definitely not bigger than mine.

“You’re looking hot tonight,” he said to her. “What’s your name?”

“Maggie.”

“Maggie? Okay, Maggie. Here’s two hundred dollars,” he said, stuffing the bills into her dress. “Keep the drinks coming quick, all right?”

She smiled wide at him, and walked off. She had that same sexy wiggle that the girl in the coffee shop had. Jefferson took a sip of his champagne, clearly enjoying himself.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “Forgot you were there. Did you want some?”

“I’m happy to have anything you’d like to give me, Sir,” I said. “Even if that’s nothing.”


That
 put a smile on his face.

“Here,” he said. “Down this.”

“Down it? It must have cost you...”

The warning look on his face stopped my protest.

“Of course, Sir,” I said. “Right away, Sir.”

I downed all of it. Then, he poured me another glass. I downed that as well, and then the two he gave me after that.

In very short order, I was properly drunk. My thoughts became syrupy and warm. Men came by to visit with Jefferson. I saw, in my drunken little haze, money exchange hands. All I knew was that I was to sit there, look pretty, and coo about how strong and perfect my Daddy...how good Jefferson was, I mean.

A song with a particularly thrumming beat came on—I rose with excitement when I realized that I knew it. It was “Hold me, Use me,” by The Rhyme Krew. I used to dance to it on stage! It was the perfect way to get into his good graces.

“Come on,” I shouted. “Dance with me?”

He obliged me. With me leading the way, we pushed out onto the dance floor. Very quickly, I was bumping and grinding hard against this man, my tiny dress threatening to tear apart from the frenetic pace of my movements. I slid up and down his strong, tall body like he was a stripper's pole, sliding my open legs up and down his incredibly masculine form.

Other men started drooling at the display I was making of myself. Women feeling jealous of their looks redoubled their efforts, trying to outdo me. They couldn't do it, of course. I was the star of Lucky Doll's. These women had nothing on my hot young virgin body.

Suddenly, as I was grinding hard on Jefferson’s leg, I felt hands on my skirt, pushing it up. They weren’t Jefferson’s hands, though. His hands were on my back. This was someone else.

I jerked to see who it was, to see what was happening, but Jefferson held me in place.

“Let it happen,” he ordered.

Right there, in the middle of the dance floor, I felt the unmistakable feel of a cockhead sliding up between my ass cheeks.

Someone in the crowd of people was going to take full advantage of drunk and horny I was...and it wasn't Jefferson.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “I don’t have any protection!”

“I don’t care,” said Jefferson. “Fun girls don’t care either.”

I nodded slowly. I...I had to be a fun girl.

“Do you want it? Do you want to be my fun little girl?”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded. “Yes...Yes, I want it...but can’t it be you?”

He shook his head. “First you have to show me how fun you can be.”

“It’s just...I’m a virgin!”

His smile only grew. The cock pushed up harder now, onto the folds of my pussy. I could feel thick, rough fingers pushing my panties down.

“I don’t care. You want to be my good girl, then you have to prove it. Your first time doesn’t get to be special. It’s special because I’m ordering it to happen, not because you want it to happen a certain way. Your first time belongs to me. Just like all of you. Isn’t that right?”

I nodded finally. “Yes, Sir.”

“Then let it happen how I want.”

“Yes, Sir.”

If I had to prove myself, then I would prove myself. I wanted it. I was excited by the idea. Used by some complete fucking stranger just because my Daddy was a crazy pervert. That was hot.

The hands on me were dark brown. An islander, I guessed. A native. Probably one of the men that Jefferson had given money to while I was taking in drink after drink.

Jefferson pulled my cheeks apart, easing the entrance for the islander to slide up into my pussy.

It didn't take long at all for the islander to enter me completely. He pushed past any natural protection I had and broke all the way through, completely taking my pussy's virginity, just like that. It was easy
 for his fat, hard cock. I could feel his lusty breaths on the back of my neck, the desire-filled tingles in his palms and hands as they moved up and down my body.

To someone else in the club, no doubt it looked like two big men were just dancing close to a sexy young babe. In reality, Jefferson was fucking me hard on top of the islander's big, fat cock.

The islander fucked me harder and harder. Jefferson looked down at me with hard, brutal eyes as I was fucked to the rhythm of the pumping, grinding noise of the song. Bliss showered through my body. I didn't know fucking was so damn good! His cock felt incredible inside of my hot, tight virgin cunt.

I was going to cum, I just knew it. And I could feel how the islander was about to as well.

“I’m going to fucking cum, Sir,” I moaned in Jefferson's ear.

This pleased him.

“Good,” he said. “Cum for Daddy, baby girl. Cum for me.”

He pushed me up and down hard on the islander's cock—harder than ever before! I was losing all control, my voice growing louder and louder.

“Yes, Sir! Yes! Please!”

The man started to cum—but he pulled out and spurted all over my thighs and feet and the dance floor. The music and dancing was so thick that no one even seemed to notice.

“No one cums in my girl except for me,” said Jefferson into my ear. “I take care of you, see?”

I nodded, feeling grateful. The haze of bliss began to leave me, but I was still quite drunk.

Jefferson took me back to hotel, and I snuggled up against him all night.
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WHEN I WOKE UP IN THE
 bed in the early morning, I saw Rebecca sliding her mouth up and down Jefferson’s cock. Her moans were loud and indulgent, her sexy blond hair falling in a hot puddle around his balls. She must have come in during the night some time, almost definitely at Jefferson's behest.

“Hey!” I cried.

Rebecca raised an eyebrow, surprised. “What? Is there a problem?”

“I...I mean, of course there is! I want to...”

Jefferson sat up on his pillows.

“Want to what?” asked Jefferson. “You have a complaint?”

“I damn well do!”

“Very well. Rebecca, eat her out.”

“Yes
, Sir,” she purred.

She advanced on me, lust in her eyes. I could see now that she had wanted me this whole time. I had never, not once, had a woman lick my pussy. I was still a little drunk, and at the sight of Jefferson's naked cock, glistening with Rebecca's saliva and his own precum, I was definitely completely turned on.

She slid quickly between my legs. I was naked in the bed—Jefferson must have de-clothed me during the night. Immediately, Rebecca started kissing my thighs. Her little lips were magical. I was soon soaking between my legs with even more lust than before.

“W-what’s...why is she...Jeffersoonnn...”

He sat up higher on the pillows of the immense bed.

“This is how I allow my employees to voice their concerns with me.”

“It’s just...I can’t...I can’t concentrate, and I...oh fuck...”

Jefferson smiled. “Lick her harder, Rebecca. Let’s see if she likes that.”

Rebecca obliged happily, her licks speeding up and increasing in force. My clit was feeling overloaded, so much pleasure that it was almost painful...but only almost. I swam in bliss, my thoughts becoming harder and harder to track.

“I just...I don't know if...I would like...I have to...oh god, Sir! Sir! I have to...I have to—!”

It was obvious to Rebecca that I was about to cum. Her licks sped up, her tongue audible in the large room. Jefferson eyed me the whole time, stroking his huge cock as he watched Rebecca have her way with me.

My body overwhelmed with hot, happy sensations, I wrapped my legs hard around Rebecca's head and came.

So much pleasure coursed through my body that I quickly started to pass out once more. I saw out of the corner of one eye Rebecca crawling back over to Jefferson to suckle back on his throbbing cock, but that was all.

When my thoughts returned to themselves, my head was on Jefferson’s lap. Rebecca was in the bathroom, getting dressed.

“Good girls don’t complain,” he said, noticing I was up finally. “Not about anything.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I thought you said you wanted to be my fun girl. Isn’t that what you told me?”

“Yes, Sir. It's just—”

He jerked me by my hair. “And yet, there you are, complaining. How do you explain that?”

“I...I don’t know, Sir.” Shame rushed through me. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“What did I tell you about apologizing?”

“You’re r-right, Sir. I’m...” I swallowed down the apology that had started to form. “You’re right.”

“You had so much potential.” He shook his head. “Some part of me knew that you would be a lot of work. But I thought I could mold you. I guess I was wrong.”

He pushed my head off his lap then, and stood up. Quickly, he picked up his clothes and started getting dressed. I was too afraid to speak, but when he approached the door, I finally had to say something.

“Where are you going?” I asked. Panic had crept into my voice.

He stopped at the door.

“I have to go to a meeting. Pack your stuff. You’re leaving tomorrow morning.”
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FOR SEVERAL MINUTES
, I sat there in stunned silence. I didn't even respond when Rebecca got out of the shower, got dressed and left. I just couldn't believe it. Jefferson was rejecting me. Men didn't reject me
. That never
 happened.

And he couldn't
 get rid of me. I was his girl. I was his good girl
. And he...he...


He's my Daddy
.

I had to do something to show him how serious I was about obeying him.

I got up out of bed, walking through the hotel room completely naked. In the closet, I found the little outfit he bought me. The humiliating, objectifying schoolgirl outfit.

I took it all out and laid it on the bed. Looking at it now, it seemed much less humiliating. Much less objectifying. Or rather, even if it made me an object, it was the sort of object that I wanted to be
. It would clearly signify how much of a sexy, hot, good little girl I could be for him.

A good, hot shower cleaned off the stink from the club and sex from the night before. A good little girl always smelled her very best for her Daddy. Then, I started on my make-up and my outfit.

I put a few spins of my own on the schoolgirl outfit—sexy tall boots, for one. I think gorgeous women are always enhanced by gorgeous boots. Call me crazy. But if you see me in a pair of tall-tall heeled over-the-knee boots, you can know for certain that I’m doing it purely to show off what a fucking babe I am. There’s nothing like high-heeled boots for that. I wanted everything about my outfit to match what I wanted to be for Jefferson—a decoration. Something to admire. Something that would obey.

I would be a thing more than a person.

I would be an idea more than a woman.

I would be a good little girl for her Daddy.

I wanted him to fuck me like an object. I wanted him to fuck me like he was trying to fuck through
 me. I wanted to not be able to walk for a solid week—to be fucked so hard that I wouldn’t have a choice but to crawl to him and beg to suck his cock.

And best of all, I knew that if I could just play my cards right, he would oblige me.

I looked at myself in the mirror, taking a few spins. I was hot as hell. My tits looked amazing. My legs, too.

I was hot as hell...but it wasn’t enough.

There was a knock at the door. Curious, I answered it.

“Hey.” It was Rebecca, looking awkward. “I left my stockings here. They’re expensive, like two hundred...oh, wow. Look at you. I thought you two were on the outs?”

A brilliantly hot idea occurred to me then.

“Actually, I wanted to talk to you about that. Do you have time?”

She smiled. “For you, baby? I’ve got all day.”

I shut the door behind her. We had lots
 to talk about.
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HE ENTERED THE HOTEL
 suite after about six in the evening. I could tell he was tired from the day, his shoulders hanging down. His suit jacket was in one hand, leaving him in his expensive white shirt and designer slacks.

His face lit up when he saw us waiting for him on the couch. Kneeling next to one another, my face in Rebecca's tits. The sexy collars on our necks. The long gloves on our arms. Rebecca is sexy pink lingerie, and me in my hot, eroticized schoolgirl outfit.

The gloves and collars were one of Rebecca’s touches. She said he loved gloves and collars. They were such brilliant decoration pieces, such wonderful ways to let a man know that a woman was dressed up just for his enjoyment.

He stepped closer, looking at me with one eyebrow raised.

“I know I’ve been such a disappointment to you so far,” I said softly, once he was close enough. “I want you to know that’s all over now.”

“Is that right?”

He stood before us, obviously doing his best to look unimpressed. But we were two gorgeous young women desperate to feel his cock inside of us, and I knew that sort of energy wouldn’t be lost on him.

“Rebecca here...she said she would hold me down on your cock until I couldn’t breath anymore if that’s what it took to convince you. I said that sounded lovely. Won’t you let her show you?”

He looked dubious. “You want her to fuck your face on my cock?”

“If that’s what you’d like, Sir. If that’s what would make you happy.”

“What if I had her choke you completely on my cock?” He stepped close, now, tugging my hair a bit once more. “What if I never told her to let go?”

I knew he was just testing the waters. He’d never really do anything like that. It was just something he wanted me to hear me say I was excited by.

And you know what? I was excited by that thought. That sort of perfect, unending obedience.

“Whatever it takes to make you happy, Sir. I’m your fun girl. I don’t get a say in what happens to me. I don’t want one.”

“Fuck...” he muttered, stroking my hair.

“Please, Sir? Won’t you do it?” I took a long, shuddering breath. “Please, Daddy?”

My cunt instantly became sopping wet, just from the excitement of saying that phrase.

Please, Daddy.

There was a lifetime of emotional attachment to those words. Eighteen years worth. Everything I had ever fantasized about could be traced back directly to that—Please, Daddy.

“Please, won’t you Daddy?” I asked again. “Won’t you take us both?”

It excited him, too, calling him Daddy. I could see that it did.

“Yes, Daddy...” moaned Rebecca. “She won’t stop talking about how badly she needs your cock. She's been moaning about it all day long. Won’t you give it to her? Won’t you let her have what she needs?”

He took Rebecca by the hair, now, and tugged it hard.

“You choke her on my cock,” he growled to her, taking his pants down and kicking them away. “I want to hear her gag, you hear me?”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned. “I want to make your baby girl gag on your big fucking Daddy cock.”

His rod swelled before me at Rebecca’s words. Both of us moaning, Rebecca pushed my head forward onto his gigantic, hardening rod.

This was no gentle lovemaking session. This was no slow discovery of what it was like to touch the full, hard length of another man.

No. Just as ordered, Rebecca fucked my mouth completely on his cock. She gathered up a thick tangle of my hair and pushed me up and down on it. There were plenty of times when I was running out of air, choked, gagging, and she didn't care, just like he ordered. Just like I wanted. I was being used, abused, and absolutely throatfucked by my Daddy.

“God,” he said. “You're both so hot. So good for Daddy. You're gonna make me...fuck...”

I could tell he couldn't hold back much longer. His own thrusts were getting quicker, filling my throat more and more often with his immense length of cockmeat.

“Please do it!” Rebecca called to him, staring up at him eagerly. “Please cum in your babygirl's mouth, Daddy!'

Groaning finally, he spurted and exploded down my throat. His cum layered into my tummy, filling me up with his white hot warm goo. There was so much of it!

Finally, when I couldn’t breathe anymore, Rebecca let me off. I coughed and gasped, smiling and laughing. It was so fucking fun
 to be choked on Daddy’s big fat cock! I let myself drift for a moment, trying to return all the air I needed to my lungs.

I snapped back to reality when he slapped his thick, hard cock against my cheek. Demanding my attention, demanding my seriousness.

Because I wasn’t just using flowery language—his thick, long, perfect cock slapped against my cheek and it was completely hard.

He was still hard.

He.

Was.

Still.

Hard.

I couldn’t believe it. He came so much
 down my throat. How could he have anything left?

“Bend over,” he commanded. “Daddy’s gonna get you pregnant, baby girl.”

I whimpered with need. The thought turned me on more than almost anything else could. Sex with Daddy was already crazy hot—but unprotected sex with Daddy was even better. He ripped my schoolgirl skirt off, leaving it in tatters on the floor.

“Rebecca, push me while I take her,” he ordered. “Push my hips while I take my good little girl.”

Soon, he mounted me, thundering his cock inside of my still-virgin-tight twat. His meat was so big—huge! So much bigger than the islander from the night before. It filled me up even more.

His thrusts were harder too, and more violent. He wanted me to feel ripped apart in the best possible way by his cock. Just like with the throatfucking, this wasn’t some gentle love-making session; this was hardcore, no-holds-barred fucking.

“Fuck her, Daddy!” Rebecca moaned, fingering her pussy while she pushed his hips. “Fuck her so hard!”

“Yes, Daddy!” I moaned. “Please, Daddy! You're fucking me so good! I love it! I love my Daddy's cock!”

Our encouragement only seemed to speed up his thrusts. He had staying power, though. He fucked me harder than I thought I could handle, and he wasn't slowing down or
 cumming. His thrusts pummeled into me for minutes and minutes, ramming into my hot eighteen year-old body like he owned it.

Because, after all, he did
 own it.

But after a long enough time, he decided it was time to give me the ultimate gift.

“I’m gonna fucking get you pregnant, baby girl. You want that? You want Daddy’s seed filling your good girl womb?”

The thought was terrifying and scary—but so fucking erotic!

“Oh yes, Daddy! Daddy please! I need it, please Daddy!”

I saw Rebecca’s face light up at the dirty talk. She licked his neck with a hot pink tongue, still fingering her pussy while he pushed him inside of me.

“Please fucking cum in her, baby? Cum in her spoiled brat womb!”

“Yeah,” he grunted, “...fuck yeah...”

With a furious spasming of his svelte hips, he exploded inside of me, emptying his cum into my fresh, fertile womb. I had never felt anything so perfect or wonderful in my whole life. I came with him, even harder than I ever had. I heard Rebecca's voice calling out, echoing across the hotel room, cumming with us. All three of us shaking and moaning at the same time, overwhelmed with hot, endless pleasure.

We all dozed off together, arms intertwining, all three of us spent completely.
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THE REST OF THE TRIP
 went off without a hitch. There was no more nastiness, no more ugliness. Or at least, no more nasty ugliness that made anyone feel bad.

Every morning, we began the day with me sucking Jefferson’s cock. I would snuggle up around his hard, masculine form and slip my lips around his soft rod until he stiffened in my mouth. Have you ever had a cock get hard in your mouth? It’s such an experience. Knowing that everything your body is doing is creating pleasure for your Daddy...it’s so good.

Sometimes Rebecca was there to help. Too often, she had to go to work...but lots of times she was there to help me suck him or to cheer me on.

Of course, once he was good and hard, and good and awake, I would slip off and start to beg, like a good girl.

“Please, Daddy? Won’t you cum in your good girl’s mouth to start the day?”

He’d always oblige me.

After that, I would dress up in whatever sexy, skimpy outfits he picked out for me. Some were outfits that Rebecca picked out for him to put on me. I didn’t care how much they revealed or what they showed off. I wanted him to know that I was his good little girl, and as his good little girl, I would do anything he said.

Sometimes I looked so hot that he had to stop in the street while he was showing me off and tug me into a bathroom or a closet and fuck my mouth. Or, if I was really lucky, he’d fuck my fertile, hot cunt.

Of course, it all ended when we got back to the mainland. He paid me everything he said he would. Chesterfield got everything I owed him and then a little more just to leave me alone. Jefferson is even going to chip in for child support—because he and I both know that I’m definitely
 pregnant from all the fucking we did. I looked at my calendar on the fourth day and found out I was ovulating well within the range of dates he had emptied his unprotected seed inside of my pussy.

Soon, I’ll know for sure. But until then, I get to daydream and think about what life will be like, knowing I’m carrying my Daddy’s baby in my belly.
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Paid & Laid: A Taboo Heir
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I WAS A HOT, RECENTLY
-turned-eighteen beauty, probably the sexiest girl in my entire town, and I knew for a fact that I would never, ever get pregnant. Being adopted at a young age, I knew that my adoptive mother Kimberly would never really like me for who I was, and I knew that I would always have a spineless wimp for a dad.

But, sometimes everything you know for an absolute fact can turn completely on its head. Outside of still being the sexiest girl in town, all of that was proved wrong to me over the course of just twenty-four hours, and it was all because of Jefferson. I had absolutely no idea that he would be the man who I would come to love calling Daddy, the man who would bring me closer than ever to my Mommy...and the man who would fill me up and make me totally preggo.

It was a bright, cool Saturday afternoon when Jefferson arrived at my house in Pine Hills, the most expensive neighborhood in town. It was the day of my birthday, and I was one hundred percent eighteen, and totally happy and ready to celebrate it with all
 my friends...but I couldn’t until the next weekend. Some idiot who had taken up the local posh community center where I absolutely had
 to have my party. Apparently, they thought that their wedding
 was more important than my birthday.

Um, wrong!

I was of the firm opinion that basically nothing and no one could ever be more important than what I wanted.

So, I had to wait a whole other
 week to have what I wanted, which was total
 bullshit, but what could I do about it?

I mean, besides trading a lot of suggestive pictures with the groom and encouraging his cold feet, completely ruining the bride’s marriage.

It may make me sound cold-hearted, but like, I told
 Shauna she wasn’t supposed to have her wedding during my birthday weekend, and she would not
 listen. She was practically asking me for me to take action. I can’t be helped if her husband-to-be wanted to proclaim his lifelong adoration for my body just because I sent him a few shots of my cleavage. It wasn't like I slept
 with him (no matter how much he begged).

I wanted that day to go out and celebrate my birthday anyway with my friends, but they were all going to Shauna's wedding, and besides, I had used up all of my parents' good will on the party next
 weekend. So, I—hottest babe in town, in case you forgot—was going to spend my birthday completely by myself. If I had a boyfriend, I would have called him, but frankly, none of the boys in my town were good enough to even hold my hand. Kimberly had taught me as much.

Anyway. It was the weekend, and I was bored, and then my adoptive mom, Kimberly, came home from work with her boss, Jefferson. I hadn’t been expecting anybody to come by. At home at that time, it was just my adoptive dad, Alan, and me.

We were in the living room. I was chilling out with my tablet, scrolling through fashion news, wearing nothing more than a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt (most tees end up being tight on my tiny, slender frame just because of how huge my tits are). Alan was on the other side of the living room, trying to hide how much he was staring at me and touching his cock. That happened all the time; I had just gotten used to it at this point. I think the only thing keeping him from hitting on me was how much he already fetishized Kimberly.

“Hello, family!” Kimberly called out. Her voice echoed across the chasm-like entry of our huge house. “I’ve brought a guest home! Come say hello!”

I didn’t know it then, but my life was about to change completely.

If someone had told me that was going to be the case? If someone had told me, “Hey, that guy with your mom? He’s going to rearrange everything you think is important and make your every last thought about his big, pulsing, potent, babymaking cock, and you’ll never want anything so bad as to suck him off and drain him of all his cum, forever.”

If someone told me that? Probably I would have run away. It sounds sort of frightening, doesn’t it?

The truth is...it’s just terrific. I love every second of it. Though getting there was sort of difficult. I had a lot of mind to change, you see. Because before Jefferson arrived that day with Kimberly? My life was pretty much perfect.

In my whole town, Landon, which was pretty big? I was the hottest girl there, like I said. And it wasn’t that other girls weren’t totally sexy and hot too. If I was the hottest babe in a town full of cows, like, that would be nothing to brag about, right?

Right.

So yeah, Landon? It’s a rich, preppy little community on the outskirts of a huge city. All the rich families of all the executives and business owners and stuff live here. And you probably know as well as I do that rich people look the best. It’s just how it is: we have the best access to all the great food that makes our skin glow, and all the best personal trainers and all the best gyms and all the best make-up.

Not to mention that like, for most
 of the families, all the wives are totally trophies (who are raising their daughters to be much the same), so looking good and fit and sexy is what they make their lives about, as it’s the one thing they can control (rather than the wandering dicks of their husbands).

So you can know, for sure, that when I’m telling you I was the hottest
 babe in Landon, that’s really something. I had thick, dark black hair that swept all the way down past my ass, each sexy silky strand hotter and shinier than the last. I’m pretty sure I have the type of hair that makes men just want to automatically start fucking and not even get into anything silly like small talk or thoughts of romance. It’s tuggable and thick; I think that makes it easy to imagine wrapping my wrists with it and tying me down until I’m helpless before a big, hot cock.

Not that I’ve ever felt one. A big hard cock, I mean. I’m a lot of things, and a virgin happens to be one of them, and a slut
 does not.

I haven’t even seen
 a cock in person. A couple of men tried to flash me in the locker rooms of the local gym, once, but they just came all over themselves before their cocks were fully out of their pants. I winked at them as they trying to disrobe, and it just set them off. I guess that gives you a decent idea of how beautiful my face is?

Other girls at the gym or around town, of course they get super fit or skinny or whatever, working hard. But no amount of hard work is going to be a replacement for just how naturally beautiful I was born to be. With thick full lips, deep green eyes, a smooth angelic nose, and elegant cheekbones, I was just designed all over to be admired.

Anyway, my hotness doesn’t stop with my hair. Of course my legs are fantastic. They’re toned and tanned, like the rest of my body (um, if you haven’t yet? Start kickboxing! It’s great for your figure, and guys absolutely drool about what my abs do these days). And my tits are just enormously hot, nice big 36 double Ds, just like the tits of the hottest babe in town ought to be.

So, bottom line, I did not get up to go meet Kimberly and her guest. I didn’t see the point. I knew they would come and see me, like good little subjects in the court that I
 ruled.

In our large house, I could hear Kimberly’s high heels click-clicking away as they came closer to the living room. Alan shuffled and stumbled about, clearly trying to hide his hard-on. I sat up slightly, fancy tablet in my arms still, knowing that I looked completely disastrously beautiful for whoever was with my mom. If it was a woman, I’d make her jealous and probably hate herself for not looking as hot as I was. And if it was a man, I’d make him want
 me. These were just natural settings for me at this point, and Kimberly had been the one to teach them to me.

It would be easy to think that I got my good genes from my mom. She was tall, toned, dark-haired and lovely. She even had green eyes like me. But no, she was my adoptive mom, just like Alan was my adoptive dad. Apparently they went through a lot of trouble to pick me out from a whole slew of potential kids, to make sure I was going to look something like them. And Mom, being the leader in our particular pack, made sure her new kid was someone who looked a LOT more like her than like Alan. She wasn’t exactly appreciative, ever, of the way Alan looked.

You see, my mom had Alan completely wrapped up in her. He would do anything
 for Kimberly. And since I was even hotter than my mom—who was totally young and hot to begin with—Alan was even more
 in love with me.

I caught him once, jerking off in the bathroom. Or, I didn’t “catch” him—I didn’t bust through the door just to see him busting that nut to pictures of me. Rather, I heard him one day muttering while he was in the bathroom with the door just slightly open. I listened closer, ear pressing against the door, and I heard him muttering my name. Through the mirror on the wall, I saw he was holding a pair of my neon blue panties (which had been lost for several weeks now) against his face.

After that, I knew I could ask him for any little thing I wanted, and just so long as I touched his arm or flashed some midriff, I’d get it. That’s how I ended up with a fifty-inch HDTV in my room, mounted on the wall, and a brand new sexy red convertible. Lots of other cool, expensive stuff too. I’m probably driving him deep into debt, and Kimberly won’t allow him to have any more of her money, even though she makes so much more than he does.

In fact, she gave him an allowance every month (Jefferson paid her very well), and so all of Alan’s
 allowance went into paying for stuff I wanted
. And deserved, of course. I’m a totally hot superbabe, so I deserve every little last thing that I want.

My mom Kimberly was only about twelve years older than I was. She was eighteen when she met and married Alan and they adopted me. When they first got married, Alan was the dominant force in the relationship, making way more money, and he had wanted a child right away. As Kimberly refused to get pregnant (she was so certain it would ruin her figure), they adopted instead. Lucky for me, I guess. If Kimberly had met Alan later in life, she would have realized what a pushover he was.

As time went on, Alan's stock in the business world fell and fell, and Kimberly's rose and rose as she climbed the ranks. About six months ago, she had changed jobs to go work for Jefferson's multi-billion dollar investment company, and she had never been happier.

Anyway, so now that I was eighteen, Kimberly was just thirty, even though she looked closer to twenty-five or twenty-four, like a young beauty fresh out of college, except for that slightly-more-mature, knowing look in her eyes. Years of healthy living and exercise had done wonders for her skin tone and youthfulness. She looked like more a match for a movie star than the old, broken-down lump of human that Alan was.

He looked, most of the time, like a turd left out in the sun for way too long: dried-up white, shriveled, and ready to collapse at a moment’s notice. Kind of pathetic, really, except Kimberly had raised me never to pity anybody. It was a weakness.

I was a superior being, she told me constantly, just like her, and pity was for idiots with too much time on their hands.

Kimberly and her guest, a large dark-haired man, stepped into the living room. She wore a tight business suit with a tiny skirt that seemed...disheveled a bit, like she had been in some sort of fracas. She leaned in hard on the hunk she walked in with, like they were old, glorious lovers. The man wore a form-fitting pair of slacks and a loose button-up that had the top few buttons undone to show off his dark expanse of chest hair and his thick, strong pectorals.

“Hello darling,” Kimberly said to me, quite cheery. “Hello Alan.” Her voice became much darker and more disapproving. “This is Jefferson, my boss. He heard it was your birthday, Audray, and insisted
 on stopping by to help us celebrate.”

“Did he?” I asked, becoming quite snide. “So he wanted to take up the entirety of my birthday for you instead of just part of it?”

Jefferson laughed at this. I saw Kimberly’s face become somewhat dismayed. “Come now, darling. Be nice. This is the man who pays your mother so you live so nicely. That pretty little gadget in your hands, for instance.”

I tossed the tablet down to the ground and walked out of the room. “Keep it! It’s stupid anyway.”

Yes, I was angry. My mother had told me just the day before that she was planning on working for the entire
 day of my birthday, which would leave me alone with Alan
 the whole time. And, god, if I wanted to be ogled all day on my eighteenth birthday, I’d go work at a strip club. Six or seven club owners had already propositioned me as I walked around the mall in town over the past several months. They backed off when they learned I wasn’t of age, but now that I was eighteen...well, I could do anything.

And it was the way
 my mom had told me she was going to work. “It’s not as if I’ll be missing your party, dear. Today doesn’t really matter all that much does it?”

She said that to me!

She said that
! To me.


Ugh. And that was after
 she was the one who didn’t reserve the community center in time for my perfect party.

Kimberly walked after me into the hallway, leaving Jefferson to stare at our asses. “Darling, wait.”

I huffed, crossed my arms, and waited for her. In many ways, she was still like an older sister to me more than a mother. But she still could take that special motherly tone that all moms had, and she could make me wait on her if she commanded it.

“Jefferson really
 wanted to wish you a happy birthday.” She touched my arm. I felt the small, typical thrill from the feel of her fingers on my skin. “Now, won’t you let him?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “Fine.”

I walked back into the room, briefly. I looked at Jefferson, acting completely unimpressed with how mind-blowingly handsome he so clearly was.

“You have something you wanted to say?”

“Yes,” he said, smiling. “Happy Birthday, Audray. I’m so thrilled that you’ve gotten a year older. Eighteen at last. Your mother has been telling me so very much about you.”

After a moment, I rolled my eyes and left again, running right back into Kimberly. She had been trying to follow me back into the room.

“Is that it? Can I go have my own birthday, now?”

“Come now, dear. We’re supposed to have a birthday dinner for you. Won’t you like that?”

I stamped a foot and clenched my fists, trying not to yell. They were being so frustrating! I was mad at everyone and I just wanted to be left alone.

Gritting my teeth, I said, “Fine. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, you have to kick Jefferson out first. So I’ll wait to come down until you do.”

“Oh, dear.” She laughed. It was a rich, beautiful sound. “I’m not doing that.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, I must have forgotten to say. I’m sorry, dear.” She touched my arm again. Thrill, again. “He’s staying for dinner! So, go get dressed.”

“Dressed?”

“Yes. Wear something nice. Jefferson insists.”

Her eyes had taken a slight shine to them, almost like a kind of fervor.

“He insists
?”

“Yes, dear. And because he does, I do. Jefferson thinks a gorgeous girl like you ought to dress properly for your birthday dinner. You will oblige him.”

I huffed. “I don’t think I will. I have things
 to do tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow, maybe amused with my protest. “You will
 do as I say, unless you want your birthday celebration canceled.”

“You...” I tried to keep my jaw from dropping down past my tits. “You wouldn’t dare
.”

“I would. This is important to me. And therefore, to you. And I have to be cruel to get my way, I will. You know I will.”

I did know she would. She had trained me very well into being the same way. Nice girls got nothing. Gorgeous girls who were nice got quite a lot. And cold, cruel-hearted gorgeous babes got the most out of anyone on this earth.

“Fine,” I said. “But don’t
 ask me to have a good time.”

“Of course not, darling. But you will pretend, just like I've taught you.”

I sighed, knowing I would. Kimberly’s lessons in acting properly were nothing if not thorough.
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I CAME DOWN ABOUT FIFTEEN
 minutes later—taking my time—
looking absolutely fucking smoking hot, of course. I could hardly do otherwise. With my body, everything looks scandalously hot, and the outfit I had chosen did not change this in the slightest.


Jefferson
 wanted me to dress nice? He
 wanted that? Not Kimberly? Fine, then. Fine.

And, oooh, I already know what you’re thinking. You think I was just so
 jealous of Jefferson, with my mom clearly doting on him how she was. You think that I was just so
 angry at him already because of the way she wanted to do everything
 with him, and talked
 about him all the time, and how she was desperate
 to dress me up to look hot not because she
 wanted it, but because he
 said so.

Well, that’s just super gross, okay? I was not
 attracted to my mom
. Even if I am adopted and it wouldn’t be like, totally unheard of or even really that gross, because we’re both completely hot.

That’s just...not how it was, okay? I didn’t have the world’s biggest girl-crush on my mom, and I wouldn’t be deliriously happy if she asked me even just once to kiss her or touch her tits or lick her pussy, and my crush on her (which didn’t exist!) was not
 the reason I was always so, so excited to go shopping with her and show off my body in new arrangements.

So don’t even think about any of that, okay?

Anyway, I looked hot
. Kimberly would definitely notice.

I had on the dress she gave me for my last birthday—a tight, form fitting orange dress. It had a swooping neckline to show off my terrific cleavage, and was extremely tight, so my tits were pressed up and together. Catching the eye in that magic boob-heavy line was a sparkling diamond necklace that I convinced Alan to buy me (sending him even further into debt, no doubt, for something I wore only like once before this).

Tall, tall black high heeled shoes were on my feet, nearly five-inches. They were nearly as expensive as the gown, and the bottoms were bright red, though the buckles were gold. The bottom of the dress hugged my ass, showing off my long, perfect legs. I looked amazing. It was my birthday, after all, and I deserved to look good and turn some heads. Even if, yes, those heads belonged to Jefferson and Kimberly.

And I guess Alan too? But no one was really counting him.

I was going
 to wear this dress next week at my party, but as Jefferson
 demanded that I look nice, I supposed I would have to give an honest effort. I knew Kimberly would send me back upstairs if I hadn’t.

“Oh my,” said Kimberly, as I finally entered the dining room. “You look lovely, darling.”

She gave me brief hug, and a kiss on the cheek. I felt my skin catch fire. It was the most affection she had shown me in ages.

“Thank you very much, dear. I appreciate your effort.”

My chest swelled with pride. I don’t know what response I had been expecting from my mother—jealousy?

Arousal?

(No, shut up!
)

But, anyway, appreciation certainly hadn’t been on my mind.

“I concur with your mother,” said Jefferson. “You are the image of beauty.”

Still riding high from my mother’s approval, I giggled—actually giggled
—and did a brief curtsy. My tits jiggled, and Jefferson let his eyes follow them as I tipped down and then up. I found myself enjoying his eyes on me.

Alan said something, but it was all mumbly and I ignored him, as was pretty usual.

We sat down to dinner. It was a heavy meal consisting of sweet potato casserole, honey-glazed turkey, and green beans. There was also a blueberry and walnut salad on the side, which was mostly what I was interested in. All of it was made by Alan—so of course, it was sub-par.

Much to my chagrin, Kimberly started flirting openly with Jefferson. She laughed happily at all his little remarks, and sat directly
 next to him, rubbing her sexy, mature body against his in a very knowing way.

He would say things like, “This was made by you, Alan? It shows.”

And Kimberly would giggle as if Jefferson was some kind of stand-up comedian. It was disgusting
.

It was becoming more and more apparent that her relationship was much, much more serious than just a boss and employee, which I had already suspected. I didn’t really mind—my mommy was clearly better than Alan, and so totally deserved someone better than him to fuck whenever she wanted. And no
, I don't just mean me
.

But it was beginning to seem like much more than some hot, sexy fling, too. And whatever it was, it definitely did not
 seem like Kimberly was the driving force, which was making my mind reel.

At one point, I ran out of food on my plate, and asked for the only thing that was any good—the salad. I snapped my fingers at Jefferson, pointing to the bowl.

“Yes?”

He was playing dumb.

I snapped my fingers again. “Salad.”

“Pardon?”

“Salad?” I said, a little more forceful, pointing urgently.

“Is that a question? Yes, that's a salad.” He turned to Kimberly. “I thought you said she got good grades?”

“Hey
.” I stomped my feet under the table. “Just give me the salad, all right? You know what I want.”

He leaned back, putting an arm around Kimberly's chair—and so Kimberly herself.

“Why should I?”

No one ever
 asked me “why” they should do the things I said. They just did them. This was completely unheard of.

“Um, I asked you to do it, so do it, okay?” I felt like I was explaining math to a child.

“I should do it just because you asked?”

“Yes?”

What wasn’t he getting? People did things for me. They did them all the time. All I had to do, at most, was smile a little and show a little tit. I leaned forward, letting him see my cleavage even more. It pressed hard against the tight fabric of my dress.

“Well, no, then.” He frowned. “You didn’t even say ‘please.’”

“I’m saying please now, okay?”

“All right. Say it, then.”

“Say what?”

“Please. Along with the full sentence.”

I sighed, rolling my eyes and crossing my arms. “Would you please
 pass me the salad?”

“No. I don’t think so. I don’t like your attitude.”

I huffed and then scoffed. A real huff-scoff. He was asking for it.

“Alan, grab me the salad, yes?”

Of course, right away, Alan hopped to his feet to do as I said. In no time, I had the salad in front of me. He simpered for a moment, hoping for a thank-you. Of course, he didn't get one. Long ago, Kimberly had trained me out of the habit of thanking Alan for anything. It only encouraged him to act out.

My mother appeared quite scandalized at Alan's actions—directly going against Jefferson and therefore her—but Jefferson leaned over and whispered something in her ear. I could see his arm moving under the table, pushing up against her body. Whatever Kimberly was going to say slipped from her mind as Jefferson's fingers slipped further up her thighs.

Alan, sitting back down and still staring at me, waiting for some signal of gratitude, was oblivious. Such an idiot.

“Jefferson,” Kimberly tittered, breath heavy. “I’m going to go into the kitchen and prepare dessert. Would you...would you lend me a hand, please?”

Alan started to get up, finally removing his gaze from my elegant visage. “I can help, dear.”

“No!” Kimberly was almost virulent. She seemed to notice her tone, and switched to a smile. “No, no, dear. You stay put. I need...Jefferson’s
 help for this one.”

Tits leaning heavy on Jefferson's arm, Kimberly pushed her hunk into the kitchen. I remained in the dining room with Alan still staring at me, sweating profusely.

Before long, I heard some pans clatter around in the kitchen. I was certain I could hear other noises through the door. Sounds of struggle? My mother moaned loudly.

You probably have already guessed the truth. But I suppose I still had some points of innocents left to lose.

Curious, I got up and pressed one beautiful cheek against the door.

“Oh yes!” I heard Kimberly cry. “Oh god, Jefferson! Baby! It’s so good, you’re sooo good! Fill me up, darling! Give it to me! Put a baby in me, oh fuck!”

Jefferson was...he was fucking
 my mother, right there in the kitchen!

Alan did nothing about it. Clearly, he heard, and knew what was going on. Instead he just smiled his stupid, vacuous smile at me, lecherously eyeing me up and down.

Want to know what the difference is between a lecher and a stud? A lecher looks at you like Alan does, and knows he’ll jerk off to it later. A stud looks at you like Jefferson
 does, and knows he’ll fuck you later, if he still thinks you’re good enough.

Beyond the door, I heard my mother cumming triumphantly, with Jefferson grunting as he emptied his load in her no-doubt-fertile body. For some reason, Jefferson just seemed like the type to refuse to use a condom, and I knew for a fact my mom wasn’t on birth control. She didn't like the mood swings it gave her. If my suspicions were correct, then he might very well have gotten her pregnant!

I sat back down, stunned at the implications. My own mother, fucking a new man in our own home! It was one thing to do it at work, or at a hotel or at their house...but to do it right in front of her husband! How distasteful.

The door to the kitchen opened, and Kimberly was there with dessert in her hands—a lemon tart. Her hair was disheveled and sexy, and she leaned hard against Jefferson. He had a hand perched high on her ass, and Kimberly ground her behind into his thick paw. Both of their faces were flushed from the intense, short fucking session.

“Now,” said Kimberly, smiling brightly and circling down to the table. “Who’s for dessert?”
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ALL THROUGH DESSERT
, I was just totally, completely shocked. I barely touched the tart that Kimberly put in front of me. When Alan and Jefferson retired to the living room and Kimberly started to clear the table, I made my move.

I pulled her Kimberly away from the table and into the hall. I told her we had urgent, urgent
 matters to discuss. Almost I dragged her into the kitchen, but it still stank of lust and spilled cum.

We ended up in the small reading room adjacent to the dining room. It was close enough to where the men were down the hall (if I could categorize Alan as a man, anyway) to where I had to do most of my talking through hissing whispers.

“What’s wrong with you?”

She smiled innocently. “Whatever do you mean, dear?”

Her face was still plastered over with the smiling bliss from Jefferson’s forceful fuck session.

“You just fucked
 another man in this house, mother!”

She didn't even think of playing innocent. “Yes, I did. And not just another man, sweetie. A better one.” She paused, considering. “Or really, perhaps just a
 man at all. Your father isn’t much of one. And we haven’t fucked in years and years. Mostly, he just jerks off while I play dress-up for him. Did you know that?”

“No!” I shook my head, trying to clear the mental image from my mind. “Ick!”

“It is icky, I agree. That’s why I’ve taken up with Jefferson, dear. It’s a much better situation for everyone, trust me.”

I shook my head.

“I’ve lost all respect for you. This is ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous?”

“Yes. You’re flouncing about our home
 acting like some...like some tramp. Some slut
. It’s reprehensible.”

And then she did something I did not expect at all, something she had never done in the entire time I had known her.

She slapped me.

Not playfully, either. Not in any sort of mistaken way—she didn’t flail about, hitting my shoulders and the top of my head with the meat of her arms. No, she slapped me right across one beautiful cheek. It was like an old-timey movie slap, hard and sudden. The sound echoed across the small reading room.

“You will respect Jefferson. He is...” she brought her hands to her chest, “unlike some men, a real
 man. He’s the man this family needs.”

I held my hand to my cheek, still stinging hot. “You...you hit
 me.”

I couldn’t believe it.

Her lovely face softened.

“Oh, dear, you’re right. I rather lost my temper, there. I just can’t abide someone speaking out so harshly against my man, don’t you understand? He’s the kind of man I told you about. The sort who I thought didn’t exist. And now that I know he does...well. We have to take certain measures, you and I. To ensure that he stays with us, forever and ever.”

Her hands slid around my waist. Very quickly I felt myself lose whatever control I thought I had over the situation. I had no idea what was happening. She had just slapped me, my own mother, and now she was slipping her hands around my waist? Why?

“Wh-what are you saying?”

Her smile was slow and sensual. “Can’t you guess, darling?”

She kissed me then, slowly and passionately. Her plush, hot delicious lips slipped sexily over my own, our tongues moving against one another. When she finally drew away, I was trembling with lust. I thought I might cry.

I had never thought Kimberly wanted...I never thought...of all people, I never would have guessed...Kimberly!

Mommy!

“I’ve wanted to do that for so, so long,” she whispered softly, nipping softly still at the thick area of my lips, the elegant lines around my chin. “Now that you’re of age, all sorts of wonderful things can happen, dearie.”

I whimpered slow. What was happening? I was so fucking turned on. My pussy felt molten.

“Compose yourself, and then join us in the living room. We have such
 a birthday surprise for you, Jefferson and I.”

She walked off then. I watched the womanly sway of her ass with brand new eyes.

Perhaps I should explain? I never thought anyone would have a grip on my mom the way Jefferson did. It was, indeed, contrary to the way she raised me.

When I was much younger, and just starting to be interested in boys, my mother sat me down in my bedroom. All around me were little expensive stuffed animals.

“Don’t ever become attached to a male, Audray.”

“What do you mean?”

“No boys. No men.” Her voice was clear as crystal. “You can date
 them, of course, and even marry one some day. But you’ll always be too good for them. And because you’ll always be too good for them, you’ll always be in control of whatever relationship you’ll be a part of, dear,” she told me. “Always.”

“Always?”

“Always.”

“But what if the guy is like...really cute? Or rich?”

I was only half-joking, but she didn’t catch any humor. She took my hands and looked at me very seriously.

“Always, always, always
. Beautiful women always win. We’re at the tip-top of the tip-top. Powerful men get everything they want in this world, but if beautiful women are smart...and you and I most definitely are, we can always guide those powerful men to where we want them to be. They’re putty in our hands if we make it so. We just have to let them think
 they’re in charge. But they’ll always be doing what we want.”

I thought about this for a moment.

“What if there’s someone...strong? You know. Someone who really deserves to be in charge of you? Or me?”

“Such a man doesn’t exist.”

“What if he did?”

She frowned at my stubbornness. “He doesn’t.
”

“But what if he did
?”

“Then I’d do absolutely anything he asked of me. All right? I would give my whole life to such a man. And you should too. Because to deserve that kind of submission from you, or me...he’d never truly be sated with just one woman. You’d have to do everything you could to stay in his power. To remain interesting to him. But it’s a moot point anyway. He doesn’t exist.”

She looked a bit sad, now.

“But you want
 him to, don’t you?”

“I did once, sure. But then in wanting that, I projected others into that ideal persona, when they didn’t fit the ideal. That’s how I ended up with the joke of your father.”

“He’s not my father.”

Even that young, I hated Alan.

She smiled. “Yes, dear. Remember that. Not anyone to respect.”
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AFTER KIMBERLY KISSED
 me, I exited the reading room in a haze. Alan and Jefferson were in the living room, sitting across from one another. Alan was on a small loveseat by himself, a cup of water before him on the coffee table. Jefferson sat up straight, back in perfect posture. He was on the couch underneath the large windows. The light framed his titanous form, making him almost look like some kind of golden god sitting there in my very house. I was naturally attracted to him, of course—he was an attractive man, as I have said.

But like, now that I knew what my mom
 thought about him...now that I knew that like, he was the one
 guy my mommy would ever
 consider submitting to, I found him instantly all the more attractive.

And, get this, I felt bad
 for the way I had acted toward him before. All belligerent and gross and rude. I wanted to apologize, and I don’t apologize to anyone
. But if it was going to make Kimberly happier with me...if it would make her touch me again, feel me again, kiss me again...

I floated into the room, my head buzzing with lust from the kiss I just shared. Kimberly arrived shortly after I did with a pair of small suitcases, each about the size of a cat carrier. Small little things. She set them down under the light switch at the edge of the room.

She strutted across the carpet and sat down next to Jefferson, making no mystery of how completely attractive she found him. One long, sexy bare leg slid over his thigh, and her hands stroked up and down his chest. I watched as she whispered something into his ear, giggling at me, her green eyes flashing. Jefferson's gaze roamed up and down my body, and then up and down again. I felt a slow flush rise up through my body.

I sat down adjacent to the three adults, like an audience member at a show. Alan had trouble keeping his eyes off me, but the display that my mother was making with Jefferson gave him plenty else to think about. My hands trembled as they flitted through my hair, twirling and re-twirling the same thick, heavy lock of hair. My eyes were locked on Jefferson—the largeness of his muscles, the thick cut of his jaw, the sexy beard on his chin...

I felt unsure, unknowing, my confidence shattered. All from that kiss. I had never felt like this before in my life. I had never been so aroused in my life!

This was how I made people feel, I realized. All the time, too. Wanting and wishing to do anything
 to please me. That was something to stow away for later—when I wanted to feel more powerful.

But, truth be told, I didn’t want to feel powerful right then—I was enjoying
 this lack of direction. It was kind of nice, knowing that my future was in the hands of the two strongest people I could possibly imagine—Kimberly, and the one man who could own Kimberly.

“Kimberly,” said Alan, hands squirming. “Come now. Please. Don’t...right in front of me.”

I was surprised—finally, a bit of backbone from my so-called father.

“Shut up, Alan,” said Kimberly, giggling as she nibbled at Jefferson’s chin. “You know you love it.”

It was clear that he did, squirming and sliding in his seat to hide his boner. If Jefferson weren’t staring him down, I would have thought Alan would start to jerk off right there at his own humiliation.

Jefferson, even as he looked sternly at Alan, seemed rather amused by the whole situation. Probably my mother's hand sliding up and down the massive bulge in his pants did quite a bit to add to his amusement. I don’t think he was enjoying Alan’s humiliation quite as much as Kimberly, who was nearly orgasmic, but it seemed like he did
 enjoy how much Kimberly was enjoying it. More than that, though, I could tell Jefferson was enjoying looking at me while Kimberly stroked his cock through his pants.

And wasn’t that a sexy, naughty, dirty, forbidden thought. The man fucking your mommy deciding he’d rather fuck you. Or maybe he’d pin you down so you couldn’t get away, and have Mommy kiss your face up and down, and only then it’d be okay because you couldn’t get away, there was no choice, no choice at all, you’d just have to give in like you’d always secretly wanted and let it all happen and just enjoy
 it...

From the nearby corner table, Kimberly pulled out a small manila folder and spilled its contents down on the coffee table.

“These are divorce papers, Alan,” she explained, arranging the papers neatly in front of her husband.

“D-divorce?” Alan was stunned.

“Yes. You’ll sign them, naturally.”

She leaned forward, baring her cleavage, and laid out a heavy gold and black pen. When she returned to her place against Jefferson, her excitement overwhelmed her. She once again started rubbing the thick, visible rod of Jefferson’s rod through his pants.

“Naturally
? I’ve done everything you’ve ever asked! I’ve been...I’ve been the model
 of a husband! You can’t just...divorce
 me...”

“Of course I can.”

She continued to squeeze Jefferson’s cock. Her nimble fingers had wrapped around the entirety of his thick shaft, sliding the soft material of his pants around the meat. Jefferson was enjoying cuckolding my father quite a bit.

“On what grounds?” Alan sputtered. “I don’t cheat on you, or cheat you, or hit you...”

He trailed off, noticing what her hand was doing in Jefferson’s lap. And, you know what? I’m pretty sure I saw arousal in his face. What a dirty man!

“I’ll have Jefferson slap me around a little, then.” Kimberly shrugged. “I’m sure I’ll enjoy every second of it. I do already when he slaps me during sex. I’ll just beg him to hit me a little...harder than usual.” She licked her lips. “Choke me harder. Hard enough to leave marks and bruises. They’ll heal, and he and I? We’ll both have a wonderful time, and then you’ll be facing jail time, and you’ll still be divorced.”

I could see the uncertainty in his eyes, and also the arousal. This was the ultimate humiliation for him. The ultimate emasculation. Being replaced, utterly, by a better man. The only way it could get worse for him is if he was the one to give Kimberly away at their wedding (which already I had begun to imagine. I had no doubt that marriage was what my mother wanted, but Jefferson didn’t seem like the sort to be tied down).

Kimberly pushed the papers forward with her heel, still draped over Jefferson's lap. “This is the best deal you’re going to get, Alan.”

He hesitated, looking longingly at Kimberly's leg and shoe.

“If you sign the papers...I’ll let you lick my shoe. How about that? My five thousand dollar heel...I’ll let you have your disgusting tongue on it, if you just sign those papers, okay?”

The sight of her leather heel on top of the symbol of her disdain for him was too much for Alan to bear. He leaned forward, groaning, grasping at her heel. His tongue came out and he licked it eagerly, moaning, and I could see the cum stain instantly blooming on his pants. His cock was so small that I hadn't even noticed he had a hard-on—unlike Jefferson, who even restrained in his pants had an erect cock that dominated the room.

Breath ragged, Alan signed the papers. I found out later that one of the provisions he agreed to—knowingly or not—was that half of his income for the rest of his life would go to my checking account. It was never very much, the poor dear. I don’t know how he had enough to eat from month to month when he gave me so little as a half.

“Th-there,” said Alan, voice heavy with lust. “Now, can I please...can I stay? Just a while? To get all my things arranged, and...”

“No, actually,” said Jefferson. “You can’t. It’s right here in the agreement. You move out today.” Jefferson picked up the papers slowly and stuffed them back into the folder. “Unless you’d like to try and take this from me, see for yourself?”

“N-no, no sir,” said Alan. He stood up, wiping his brow. Sweat poured off him. The cum stain on his pants was pathetically small. “I suppose I’ll just...go and grab my things, then. I mean, if that’s all right?”

“It rather isn’t,” said Kimberly. “We have a lot of business to attend to with my
 daughter.”

Kimberly smiled at me. Her smile was so hot, so predatory. My heart started beating immediately. Would...would both of them...would they want to touch me...together?

My mother continued. “That’s why I’ve already packed your bags. Do you see, there? Next to the door?”

She pointed to the pitifully small bags next to the door. Each no larger than the base of a table lamp, maybe.

“They’re...small. I have more than that, Kimberly.”

“Oh,” she hugged Jefferson gleefully, cuddling her head up under his jaw. “Not any more, dear
. You gave it all up. You know, so that you could cum in your trousers and touch my heel? That’s all that’s left.”

“A-ah...” said Alan, slowly, licking his lips. “I...I see...”

Jefferson stood up, looking rather imposing. Kimberly slid down to a knee, hanging off his leg. They looked like an old fifties movie poster.

“Time to go, Alan.” Jefferson’s voice brooked no more argument or protests.

Alan slumped over to the bags. Apparently they were light. He picked them up with no trouble, and seemed somewhat surprised, and possibly disappointed, by their lack of substance.

“One bag is full of my old, used panties,” said Kimberly. “I thought I would be nice to you, you know. Give you a little something to remember me by.”

“O-oh...” Alan gulped thoroughly. His arousal, as ever, was evident. I could see some paltry signs of evidence of movement in his crotch, maybe indicated the hint of his penis, moving up from underneath the wet portions of his pants. Plans of burying his face in the pile of collected lingerie were no doubt already on his mind.

Kimberly’s smile was positively triumphant as she watched her now ex-husband leave. He tried to say goodbye to me, to thank me or something, but of course I ignored him.

Instead I watched my mother and Jefferson. She continued to stroke at Jefferson’s body. Moaning happily, she crawled up his body and begin making out with him madly, staring up with obedience at her new lover. The expression on her face was sublime, blissful. Jefferson's cock through his pants was enormous.
 I felt drool forming in my mouth...and even so, I walked out of the room, not knowing how to process their erotic display just yet.

But I would know just what to do very soon.
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SHORTLY AFTER THE SIT
-down with Alan, Jefferson sent Kimberly away with the divorce papers to have them filed with a lawyer. Jefferson had a whole fleet of lawyers, apparently, with some even working weekends. It was evening now, and crickets began to chirp outside. I could hear them if I stood close enough to the windows.

With Kimberly gone—and taking all my questions and my desperate need for affection with her—I was left alone in the house with Jefferson. We stood in the entry, the both of us still encased in the empowering smell of Kimberly's lust.

“I’m going to catch a lift before your mom comes back,” he said with a grin. “Wanna watch?”

With Kimberly gone, some of my arousal and respect for Jefferson had left as well. She was, in some ways, like a buoy for any affection with him, and without her, the rest started to sink.

Of course he was
 devastatingly handsome. I can't say that enough times. You could get lost just imagining the way your lips might slid up and down his neck, his chin, his mouth...but, he was also taking my Mommy’s attention away from me.

He had also just kind of destroyed the life of my adopted father and broken apart that whole aspect of my family, but...eh. Alan was a loser. I was better off without him in my life, anyway. I had no complaints in that arena.

“Do I want to watch you lift weights on my birthday?” I rolled my eyes. “No, thanks. I’ve got better things to do.”

“Like what?”

I actually didn't have anything planned, but I wasn't going to let him
 know that.

“I’m just not interested in watching, all right?”

“You got something against weight lifting? You ever tried it?”

“I do yoga
, okay? And it’s working fine...as you probably noticed.”

“Come and watch,” he said, taking my arm.

I didn’t feel like I had a choice. And besides, having a strong man like Jefferson lead me around, wanting me to watch him as he lifted weights—it turned me on, okay? He wanted
 me around. That was hot.

It occurred to me that the weight room had only been installed in our house in the past two months. That was about when Kimberly had started coming home happier and happier, always a smile on her face and big plans for the future. She had justified the weight room, at the time, by saying that maybe Alan would finally take it upon himself to get in shape.

Alan was about as thin as thin people got. I’m not sure how he ever managed to have the strength to move from one room to another. I think he spent all his time obsessing over how gorgeous Kimberly and me were, and just forgot to eat. Which is kind of hot, now that I think about it.

Anyway, I guess what I’m saying is that I should have known that something was up when Kimberly installed the weight room. It clearly wasn't for me or for her. At the time, I just wrote it off as her being odd.

It was a top of the line facility, more than three hundred square feet large. You could fit a whole football team in there, and it was all just for Jefferson, as far as I knew. The money he paid my mother going straight back to him, in other words. No doubt he had made the suggestion, encouraging her to install it as a way to get him to come over to the house more often to fill her up with his cum. A long line of mirrors was on one end, so that a man lifting weights could watch his form as he worked. There were three kinds of weight-lifting benches - regular, incline, and decline. In the corner, there was a tall, iron black squat rack, and a whole row of dumbbells from ten pounds to one hundred and fifty sat in front of the mirror.

As soon as he entered, Jefferson took off his coat and his shirt, stripping down to just his underwear.

His body was amazing. Everything that the form-fitting cut of his suit advertised, and more. He was ripped. He was shredded
. His muscles practically popped from his body, a complete chiseled god.

He turned his back to me and then took that off, grabbing a pair of shorts from off a stand next to the door.

The way he was positioned made it seem like he was trying to hide his cock from me...but then I remembered the mirrors on the other side of the wall.

I could see everything
 on him.

I know that like, size isn’t everything when it comes to sex. But I also know that it’s not exactly a bad thing. And if more was good, then Jefferson had a lot
 going on in that regard. He saw me looking—the way his shredded abs were arranged, I couldn’t help but let my eyes draw down to his mammoth cockmeat, like an arrow of flesh—and smiled. I tried to close my dropped jaw, and failed. A bit of drool formed in my mouth, floating down my plush lips. I had to wipe it away to avoid sucking at my lips in lust.

Walking around, checking out the equipment, Jefferson casually picked up a pair of eighty-pound dumbbells and started pumping them. His biceps quickly began to bulge, veins popping, but the weight seemed like no effort at all for him. I gulped, my pussy beginning to twitch. I couldn’t lift that much weight with my whole body involved, probably.

I mean, yoga was great, but it was all body weight...and my body weight considerably less than what Jefferson was tossing around.

I felt weak in front of him. Completely vulnerable. Completely turned on. He was just the definition of a hulking stud alpha male.

In the mirror, I was almost painfully aware of how beautiful I still looked. How gussied up and hot I had made myself for my Mommy’s delight in my bright orange dress.

But now, instead of Mommy looking at me, Jefferson stared at me while he lifted weights. Staring at my young, barely legal body, while he pounded away at thick, heavy iron weights that proved he could completely manhandle me whenever he wanted. There was something erotic about just watching him lift weights, dressed up in my finery. Like I was some harem girl, and he was an emperor, training for a fight. I felt like cheering him on to destroy something, or someone.

I wondered if Kimberly had done that—late at night perhaps, or one day when she sent Alan away. Bringing Jefferson in here and cheering him on to get bigger and bigger, so that when he finally destroyed Alan’s self-esteem, it was through being as massive a hulk as he could possibly be.

He set the weights down, posing for a moment in the mirror. I had to fight the impulse to lick the sweat off his biceps. Fuck, he was such a hunk.

“I’m not going to lie to you, Audray,” he said, stacking a nearby bench press with several forty-five pound plates. “Your mother is a sweet piece of ass.”

“She’s not
 my mother.”

“Well, she’s the nearest thing you’ve got, isn’t she?”

I couldn’t argue with that, so I stayed quiet.

“Anyway,” Jefferson continued, starting his bench press lift, “she’s a sweet piece of ass. And she wants me to get her pregnant. She’s told me as much. She told me she’s ready for a new baby girl. You know, a daughter of her own.”

My heart sank a little bit. I wasn’t expecting that to hurt so much.

“She said that? She said it...that way?”

“Yes.” His voice came out cool and collected, even though he was lifting over two hundred pounds over his chest. “She told me she wanted a real daughter for once. Someone that she knew was her own flesh and blood, who she could raise and be proud of.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I don’t what
 she’s proud of.”

He continued lifting. I had almost lost interest entirely. My world crashing down—Kimberly wasn’t proud of me...?

Racking the weight, he sat up and wiped his brow.

“She does love you, you know. Don’t worry about that.”

I felt my chest fill in a little, the despair melting just slightly. “Really?”

“Oh, sure. Just...she views you more like a sister, maybe. It’s hard to imagine you as her daughter. You’ve always been so independent, she says, and never acted like you needed her.”

“Oh.”

I did
 need my Mommy, though. I needed her terribly. But I didn't know how to tell her. She was just so...distant, most of the time.

“You know,” said Jefferson, as if reading my mind, “there’s one thing that could still bring you two together. Closer, I mean. Emotionally and so forth.”

“What do you mean?”

My hands had come up to my heaving cleavage, anxiety running through me. In my tiny dress, my body was squirming, no doubt giving Jefferson plenty to admire.

“When two people share similar experiences,” he said, “they tend to bond if they talk about them. If they share the same life-changing experience at the same time, together? That’s a huge bond.”

Slowly, what he was suggesting began to register in my mind.

“No,” I said. “No way. No way! That’s sick! That’s gross! You want me to have your kid?”

His smile was as large as he was. “Why not?”

“You just said you were going to make my mom pregnant. That would make my kid and her kid...sisters and aunt and niece! Or something! That’s horrible!”

He shrugged. “Why couldn’t we just call them related? Family? Wouldn’t you like a bigger family?”

Apparently done with his lift, he re-racked the weights off the bench onto the nearby stand. God, he looked bigger than ever. Dripping with sweat now. The smell of his musk almost overwhelmed me.

“Look,” he said finally. He stood next to me. Even in my high heels, I barely came up to his chest. He was a large, imposing man. “I’ll make this simple for you. You do what I want, you carry my heir, and I’ll pay you.”

“Pay me?”

“Sure. I’ve got lots of money. Lots of heirs, too. You can talk to the other women I’ve made this deal to, if you like. But the end result is that you carry my seed to term, and I pay you one million dollars.”

I almost choked.

“One...one million
 dollars?”

“Yes. That’s a one-time fee. The whole time you're pregnant, I get to fuck you whenever I want. You get more than some of the others, on account of how goddamn smoking hot you are. And after that? When you're done? You leave the baby in my care and never see it again. Or, if you’d rather...”

I crossed my arms. “What?”

“Well. You could also raise the child. I'd pay you less, at first, but more over lifetime. And also, I’d be happy to continue stuffing your hot little body with my cock whenever you wanted, even after you were pregnant. Hell...” he put his thumb to my chin, guiding it up and then down. He was so very strong. “...I'd even put another two or three babies in you. You're really beautiful, Audray.”

I scoffed. “As if that’s
 something I want.”

He let go of my chin and grabbed a large towel from the locker next to the door.

“You shouldn’t do that.”

“What?”

“Scoff. It makes you look silly. It’s also a tell. Every time you do it, it’s because you’re trying to deny your own emotions, not the words I’m saying.”

I began to scoff, again, and stopped myself, looking guilty.

“Fuck,” he said, looking at me. “You really are gorgeous, you know that?”

I tossed my hair back, posing brilliantly. “I do.”

I wanted to turn him on. I wanted to have that power over him. But nobody held power over Jefferson.

Letting his towel drop to the floor, he approached me and slipped his hand up my thigh. I batted at his arm, but then his other hand grabbed my chin. I stopped struggling. I could feel my virgin pussy pounding with need. I wanted this.

Every girl has this fantasy about the type of man who will be the one to take her virginity. For me, it was someone tall, dark, and handsome—I’m very attached to this cliche, thank you very much. And Jefferson was all of that, as well as rich, powerful, strong, and absolutely dominant.

And he was fucking my mommy...and making her beg
 for more.

He fucked her so well that she was all-but-begging me
 to join her as he pounded her pussy. This was a real
 man. This was a man who couldn’t possibly be denied, no matter what.

“I’m going to fuck you.” He squeezed my chin hard. “I’m going to fill you up with my seed. I’ll get you pregnant. And by the end of it? You’ll be begging to call me Daddy.”

I whimpered in response. I was so fucking turned on. The thought of him fucking me...the thought of the two of us, such beautiful people, banging in wild abandon, my mommy cheering us on while I took her place under Jefferson's cock...

“Please,” I said quietly. “Please...I just...you’re making it so hard to think...”

He left me alone then, not touching me anymore. Grabbing his towel up off the floor, he stepped out from the weight room.

“Think about my offer,” he said, taking off. “It definitely still stands.”

I was barely standing after what he had put me through. It didn't matter that he had barely touched me to begin with—just my face and the inside of my thigh. My whole body was consumed with lust. I felt weak.

As I sat and tried (and failed) to compose myself, Kimberly came home. I could hear her sing-songing all through the house, delighted to at long last be rid of Alan officially.

I couldn’t let her see me like this. I was too...too turned on. I waited until I couldn't hear her anymore, and then started my trek upstairs, intent on touching myself until I fell asleep. It was a dumb way to spend a birthday, but I didn't care. All I wanted was a good, honest cum, thinking about...well, whatever I wanted to think about, okay? Even if it was
 Kimberly, or Jefferson, or both of them, chanting for me to cum...

But, that plan was quickly stymied. On my way to my room, I walked past my mom’s room first. She and Alan had long ago partitioned off separate bedrooms in the house for one another.

I heard them before I saw them. I smelled
 them before I saw them—thick, heavy, lusty, musky sex. It filled my body and made me even more desperate to cum.

Jefferson was in there, fucking my mother on the bed. Her back was on the bed, her heavy chest up toward him. She was almost completely clothed, her daringly brief skirt high up around her hips. I had turned Jefferson on so much that he couldn’t wait to fuck her—he had taken her immediately. She had arrived home only a few minutes before, and already they were in the middle of a full-on breeding rut.

“Yes Sir!” said Kimberly. She was...obeying someone, right before my eyes. Consenting completely to something he had said. “I want you to fuck my daughter. I want you to fuck
 my daughter! I want you to get her fucking pregnant
! I want you to make me lick her pussy while you fuck my cunt! Please, Sir! Please, Daddy! Oh, Daddy, please!”

And then Jefferson, mid-thrust, looked up and saw me...and grinned. Then he started pushing in to my mommy again, fucking her harder than before. Her words cut off mid-sentence, replaced with blissful moans and coos.

I ran away, too turned on to think. I locked myself into my room and immediately fell into the bed, kicking off my clothes and burying my fingers into my cunt. I was going to cum until I forgot about everything in the world.
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I WOKE UP LATE THE
 next morning, around ten-thirty, to the smell of pancakes downstairs.

Kimberly used to always make pancakes when things were nice with Alan. In other words, whenever he bought her something nice, or did some good work around the house, something like that. This hadn't happened in years.

So, that smell, plus the still-groggy head I possessed after such an intense round of orgasms from masturbating all night, made me think that somehow the previous day’s events were all part of some dream. Yes, some intense, strange dream that fulfilled all of my naughtiest fantasies...fantasies about my mom having the man she deserved, who was so fucking good to her that he wanted to fuck me too...

But no. It had all been real. I had missed my eighteenth birthday almost entirely, thanks to mommy and Jefferson. I slipped on a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt anyway, hoping that things had returned to relative normalcy.

In the kitchen, Kimberly sat down in the breakfast nook, smiling gorgeously. She wore a tiny blue silk robe that barely covered essentials. Her long legs were bare and sexy. In her lap was a gorgeous young brunette woman, her tits enormous and spilling out from her tiny white sweater.

“What's...what's happening?” I asked.

Why was my Mommy suddenly treating another girl the way she had been treating Jefferson? Was I so low on the list that she would go out and find someone else
 before she turned to me?

Not that...not that that bothered me, okay? I'm not...I mean...I'm not some gross weirdo who wants to fuck her Mommy, okay?

I just...I just really wanted to make out with Kimberly all day long, that's all. Make out with her, and have her lick my pussy, and lick hers, and...stuff like that. That's perfectly understandable, right? We're two completely hot adults. Why shouldn't we fuck whenever we want?

“Oh, good morning, dear!” Kimberly stroked the brunette on her lap. “We were just talking about you.”

“I’m Katya,” said the brunette, turning a sultry eye toward me. “Jefferson’s consort.”

His consort
? What the hell was this, Renaissance times? When did people ever have consorts anymore?

Not able to deal with the erotic overload those two were making, I turned to the food on the counter. Staying warm on a large heating plate were a variety of yummy breakfast foods—golden-edged pancakes, crispy bacon, thick sausage, and chopped hash browns.

I moved to take some of the breakfast feast, but Kimberly said sternly, “No, dear. That’s not for you.”

“You made all this food,” I said slowly. “And none of it is for me?”

Katya kissed at Kimberly's neck and chest while I watched. It was disgusting. I hated both
 of them.

“Of course not, dear,” said Kimberly. “Your breakfast is well in hand. All of that is for Jefferson. Katya will serve it to him later, while we attend him.”

“While we attend
 him? What are we going to do, take notes for him?”

If I wasn't so angry, probably I could have seen straight to what Kimberly wanted she and I to do for Jefferson.

“Dear, it’s very unseemly if you talk back to me. I’d hate to find out what Jefferson would do if he saw it.”

“I don’t care
 what he would do! Why don’t you just make out with other lady to impress him!”

I stormed out of the kitchen, full of rage and fury. Soon, I was in my room, down on my bed, kicking at the sheets and pillows.

After several minutes of pouting and coming close to tears, there was a gentle knock at my door.

“Dear? It’s your mother. May I come in?”

She had never asked me if she could come in to my room before. In the past, she would just barge right in. I think it was because of this, more than anything that I said okay. There was a shift in the air—things were different now. Kimberly was different. This wasn’t going to be one of her normal dress-downs.

She had a bright pink box in her hands—with a big note on it, saying it was for me.

“I’m sorry I made you jealous, dear.”

I sat up on the bed, turning away. “I wasn’t jealous
. Don’t be gross. That’s gross.”

Kimberly slid down to my bed then, pressing her bare thighs against mine, stroking my back. All sassy, arrogant retorts slid from my mind.

“It’s not gross at all, dear. It’s lovely. You want Mommy to kiss you, don’t you? You want me to touch you like I was touching Katya?”

“I...”

Her hand slid down to my lap. I suddenly forgot how to use words.

“Just...it’s like...I can’t...your hands...like...soft hot.”

She pushed her elbows past my shoulders and locked one leg around mine, bringing me in for a slow, sultry kiss.

“M-mommy...” I moaned, touching her body up and down.

“That’s right, dear,” she said happily. “Do what Mommy says. No more complaining, all right?”

All that was left in my head now was simple, lusty obedience.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Won’t you open the present I got for you, dear?”

Doing as she said, I leaned forward and picked up the box. Quickly, I unwrapped it, leaving pink paper everywhere. Inside was a full set of sexy, royal blue and white lingerie. Two corsets, two pairs of stockings, two pairs of panties, two sets of gloves, two elegant jeweled collars.

“I thought we could dress up together, you and I. I know it’s a day late...but I still thought you would love it. Do you love it?”

I looked over the lingerie that had been put out for me, and saw the tag. I gasped.

Mommy was such a sweetheart. She went out that morning and bought me the finest lingerie at St. Anthony’s, the sexiest store in town. And not only that, but she had bought herself a matching pair. We would look like such hot fucksluts for Jefferson.

It wasn’t sexy nymphet underwear, though of course that’s perfectly sexy when you want that sort of thing. But what Jefferson wanted was for me to be a hot woman
. I was going to be a mother
, a mother he owned
, and he was going to fuck me like one. This was sexy woman
 lingerie.

“I love it, Mommy,” I said happily.

“Oh, wonderful!”

She leaned in to me again, and this time I kissed her, giving in completely. My young, hot tits pressed hard against hers, our mother and daughter bodies pressing so lustfully against the other. I could feel the heat pouring off her body.

“Let's get dressed, all right? For Jefferson? He'll love it so much...” Kimberly squeezed my titties roughly as she spoke. “I'll love it so much.”

I was over the moon. I nodded happily, and started stripping down. The only thing keeping me from jumping Kimberly right then and there was the thought of seeing her in the new, hot lingerie...and her seeing me in the same outfit.

Slowly, we dressed one another. I had to help her with the tight nature of the corset, and she showed me just how to attach the garters to my new smoky stockings. Before long, the both of us were dressed up like lingerie models, mother and daughter in matching fuckpet outfits. My cunt was dripping wet just from looking at how hot my Mommy looked. We couldn't help but start to make out, tongues sliding together, gloved hands roaming over one another's bodies as we finally gave in to our long-held forbidden passions.

From the stairs outside my room, I heard heavy thumping. Jefferson. He was awake and going downstairs.

“Oh!” Kimberly clapped her hands. “Darling? Come with me. You’re going to have your breakfast, now. Jefferson will give it to you.”

With all the lust running through my brain, I didn’t quite understand—yet—how Jefferson was going to give me breakfast. Did he have it in his room? Was Katya going to give it to him and then he’d give it to me?

I would understand soon, though, that what my mother meant was what she said. My breakfast would be coming straight from what Jefferson's cock.
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KIMBERLY AND I CAME
 down slowly, holding hands, mother and daughter in matching blue and white lingerie. We both looked terrific—though of course I thought I looked better. I was younger and therefore sexier, after all.

Jefferson, sitting on the couch just beyond the foot of the stairs, had a perfect view to watch us as we strutted down in our high heels in perfect unison. Our long legs completely synced up on instinct. It was Kimberly who taught me how to strut my stuff in high heels to begin with, after all. She had taught me everything I needed to know to be Jefferson’s perfect trophy girl.

Katya was on Jefferson’s lap, oblivious to our presence, cooing into his ear and kissing his neck in much the same way that she had done to Kimberly. Unceremoniously, after seeing us he dumped Katya to the side, who giggled helplessly. When she saw what was happening, she started fingering her wet cunt. Watching Jefferson about to fuck other women must have turned her on. Watching Jefferson do anything must have turned her on.

“Fuck them, Daddy,” she moaned. “Fuck them both. Make them mommies just like me...”

Katya wasn't pregnant then, but she must have been at one point. It was a hot thought, knowing that Jefferson only fucked women he intended to breed.

“Good afternoon, lovely creatures,” said Jefferson, spreading his legs to open his white, fluffy robe. “Kimberly, you’re looking delicious. And Audray! How lovely. You’ve decided to take advantage of your new wardrobe.”

I bit my lip, posing with my Mommy. “I...I thought...it might make you...”

“Make me what?”

I didn’t want to say. I didn’t want to say how much I wanted
 him. How much I wanted him and my mommy to fuck me rotten.

He smiled, patting his lap. “Why don’t we show Daddy how good of a girl you can be, sweetheart?”

I hesitated. Calling him that—calling him Daddy
. It did something to me. I never even called Alan that. He had never deserved the title. A wave of uncertainty hit me.

“I...Kimberly...I...”

I could see that calling her that—her name—disappointed her.

“Mommy,” I said instead, drawing myself into her luscious body. “He’s so...soo big. I just...I’m scared.”

He was
 big. And I could see that me saying I was a little scared only made his cock all the bigger. His huge muscles pulsed as his erection grew.

“Shush, baby,” she said, kissing me on the forehead. “I’ll show you just
 how to suck Daddy’s cock. Don’t you worry.”

Kimberly took me by the back of the head, tugging gently on my thick hair.

“Get on your knees, dear. It’s better this way.”

I hesitated, once more, even as we stepped closer to Jefferson together.

“Your mother gave you an order, Audray.” His voice was stern. “Obey her.”

He grabbed my thick hair, tangling it in his hand. “Obey her, or obey me. Either way, obey.”

I swallowed deep, staring at him with weak defiance. Then I slipped down on my knees next to my mother.

It felt good
 to give in.

“Now,” Kimberly said, taking Jefferson's meat into one hand. “It’s better to start off by stroking him, like this. You see?”

Her hand wrapped entirely around the half-hard shaft of his cock. Her perfectly manicured nails shone in the bright morning light. I could see on her face she was having trouble focusing on giving a proper lesson. She licked her lips in lust, wanting to suck him down like she had countless times before.

“Just stroking him might not be enough to get him nice and hard. He might need you to really prove you want it. So, it’s fun sometimes to lick your hand...”

She started to show me—but Jefferson stopped her. “Make her do it. Audray, lick her hand.”

Gulping, I did as he said. I was past the point of defiance now. I knew what was in store for me. My mother’s hand was soft and warm on my tongue...and coated with the scent of Jefferson’s cock.

“Good,” Kimberly moaned. Her eyes had lit up as she watched me lick her palm. “That’s so
 good, honey. Now, when I take Daddy’s cock, like this...” she showed me. “I can stroke him even better. See?”

His cock responded right away, stiffening and re-stiffening, pushing outward. He was huge, and kept getting huger.

“You see?” she said, licking up the trail of saliva that had formed on his cock. “Wonderful. Won’t you try, sweetie?”

“Yes,” said Jefferson, his breaths heavy. His cock pushed upward, toward my face. “Try, Audray. Be a good girl.”

Still, I hesitated. There were so many sensory overloads, all at once. My eyes kept darting to my Mommy's tits, looking so fetching in the lingerie. I wanted to bury my face in them. And I had...I had never sucked a cock before!

Kimberly pushed forward, her lingerie-clad tits sliding over mine. “My poor little girl,” she intoned softly. “You want a sample first, of his taste? I’ll help you.”

Leaning in further, she kissed me hot and slow. I moaned into my mother’s mouth, releasing myself to the terrible taboo hotness of the situation. There was no getting around how filthy and kinky this was. She was giving me Jefferson's cock taste with her own tongue.

I didn’t even fight it when she slid my hand up around Jefferson’s cock. Still kissing Kimberly, I stroked obediently and was soon rewarded with Jefferson’s hard cock pushed against my cheek. A slathering trail of precum slid down to my neck from the motion. Jefferson grabbed us by our hair, pushing us forward, and soon my mother and I were kissing each other around Jefferson’s huge, bulbous cockhead. He slowly pushed his cock forward so that all I was tasting, kissing, and licking was the thick shaft of his cock. And then he pulled back, pushing Kimberly toward me again, so that I was in the warm kissing embrace of my hot mommy.

This went on for several minutes. Kimberly’s fingers slid down to my pussy, touching there with insistence. I moaned and nodded, urging her on. I wanted her fingers inside of me. I had wanted them there for so very long! I slipped mine into hers, pushing past the thin luxury panties. She was as wet as I was—she wanted this as much as I did!

Kimberly switched gears then, sliding up behind me and slipping her fingers up into my cunt. Her hand pushed on the back of my head, forcing my mouth forward onto Daddy’s...onto Jefferson’s cock.

I wanted it. I wanted
 it. Oh god, how I wanted it! His dick was so big and sexy and perfect and huge, and oh fuck Kimberly kept flicking away at my clit, and I wanted to suck on his cock so bad!

His meat pushed hard past my lips, so well-lubricated, and straight into my throat. I took it easily, gagging some, but that only seemed to make Kimberly push my face harder and for Jefferson to fuck forward with more gusto.

Beside us, Katya was just cheering everyone on. “Take it, Audray. Oh yes, Kimberly! Hold your daughter's head like that! Daddy loves that. God, Daddy, it's so hot. They're so hot just for you!”

Groaning and slapping his arms down on the chair, Jefferson’s body twitched wildly.

“Are you ready, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy’s cum?”

I was—oh god, was I ever! He was pumping hard now, and my own pussy was dripping lust, like lava down from a volcano.

The thick strands of his potent jizz barreled down my throat, layering against my esophagus and piling quickly into my belly. He flooded my throat and then my mouth, the cum pouring down my chin. Mommy leaned in and licked me up, cleaning me as she kissed my young eighteen year-old body.

I swallowed down as much as I could. It tasted so delicious
. My first taste of a man's cum, and it was fucking wonderful. I couldn't believe I had never done this before.

Kimberly reached up and kissed Jefferson slow on the mouth.

“Won’t you fuck her now, Sir?” Kimberly asked, stroking Jefferson's still-twitching cock. “Please, Daddy? Fuck her? She told me she wanted your cock...she wants it so bad. She wants your babies inside of her. Give her twins. Give her triplets
.”

I hadn’t said any of that—but I was in no state to dispute it now. Jefferson was hard
 somehow. I thought men got soft after they came, but not Jefferson. He was more than a man—a fucking Daddy god. I whimpered, suckling down more of his cum. I wanted to feel him in my pussy so bad.

“Of course,” he said, magnanimous. “But we’re going to do this properly. First...” he grabbed my cum-stained chin. “I want to hear you say it. I want you to call me Daddy.”

I didn't have any hesitation anymore. I wanted it. I wanted everything these sick, hot, nasty people wanted, and I wanted to give them even more.

“I really, really want to be your good little girl all the time,” I said heatedly, needing to cum so bad. “I don’t want it to be pretend. I want...” I gulped. “I want to call you Daddy nonstop!”

He grinned. This was exactly what he had wanted to hear, apparently.

“Good girl. Then we'll make this proper.”

Scooping me into his arms like I was as light as a feather, he carried me up to the master bedroom. The same bedroom where he had fucked my Mommy all night just the night before. I necked him all the way, loving the feel of his strong, manly arms on my slender, sexy body. Katya and Kimberly trailed after us, giggling excitedly.

When we got to the bedroom, Kimberly held me down on the bed, kissing my mouth slowly. I luxuriated in the feel of my Mommy's lips on mine once more, still not quite believing that it was all real. I could feel Jefferson’s cockhead pushing gently against my pussy. He wanted me, and I wanted him.

“Are you ready, good girl?”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Please, Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

He plunged inside of me.

The very first man inside of my virgin cunt! He was so fucking huge
. His cockhead was enormous, easily breaking through whatever virginal resistance I had, and filling up the chamber of my womanhood with ease. My pussy walls stretched to fit properly around his enormity, and I knew I was the tightest cunt he had ever felt.

“Fuck!” He moaned. “God, you're fucking hot. Never felt
 one so tight.”

I wanted to grin, to brag, to show-off, but I was too busy being overwhelmed by bliss. I had never felt anything so good before in my life. As Jefferson kept pushing in and out of me, slowly building up speed, Katya fingered her pussy with one hand and with the other, pushed on Jefferson's hips. She wanted
 him to fuck me. She wanted him to fuck every
 beautiful, fertile girl there was.

Kimberly was hovering next to me the whole time, chanting in my ear. “Good
 girl for Daddy. Mommy’s good
 girl. Daddy’s
 good girl. You’re going to be so fucking
 pregnant for Daddy, baby.”

“Yes, Mommy!” I moaned. “Oh yes, Daddy! Oh god, Daddy! Mommy! It's so good!”

My mind melted. His cock pounded into me again and again, his hands ripping away my lingerie. I was completely bare before him—and I didn't have any protection at all from his babymaking batter that he was going to flood my womb with. I'd get pregnant for sure.

Jefferson moaned, “I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes, please!” I moaned. “Put a baby in me! Oh god, do it please!”

I had forgotten all about the money. I didn't give a damn about it. I just wanted his baby inside me. I wanted to be pregnant from this hulk's seed. Pregnant side-by-side with my Mommy. That was so hot.

He unleashed into my womb. I came when he did—in fact, we all did. Katya and Kimberly fingering their cunts seemed to get off just from the possibility of watching their man impregnate a new girl. And I came from the enormous rush of cum barreling against my g-spot.

When my mind returned to itself, I was surrounded by the three of them. I knew our fucking had only gotten started. Even so, I had little doubt I was pregnant—and if I wasn’t, then I would be soon. I was determined to get fucked by Jefferson twice as much as any of his other girls. I knew I deserved it more than they did.

He'd pay me for all the sex, no doubt, but I think I would have loved it even if he didn't.

I had never been happier in my whole life, knowing I had my Mommy and Daddy close by to fuck me whenever I needed.
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Obeying His Will
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I SIGH, LOOKING WISTFULLY
 at the love of my life, the conqueror of my cunt’s every orgasm, the dominator of my every fantasy—as he in turn looks wistfully at the woman driving us up the mountain where we’ll begin our dig.

The mountain is tall and the drive is treacherous. We’ve had to step out of the SUV now five or maybe six times to clear rocks from our path and help to push the wheels out of thick piles of syrupy mud in the road. Once, there was a fallen tree across the trail—the mountain is the apex of an immense forest in the middle of this Scandinavian peninsula, called God’s Reach
 in the native tongue, and nearly everything here wants us to leave.

Next to me, as our vehicle bustles and rustles and shakes up the trail, climbing
 the hard path more than it is actually driving up it, Professor Janine Habermann sleeps peacefully. She’s blonde, thirty-eight, and painfully pretty for a woman who hates Professor Slate so much—and by proxy, me, his dutiful and utterly loyal assistant.

It’s weird to have a pretty person just perpetually angry with you; you want to kiss them almost as much as you want to slap them across the face. Habermann has a terrible fear of heights and took a few Valium (or their equivalent) at the start of our trip. It’s understandable—looking down the mountain gives me
 a crazy mixture of terror and thrill—but it’s also kind of annoying. She’s on this trip; she should help.

Professor Slate—apple of my eye—continues to look longingly at our guide and driver, Vlada Voladina as we make a treacherous turn around the side of a mountain, the wooden planks nailed into the trail straining beneath our combined weight. It’s not like I can blame him. Heck, if I wasn’t so obsessed with looking at Professor Slate, I’d
 probably be looking at Vlada too. She’s a kind of mercenary type, a real badass. When we met her at the base of the mountain, she was wearing tight skinny jeans, a dark blue Henley sweater, a thick ribbed wool cap, and her gun holster (complete with two heavy, large pistols).

That was it. It’s -10 outside.

She’s sort of my hero?

Plus she’s fucking gorgeous
, ugh. Tall cheek bones. Smooth, smooth fucking skin. Like alabaster smooth, except she's deeply brown.

If I wasn’t so obsessed with jumping Professor Slate’s bones, I might re-indulge in my bisexual side to get a chance to sleep with Vlada.

I’m kind of obsessive, sexually. If that bothers you, well, fuck you. I’m turned on and I’ve been traveling for days with the guy who is like the object of all
 my sexual fantasies, and has been since I was a little girl.

Nolan Slate is my professor—a world-famous archaeologist. You know the kind of guy who uncovers ancient Chinese tombs or discovers Scandinavian mummies, the sort who explores the jungles of the Amazon to find crazy underground pyramids made of quartz?

He’s that guy. He’s tall and rugged and has thick dark hair and bright blue eyes that I just know would make the world align with all the stars in the sky if I just got to see them light up as he emptied his seed inside of my hot virgin body.

I’m a little nuts about him, I know. And I know
 that I shouldn’t be, that he’s recently divorced and he’s still healing, and I don’t want to take advantage of his feelings of vulnerability.

But ugggh
 I want to suck on his cock so bad. I want to live in a puddle of his cum and wrap myself around his feet until he calls me his little fuckslave for life.

This is my stupid fantasy world; welcome to it.

I’ve been following his exploits since my Dad left my Mom and I and she gave me a crate full of National Geographic
 to distract me from how much she was crying and drinking.

Don’t worry; she got over it after like a year.

But, I didn’t get over my crush on Professor Slate, and as soon as I was able, I applied only to the university he worked at, in his program, specifically to get this kind of chance right here.

Yes, I’m an academic. And yes
, it’s massively exciting to search with him for the Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, a find so rare and extraordinary that even being remotely
 attached to its discovery would affix my position as a university professor like, the second I actually graduate with my degree.

I have a genuine interest in archaeology, in discovering the old and making it new again, to helping to inform humanity about where our origins lie and what we’re capable of.

But I’d be lying to you if I told you anything except about how this trip is conceptualized in my mind as a way to slide my mouth around Professor Slate’s cock and feel his cum jetting down my throat. Or, even better, to feel him pump his cock inside my hot young virgin-and-saved-up-just-for-him pussy and make me so fucking pregnant I'll never be able to walk again.

Do you think if I ask really nice he’ll let me call him Daddy?

I wear my issues on my sleeve; I don’t give a fuck. Thinking about that—calling him Daddy, feeling him hold me down, urging him to cum in my fertile cunt so I’ll be tied to him forever—makes me need to shift my body against the car door so that it’s less obvious about how my fingers are sliding up and down against the heated front of my crotch.

On my neck is my pendant, channeling the heat of my body out into the world. It's an old thing from my mother—given to her from her mother, and her mother before her. I've worn it ever since I went to college. My mom didn't make a big deal about it, but she said her
 mom really did, mentioning how it came from some ancient place. Mom didn't believe any of that—she almost never wore it—but she thought it was appropriate for my study.

I wear it constantly. It's an odd little thing, interlocking circles and triangles, about the circumference of a quarter, the color of burnished lead. I think it has some weird chemical reaction stuff going on inside the metals. It's always getting warm or cold. Ever since I've come to college, ever since I've been studying under Professor Slate, it's been like, nearly constantly warm, just like my pussy.


Fuck
 but I want to fuck him so bad. He’ll be my first. I’ve been saving myself for him. I think right now he thinks my enthusiasm for following his orders is just blind, happy academic excitement—like I’m some goody two-shoes desperate to please any authority figure in charge of me.

And yeah, okay, I sort of am...
but fuck you, I want to suck his cock.


“Here we are,” says Vlada in that sexy-as-fuck Russian accent. It’s hard not to imagine her purring lips forming soft, sensuous sweet nothings as they tilt into a lover’s ear.

Or sliding onto Professor Slate's cock. Fuck. That's so hot.

We roll onto a flat level on the road and onto a sort of snow-covered plateau. The cabin ahead of us is of average size and looks like it belongs in a winter clothing catalog. There’s a chimney on one end which I feel like should already have smoke streaming out from it, but doesn’t, of course, there’s not been anyone here. Heavy snow, six inches thick, sits on top of the shingles of the roof and the windows are covered with inches of frost.

“Well,” says Professor Slate, stepping out of the SUV. “Here we are then. A bit of a fixer-upper, eh? Good. How far did you say we were to the dig site?”

“From the map you have given me,” says Vlada, pulling her bag out from the back of the vehicle, “I would say about a two mile hike. About an hour away in good weather.”

She looks up then, beautiful face peering up at the clouds. Her eyes are green, like mine, but more vividly so. I cannot help but feel inadequate when I’m near her, but it also kind of excites me how much prettier she is than me. It makes me want to be told that I should lick her boots. Maybe if Professor Slate said so...his cock driving into my cunt from behind as he lets me know that’s what he wants...

I realize I’m staring at Vlada, and she catches me, smiling slyly. She’s clearly used to this sort of attention, even from pretty young academics.

I’m not like, gorgeous like Vlada or anything, or even severely classically beautiful
 like Janine is, but I think I’m pretty good. I’ve kept myself in shape for years with weight lifting and rock climbing, knowing that on-site archaeology requires you to be pretty fit.

My hair is light, dirty blond, and kept most of the time in a thick, messy, low-pony tail. My features are nice; I’ve got bright eyes and pouty lips, a cute nose, a defined jawline and chin, and I’ve practiced making faces in the mirror for years to let Professor Slate know how badly I need him to stick his cock in me right away
, and I think I’ve got it down to a science.

I’m making that sort of face at his back, now, practicing, building up my will. As he turns, I change back to a smile—happy and open.

Anything, I’m hoping to advertise—just anything
 you say, Sir.

“Alice, can you grab the cooler and the knapsacks? I’ll try to wake Professor Habermann.”

“Absolutely, Sir,” I say, capitalizing the “Sir” all on my own, a special inclusion just for me. “Do you want me to give you the bomb suit?”

“We didn’t pack a bomb suit,” he says absently, opening the side door where Janine is slumbering. “Oh, you mean because she hates me.” He smirks. “Funny.”

My heart thumps wildly at the soft praise.

While Professor Slate deals with Professor Habermann, Vlada and I deal with unpacking the car and setting up the fireplace.

“There should be logs in container outside,” says Vlada. “Dry and thick. Fetch them, yes?”

I hop to do as she says, heart fluttering still a bit from the sexy way her accent wraps around every syllable that struts out of her mouth. As I walk back in, I’m distracted a bit, watching Professor Slate help Habermann to her feet.

It’s not easy for me, watching him be next to her. I know that once, a long time ago, they had been lovers. Since then, they’ve both been married—and divorced—to other people, and I’m a bit concerned about what might happen if a bottle of brandy breaks out and they’re reminiscing about old times.

Thinking about him wanting to fuck Vlada is fine—Vlada is hot
, and obviously wouldn’t be stuck with Professor Slate for longer than a hot fling. She can take of herself. And more importantly, there’s no emotional
 history there.

Janine Habermann had her chance with him and fucking blew it. Anyone who’s too big of an idiot to fuck a living hero like Professor Slate and not suck his cock forever
 to make him stay doesn’t deserve to have him again, and can just fuck off forever.

My therapist would say I’m displacing my emotions. She can fuck off, too.

“In my country,” Vlada says to me in the cabin as I toss the logs down next to the fireplace, “when a woman wants a man, even a young woman, she lets him know right away. There is no ‘will she, won’t she’ bullshit. Just aggressive, hot, immediate sex. Before anyone else gets an idea.”

I gulp, staring back at her. It’s hard to hear her talk about sex like that and not feel a trembling of lust.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, voice a little tremulous.

“Please.” She kneels down next to me and helps me load the firewood into the fireplace. Our breaths condense quickly in the cold air; I’m surprised they don’t crystallize. “Your attraction to him is as clear as the nose on your face. You are adult, yes? You are alone with him. The night is cold and lonely. If this Professor does not see how badly you want him, you should not let him remain in ignorance. Sneak into his room at night, and—”

At the front of the cabin, Professor Slate elaborately cleared his throat, letting Vlada know that he could hear every word that she had been saying. Next to him, fully awake now, was Professor Habermann, smiling with ill humor at the sudden awkwardness of the situation.

Vlada gave me an apologetic pat on my shoulder, sliding her majestic ass up and standing up at her full tall height, fully confident in herself. She saw no shame in the situation, which was true for her
, as her biggest life’s aspiration wasn’t just tossed on top of the subject
 of that aspiration like a fucking jar of pickles spilled out onto the pantry floor.

I can’t fight the tears that start streaming from my eyes; I storm past the professors at the front door and run to the car. “I’ll make sure the tires are okay,” I say, not caring for the first time all day how cold it is out there.
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TOTALLY.

Fucking.

Ruined.

I can’t fucking believe it. I can’t fucking believe Vlada. I’m so fucking angry I could scream—and I do scream a little, with the wind picking up higher and higher, tearing into my face and flinging my tears across the Scandinavian wilderness. They become ice almost instantly, floating in the wind just for seconds before being ripped apart.

This place really fucking hates humans.

It’s like, I know she was just trying to help
. I know she saw me horny as fuck and wanted to offer some encouragement—and you know what? Good on her, man.

I’ve been so fucking horny for Professor Slate that just having someone else know it, and to encourage it, felt like crack fucking cocaine as she was talking to me. Plus she’s fucking hot, and clearly
 has had sex like, eighteen billion times, so it’s easy to take her seriously when she gives advice about attracting men.

It was, no joke, the most camaraderie I’ve felt with other women for years
.

And then it was fucking ruined
 because Miss Mercenary apparently has the situational awareness of a blind-deaf turtle and now Professor Slate knows
 and that means I’ll never get to suck his beautiful cock, never get to surprise him with how much I adore him, never get to help him realize how easily I can be the one to repair his beautiful heart and let him know that he’s so important and wonderful and handsome...

“Shit!” I scream into the wind, banging the tire iron against the side of the wheels. “Shit, shit, shit!”

And it’s like, that I know
 Vlada was only trying to help and actually was
 being helpful only makes it all worse because that means I can’t
 be mad at her, which is what I really
 want to do right now.

Fuck!

The wind stopped; I had to stop screaming. I hit the wheels with the tire iron again in frustration, wishing I could take the last two minutes back.

“That must be some new form of auto maintenance I’m not aware of,” says Professor Slate, coming up behind me. “Maybe you could teach me about it?”

I wipe my face, hoping to god I’m not some raccoon-eyed mess. I do a quick check in the car window, pulling my cap down farther around my ears—I look fine. Red-faced but fine. Maybe it’s even attractive—rosy cheeks and all that.

It’s so cold and windy out here that all my tears have been freeze-dried before they got a chance to do any damage to my make up, which was minimal anyway. I mean I had to put on something
, I’m stuck in a cabin for a month with the crush of my life, but I’m also not stupid
, we were climbing a mountain today, god.

I turn to look at him, arms crossed, struggling not to start bawling. Fuck, he’s handsome. All I want to do, still, is jump his bones.

“You know,” he says, “it was a little ambiguous who was talking about who until you ran out of there.”

He’s smiling, like this is a joke. Like my own personal horror show is just fun
 for him. I feel a flare of anger building, not really sure where to place it.

“Listen, Alice...”

“Oh, god,” I press my fingers into my nose, hating myself. “Please, don’t do that right now.”

“Don’t do what?”

“The pity thing. The ‘you’re a great girl,’ thing. 'I really appreciate your hard work and ethics.' All of that. Like, if you value my self-esteem at all, please don’t tell me how great you think I am and then proceed not to sleep with me.”

“What makes you think I was going to say that?”

“Weren’t you?”

He laughs. “You’ve got a lot of fire, don’t you? I don’t think you’ve said this much to me since...ever.”

“We talked for like three hours after my interview. About the architecture in ancient Mayan cultures.”

He shakes his head. “No, I
 talked for three hours. You listened raptly, attentively, and nodded where appropriate and smiled the whole time like I was some rock star.”

I bite my lip. “What are people supposed to do? You’re interesting.”

“I am boring
.” He laughed. “Especially talking about architecture.”

“Boring? But you—you’re...you explore unexplored places! You rock climb into untouched worlds! Cave dive into forgotten civilizations!”

“You can keep going, it’s all working for me.”

My heart is hammering so fucking hard. “What?”

“I’m attracted to you, Alice. I really am. You’re a gorgeous teenager with a, frankly, amazing
 body, who’s made it painfully obvious how much you hero worship me.” I’m blushing so fucking hard; my cunt is practically gushing. “I’m a professional, Alice, but no man is that
 professional. I was really lucky you’re so well-qualified for this job, or else I would have felt like a real dick for hiring you as my assistant.”

“What do you mean?”

Everything is so hard to process. His beard is so fucking sexy. I want to live in it.

“I mean you’re really good at this. You have the grades and you topped the classes for the exhibitions the university held for two semesters straight. You’ve put in time at internships at digs all over the country—you know, at home—and wrote essays, three of them, actually, about the how to properly clean ancient bones for identification when no traditional tools are available. It eases my conscience, is all.” His hand takes a hold of mine. “Because if you had been bad
 at this, and I hired you anyway, then it would have been painfully obvious how much I want to get to know you better.”

He’s being sweet: “get to know you better.” I know he was being sweet and it was sweet
 that he was being sweet, but I translated all my lust into my face right then and asked, “What exactly do you mean by ‘get to know me better,’ Professor Slate?”

“Call me Nolan.” He smiles now. “And for starters—”

“Trespassers!
”

We both turn, startled by the sudden rough voice carried across the wind. What we see is a strange, completely unexpected sight—a bent-over crone dressed all in rags, her skin mottled and gray, fingernails like claws. She looks like something out of a cartoon, except she’s real, which only makes her all the more terrifying. One big, black eye staring at us, the other stitched shut; teeth mostly gone from the front of her mouth; nose upturned like a pig’s.

“Trespassers!” she calls again. “Be gone from here! Be gone from this place! You do not belong. Get out of here before it is too late.”

Professor Slate—Nolan? Mmph
—steps forward, smiling friendly, holding his hands up.

“I’m really sorry if we’ve disturbed you somehow, ma’am,” he says. “But we have a permit to rent here for thirty days, straight from the owner. If you’d like, I can show you the paperwork—”

“There is no paperwork with authority high enough to allow the desecration of holy ground!” the witch roars. Her voice is about three times as big as she is. “You must leave here and never look back! It is unsafe. It is unseemly
. The gods are watching even now, and they do not approve; they do not want
 you here. Turn back, turn away, before—”

A gunshot fires across the mountain. Nolan ducks and pulls me down into the snow with him, on top of me—so protective, I could just fucking die
 in his arms—and we turn again to see Vlada walking toward us, gun raised high in the air with smoke floating out from the barrel. I take a long moment to inhale his deeply sexy scent. Masculine and earthy, like cedar.

“Stupid old bat,” she says. “We have had issues with her in the past. Always this superstitious bullshit. Pay her no mind.”

Nolan stands back up, dusting himself off, and then helps me up.

“Thank you for the, er...assist, Vlada, but, really, I’d prefer to talk this out with this...lovely woman...”

We turn back toward the crone, but she is gone, utterly disappeared. There are no tracks in the frozen snow—none to say where she has gone, and none either to track where she had come from.
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THE REST OF THE NIGHT
 passes rather quickly; darkness comes quick in this place and all of us are tired from the day’s events. The cabin is not huge, but not small either. Nolan has his own room in the far corner, and next to his is Professor Habermann’s, who I’ve hardly spoken to at all this entire trip.

Nolan. I can call him fucking Nolan
.

Mmmph. Fuck. I'll probably still beg to call him Daddy, though.

After we unpack, we eat a short, quiet dinner, with Nolan and Vlada going over the map and comparing their notes, making sure they had all their coordinates synchronized. We go over the plans in case anything went wrong—what to do if there was a fire, a black out, a thunderstorm, an avalanche, a bear. Vlada goes over everything in detail.

My foot slides against Nolan’s the whole time, staring dreamily at his big, strong hands. I want to know what they’ll feel like when he’s holding me down—maybe I can tell him “no” the first time; maybe he’ll be into that? Maybe it’ll be hotter if he thinks I don’t want it...if he has to force me, take me, make me his...

But he pulls his feet back, knowing what's happening with me. He moves his eyebrows deliberately at Vlada, wanting me to listen; so, of course, knowing what he wants, I do it. It’s important—Vlada knows this mountain like the back of her hand and the explicitness with which she describes how to kill wolves or lions is both scary and basically the coolest thing I’ve ever heard. It’s a wonder she doesn’t just walk around in animal skins all time.

Fucking badass, she is.

Habermann acts like it’s all beneath her and honestly you can’t blame her too much. She’ll only have to remember all of this if the rest of us don’t, and in that case, probably she’d be dead anyway. She’s a theoretical
 archaeologist; she’s the kind of person who takes the information gathered in the field and puts it all together from the safety of an office inside some limber-dick liberal city with seventeen hundred coffee houses per square mile.

With her platinum hair all gathered up in a bun and her big poofy white jacket, she looks like she’s some agent from Heaven sent to cast judgment on the rest of us. She’s very quiet the whole time, casting disbelieving looks at Nolan and Vlada.

When Nolan gets up to use the bathroom—it's outside, an outhouse, ick—she turns to Vlada and shakes her head.

“I can’t believe you’re just allowing him to exploit your talents like this.”

Vlada smiles, always in control. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that he’s full of shit, and the only reason I’m here is because the university is promising me twice the paid sabbatical time afterward if I go along with this crazy bullshit. He’s lucky he’s got a friend in the dean’s office. But you
...” Habermann shakes her head. “You’re obviously a professional. No one is doubting that. I have every confidence you’ll keep us safe out here, so this isn’t about anything about your capabilities. But good lord, the 'Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male?' You have to be kidding.”

Vlada shrugged slowly and elaborately; it’s like watching a panther prowl across the room. Fuck, she’s sexy. “I do not know that I agree with him about the nature of this temple, no. You are correct in that. But there is something
 there. I have seen many pieces of it, fragments, remnants, in my time in these mountains. If you believe in my capabilities as you say, then trust me, at least for tomorrow. We will find something. Be sure of this.”

Shortly after, we break for bed. My heart burns with the need to talk more to Professor Slate—Nolan—
to learn more about his “obvious” attraction for me and to question him endlessly about when he was first turned on by my body, whether he had enjoyed all the tiny skirts I had been wearing for his benefit, were my high heels high enough to garner his favor, were their any demands I needed to satisfy for him right that instant—but when I corner him in the kitchen, out of sight of Vlada, he pushes me softly and encouragingly away with a gentle smile.

“We have a whole lot to talk about. But you and I are both tired and...” he nods at Janine, outside, “our space here isn’t exactly our own. We’ll have the time, soon, during this trip I mean, to talk...and more.”

His hand passes over my palm, and I have to fight so hard from cumming that it’s unbelievable to me. I know I have a short trigger, but fuck
. Fingertips over a palm? Are you serious? That’s what’s getting me off?

I mean apparently
. I guess having the object of my lifelong attraction more-or-less saying that as soon as we can be sure Janine is super passed out that he’ll stuff his cock in my virgin pussy until I’m begging to call him Daddy turns me on a little bit
, okay?

I am so fucking excited, holy shit!

“Sure, of course,” I say, smiling, trying to play off how badly I want to stuff every syllable I’m saying with the hard pounding of his cock down my throat. “Of course, Nolan.” I feel so adult when I say his name; he’s old enough to be my father. That is, obvi, kind of the point. “Whatever you think is best.”

I say it a good
 way, a nice way, letting him know how much I trust him to lead and guide. I am, you may have noticed, one hell of a submissive. The thought of trying to lead him down some path is anathema to me, even though there are a ton
 of paths I want to lead him down and a ton
 of things I want him to show my innocent virgin little cunt.

But I need him to know what they are—need him to be in charge, to order me around, need to do what he says and follow his every direct command completely so I can show him what a good little girl I can be for him.

Nolan and Habermann retreat to their rooms; Vlada and I stay in the living room. Right away, Vlada claims the couch. I’m not really one to argue in the first place, and I’m certainly not going to argue with her
. If she wants the couch, she can take it. She’s the one keeping us alive, after all. I fluff out my sleeping bag and take up residence on the rug in front of the fireplace, taking care that the guard in front of the fireplace is sturdy.

I’ve heard horror stories about slumbering folks tossing and turning themselves right into a blazing mess. I have really hot dreams where my fingers can't help but slide right into my hot teenage cunt and I roll around a lot
 to satisfy myself, waking up still half-dreaming and coaxing myself to at least three orgasms a night.

I'm fucking horny
, okay? Like, definitionally. If you had to define me, you would say: Teenager; Archaeology Student; Attractive; Horny as Fuck
.

It’s not too long after that that I slide down onto the floor in my sleeping bag to go to sleep.

Vlada flashes me a quick smile before I shut my eyes. “You see? When a man knows, he acts.”

I smile back at her, blushing furiously. “Thank you.”

“Is nothing,” she says. “I apologize for...what is word. Impropriety?”

That actually really means a lot. That bond I felt earlier with her strengthens immediately. My smile grows.

“It’s all right. Good night, Vlada.”

“Sweet dreams, little one.”


That
 sends a shiver down my spine.

I suppose it shouldn’t exactly surprise you that all my fucked up Daddy issues and my latent bisexuality have led in turn to a dalliance from time to time with Mommy issues, too? That thought that it wouldn’t be so fucking bad if Nolan was into Vlada...if only he could let me join in...if he ordered me to lick her out while he fucked me from behind...

Mmmph. Fuck. Too bad that's impossible. I mean, I like to aim big, but that's a little too
 big. I can be content—incredibly so—
with “only” Nolan.

But still, it's that fantasy that keeps me silently, quietly, carefully urging my fingers against my clit as I drift off into dreams.

And my dreams start hard
. I mean usually there’s this period of darkness when you sleep, right? And even when you know you’re dreaming, you’re kind of aware that there’s been this period where you were asleep and not yet dreaming yet, right? Like the darkness that happens before a movie, and then the movie starts, only you forget
 that it’s a movie, and that’s the dream?

This is different.

This is like—like a screen wipe. One second my eyes were closed and I was drifting. The next, I’m fucking standing in the middle of some great edifice, an enormous altar in front of me. Janine and Vlada are there, and they’re smiling, their faces sort of mad. But not angry
 mad, like, insane mad.

Like, manic
 mad—their smiles are wide and fearsomely happy, like they’re about to split apart from the amount of bliss they’re feeling.

And I can tell that they are in this dream
 with me; it’s not just me dreaming about them. This is a dream that I’m having with
 them at the same time.

I’ve only fucking read
 about that sort of thing, and it's supposed to be fucking fake
.

But this is real. I know it is. I can feel it.

They’re dressed in these shimmering, sheer white gowns. Tall slits up their gorgeous legs, all the way up to their hips. They're both so fit, I can see their pelvic bones, ugh.

Their nipples are hard as fuck and their cunts are drooling hot wetness. Both of them are standing next to this altar in the shape of an immense hard cock and huge balls. Like, the altar itself is the balls, resting happily on the ground, and towering above us is the hard, turgid cock of some stone god. The veins are as thick as my forearms.

I’ve never been so turned on in my life, and Nolan fucking Slate just told me he was attracted to me—so do with that
 information what you will.

I look down and see that I’m dressed the same way as Vlada and Janine, my virgin body all clad in a sheer white clingy gown. It plunges in a deep v-neck, showing off my cleavage, and I feel vulnerable and afraid, but in a nice way. A sexy
 way. There are sleeves that go all the way down to my wrists, but they're so sheer, like the rest of the gown, it's like they're not even there.

“We’ve been waiting for you so long, little darling,” say Janine and Vlada in unison. “So very long. Won’t you come adore Him with us?”

They drop to their knees and start licking at the heavy balls of the altar. I can see that it’s made of stone, but the ease with which their tongues slide up and down it make it clear that they’re not tasting stone at all. They're tasting Male
.

I can see the thick cock pulsing and trembling, the veins surging to life. Thick, heavy precum starts to slide down the cockhead, so tall above my head, and I drop to my knees, desperate to join in this worship. I know that I must. I know I haven’t any choice. I know it’s what I was destined
 to do.

Crawling up to the massive altar, the precum and cum begins to leak down the heavy shaft, resting on the balls. The three of us together slide our faces in it, kissing and adoring one another as we slurp up heavy gobs of the delicious nectar. Everything happening is so sweet, so hot, so right. I’ve never felt anything so perfect. Their mouths slide over mine, licking the thick cum from my face, and I lick and kiss theirs in turn.

“Don’t you just love him?” Vlada asks me.

“Don’t you simply adore him?

“Yes!” I moan, my mouth half-full of his delicious, sticky cum. “Yes!”

“Yes!” They moan in turn, like I had asked them the same question. “God, yes!”

I need to cum so bad. We all
 do. Together, as one, we slide our bodies forward on the heaping, huge balls, rubbing our bodies up and down on them. My fingers slide down my body, but I don’t need to touch my cunt—the thick altar provides pressure enough, pulsing beneath me so beautifully.

“Yes,” I moan, in unison with Janine and Vlada. “Yes. Yes!”

Bright, white light fills my vision, my entire world. There’s nothing left for me but to submit, to give in, to let it all take over.

“Yes!” I shout, cumming madly, bucking wildly in my sleeping bag.

Awake, in the world again, the temple utterly gone. Trembling and spasming, the pleasure so intense
, and from the light of the dying fire I can see Vlada is in her couch, bucking and moaning and crying out “Yes!” as well.

We both can hear Janine, in her room, screaming in orgasmic pleasure.

The fire is almost out entirely. Sitting up, my bones and muscles still loose from all that pleasure, I add another few logs and check the time. I’ve been asleep for more than six hours.

The dream felt only like it lasted for maybe ten minutes.

I look over at Vlada. She’s dripping with sweat, just like me, her tongue slowly sliding around her lips. The way she’s looking at me, I feel more like a meal than a person; I kind of like it.

“This mountain has...many secrets,” she says, green eyes glimmering. “I have lived here for more than twenty years. Even I still do not know them all.”
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AS VLADA HAD PROMISED
, it doesn’t take more than an hour to walk to the site the next morning. Looking around, it’s hard to know just exactly why she thought this was the place that Nolan was so insistent on finding.

I mean, it’s creepy, right? Totally creepy. It’s the kind of place where if someone showed you a list of pictures, with the subject being, “Place you would most likely die horribly in a horror movie,” this would easily be your number one pick.

There’s this massive cave entrance, only it’s not
 an entrance because there’s a huge stone wall in the mouth of it. Just outside of that is an alcove of trees and a small clearing, but the trees are all dead for some weird reason, and their branches are hanging over the clearing like interlaced skeleton fingers, blocking the sunlight except for a few stray shafts. It’s warmer than it was yesterday—in the positive single digits, with a high of +10!

But it’s still crazy cold and I’m glad I’ve got my multiple layers to keep me warm. Jacket on top of hoodie on top of sweater on top of thermal underwear, etc. Vlada has, naturally, worn even less
 somehow, rolling the sleeves of her tight red sweater and keeping the top unbuttoned. Her cleavage is insane and all I can think about is falling into it while I jerk on Nolan’s cock and beg him to cum on us both.

We haven’t had a chance to talk about our dream last night. We definitely
 didn’t talk it over with Janine, who clearly (by which I mean, audibly) had the same dream as us. But I can see from the looks she keeps shooting over at us that she’s wondering about us. Thinking about scantily-clad, essentially-nude young bodies pressing against hers, the three of us all kneeling together and worshiping at the altar of some ancient masculine god...

Do I think something mystical is happening? Something supernatural? I don’t know. How do you know such a thing? I don’t have like a range of experiences to judge it against—something in my past that I can connect it to and say, “Yup, this is what that is!”

It was just a weird thing. A weird, very arousing thing, so much so that I—not gonna lie—am actually looking forward to sleeping again tonight to see if it happens again. Maybe this time I can slide my fingers into Vlada’s cunt. She seemed so open to it last night, her mouth pressing so urgently on mine, full of our God’s cum...


Our God
. Listen to me.

This is all fucked up.

Above us, Vlada is walking over the snow on top of the cave, digging with a shovel through the gathered ice and frost and clearing away some of the excess. Watching her muscles move is pure arousal in motion; she is toned
 in those tight, tight pants.

“Well,” says Nolan, tearing his eyes away from the Russian beauty somehow, “these are the coordinates. Everyone look around. We’re hoping for some kind of opening somewhere. Something that leads us underground.”

“Why not above ground?” Janine asked, mostly sarcastic. “Why not in the trees somewhere?”

Nolan either didn’t notice or ignored her sarcasm, peering around a collection of rocks. “All the myths about the Ancient Male describe him as coming from the earth itself. A being of pure matter to impregnate the female cosmos, to spread his seed wherever he wished.”

I feel my cunt spasming slightly at that explanation. Mmph. Thinking about Nolan
 as that God...oh fuck...

“All this patriarchal tripe is bullshit, you know that, right?” says Janine. “Even if there were
 such legends—and that’s circumspect—it was only to reinforce the notion that women should serve men as their Masters and exist only for breeding.”

“Of course,” says Nolan, smiling at Janine. “What, did you think I wanted to find some actual
 mystical being, Janine? This is about science. Archaeology. You know, finding out what makes ancient civilizations tick?”

They keep bickering, but I am drawn to a collection of rocks not too far from the entrance, placed directly across from the opening, placed inside a thick plot of brush. I take a few minutes and clear away the brush, pulling and tugging the dead branches out. The ovaloid stones are bright and white and shaped like teardrops, though they’re all very large.

It’s the kind of thing you see often in ancient civilizations, the stacking of like rocks to signify something. An entrance, sometimes, or just a marker that those who pass this point put their lives at risk.

Something about them...calls me to them. The pendant on my neck vibrates, its surface heating along my skin.

I place the pendant on the rocks, couldn’t tell you why. Like I'm moving in a dream, like my actions were already thought-out beforehand. As I’m doing it, Nolan is leaning against the cave wall, knocking it, searching for hollow portions, maybe, as if he could break through. The second my pendant touches the rocks, there’s a deep rumble—and the cave wall begins to descend into the ground.

“Oh my god,” says Nolan. “I did it!”

I have to resist from giggling—he obviously didn’t, but I don’t want to ruin his moment. It’s not like he’s actively taking credit; he just thought he had hit some hidden switch.

Vlada drops down from on top of the cave entrance and the two of them immediately begin unpacking their packs, putting their materials together. They adorn themselves with ropes and other climbing gear, flashlights on their heads.

“We need the two of you to stay out here,” says Nolan, after they're ready.

“That’s fine by me,” says Janine, crossing her arms. She’s doing her best to not look impressed from the moving rock.

“But I—” I’m a little shocked. I want
 to go. “I mean, I can help!”

“Of course you can,” says Nolan. “I know you can. But it’s dangerous at first, and if anything happens, we need
 people out here to get help.”

“We’re a hundred miles from the nearest town,” says Janine. “I mean, if it’s help you wanted—”

“Our phones are hooked up to the satellite. Reception is perfect, I just checked. I need you out here to call if we need help. If there’s a cave-in or anything else weird, having half our team on the outside is the smartest thing. Okay?”

He’s making perfect sense, but I still don’t like it. I mean, I
 opened the cave, and I
 believed in him this whole time, and I should be the one to inaugurate it with him, not Vlada.

He comes close to me and whispers in my ear.

“I know this is important to you. We’ll explore it up and down together once I know it’s safe. You ever wanted to fuck in an ancient temple?”

He squeezes my hip, and I melt completely. He’s being so open
 about it, so sure and masculine, and I can’t help but nod, my eyes wide.

“Yes, Sir.” I make my voice very small. Like a little girl’s. “Anything you say.”

I can see this has an effect on him—both of us have fucking on the mind. But, work first.

Janine and I stay outside, then, and watch them enter the cave. My eyes are locked on both
 their asses—the sultry, toned orbs of Vlada, sculpted by years of mountain climbing, and the thick, muscular behind of Nolan.

“He’s going to use you, you know,” says Janine, after they’re quite gone.

“What?”

“That’s what he does. He uses people until he doesn’t have a use for them anymore. He used me. I’m not trying to ruin your...” she sighs. “Look, I know he’s exciting. And dangerous. And handsome. But once he tires of you, he’ll replace you with some younger, hotter version. It’s just what he does.”

A million things go through my mind, but the number one thing is anger.

“You’re just jealous,” I say. “You’re jealous because I’m—I’m prettier than you, and younger than you, and he wants to fuck
 me and not you. You’re jealous and that’s all. He’s a great man.”

Janine looks at me. She’s a little sad; the most emotion I’ve ever seen on her ice queen face. She shakes her head, rubbing herself as a stiff wind blows in.

“You know what?” she says, smiling briefly. “You’re actually kind of right. I am jealous of how young you are. All your life ahead of you. And he is
 a great man. But not a good one. There’s a difference.”

“Whatever,” I say, flipping my hair back.

We sit in silence for ten minutes more. I’m seething with rage; all I want to do is tell her off. Why does she have to be such a bitch? Why does she want to ruin this perfect fucking blossoming thing for me? Isn’t life hard enough already? Isn’t it obvious
 how much it all means to me?

There’s a sharp crack—like a bolt of lightning—from inside the cave, and a scream. An agonizing, seemingly-endless scream, filling the air. Janine and I stand up, rushing toward the mouth of the cave. I call for Nolan, for Vlada, but the scream is so loud that nothing can be heard over its immense sound.

Over time, the scream begins to make sense. It’s several
 screams, several
 voices, all of them female. Desperate, needy, aching, and horny. I can tell by their cries.

I can tell by how similar they are to the way Janine and Vlada and I sounded last night.

Slowly, the screams taper off. Janine and I are holding hands. We realize it, sneer at each other, and quickly toss the other’s hand aside.

“Nolan!” I cry again, audible now. “Vlada! Are you all right? What’s happened? Should we call for help?”

“You haven’t already?” Janine shook her head. “You useless little bimbo. That would have been the first
 thing to do. Give me the phone.”

I swallow my resentment and present the satellite phone, knowing she’s right. But just as I give it to her, I see shadows in the cave moving forward. My heart leaps—they’re all right.

Only...they’re not entirely. Vlada has Nolan on her shoulder, carrying him with a surprising ease, just one arm holding all of his bulk, and strides easily out of the cave. When she enters the ankle deep snow, her stride does not slow in the slightest. Something is different about her. Her poise. Her...energy. The vibe is all different.

She raises her head to the sky, sniffing deeply.

“He has found the source, as it has been foretold. All is well. All will be well. Rejoice,” she says, eyeing us hungrily, “for you shall number among the first of His followers.”

“The fuck?” Janine says, stepping forward. “Look, I think you’ve had a concussion, and I don’t know what’s
 wrong with Nolan, but we have to call—”

Moving lightning fast—even more impressive carrying a two-hundred pound man on one shoulder—Vlada snatches the phone from Janine’s hands and crushes it. I watch, swallowing deep, inexplicably feeling my cunt warm and moisten, as the phone smashes into dust inside of her grip.

Janine looks at her with surprise and horror, seeming about to unwind with a rant, and in one smooth motion, Vlada backhands her and then slaps her, knocking her completely unconscious. Janine falls to the snow, motionless.

“Wh-what?” I say, stunned. “What? Wh-what? What?”

Satisfied, Vlada picks up Janine’s lifeless body, and begins to walk back toward the cabin. She ignores me totally—I keep crying after her, asking her what happened—but there’s no response.

I don’t have a choice but to follow. Something has happened
 to Vlada, maybe to Nolan too, or maybe Vlada
 happened to Nolan. But no matter what, I have to follow them. It’s not like I can survive out here in the cold by myself.

Above us, the dead trees? The ones that were so creepy before?

They’re covered in green leaves now. The limbs bright and strong. Flooded over with virile life.
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WE RETURN INSIDE THE
 cabin, Vlada still barely speaking. She drops the still-unconscious Janine next to the door like a sack of groceries, and then moves Nolan into his room, carefully laying him out on the bed. Slowly, she begins to strip. I can’t believe what I’m seeing.

“What are you...what are you doing, Vlada?”

She looks up at me—and I see for the first time how different her eyes are. They were green before, but they’re shining
 now, filled with a light that I couldn’t ever possibly trace the origins of.

“You know exactly what I am doing, child.” She smiles. “I am taking care of our Lord.”

“L-lord?”

“He is our Lord and Savior. Our Holy Monument to All That is Right and True. I must attend to Him. He requires rest.” She smiles deeply. “And adoration, so that He may regain His Power.”

Her accent remains, but there’s something new in her voice. A kind of warmth I’ve never heard before, a deep, delectable confidence that makes me want to slide my tongue over her mouth until I figure it out for myself.

Soon, Vlada is naked, and I’m watching, more turned on than I ever have been in my life. Her nipples are erect and large, like little raspberries, and her body is sleek and shiny. She doesn’t even seem to feel
 the cold in the cabin, and I have to tell you, I don't either. It’s like there’s a heat source in here more powerful than any fire. More soothing. More safe.

My pussy is pulsing so fucking hard.

“You may watch, naturally,” says Vlada. “The Master would approve. Your virgin mind must learn how to please him sooner than later.”

“I can...I can watch?” Even I can't tell if I'm scared or excited.

“Yes. But only if you touch yourself. Otherwise, I’ll shut the door.”

I can...I can watch. I can watch Vlada fuck Nolan. Oh fuck.

This is all so weird, so unexpected. My stomach is twisting, my arousal levels off the charts. I never knew how badly I fucking wanted to see those two fucking until she just offered it, but now I know I want it more than anything
. There’s a hot, sweet scent in the air, filling all my thoughts with vicious, brutal rutting, and it’s all I can do to stop myself from falling to my knees right then.

“Vlada,” I say, stepping forward to the doorway. She blocks me—so protective of Nolan. Her naked body is right in front of me, sleek, her pussy dripping wet down her thighs. I feel a hot flash of affection for her; how can I not? She’s so fucking pretty, and from every part of her body language, I can tell that all she wants to do in this life is serve
 him.

Serve him like I
 want to serve him.

Like we could be slaves to him. Together. Worshiping at the altar of his enormous cock.

“Vlada,” I say again, stumbling over her beautiful name. “I...I want to understand. But I don’t. I’m s-so worried
 about you, about him, and I want...I just want to...”

She strokes my face, smiling and nodding. “You want to be a good girl for Master.”

A low little mewling moan comes out from my mouth. Fuck. Fuck, that is exactly
 what I want. My knees knock together audibly.

“Vlada, that’s...that’s not fair. I want...I want to make sure—”

“You want to make sure you’re not left out, darling.”

She says it like “dahlink.” My cunt gushes. Panties totally soaked.

“I understand totally,” she continues. “Master has room for all of us. I promise.” She lands a soft little kiss on my lips, and my pussy spasms uncontrollably, bringing me so close to orgasm that I nearly fall down right then and there. “Be a good girl
, now, and stay right there. Watch me while I attend him...and finger your little good girl cunt.”

I have to obey. I have
 to. I have to do what she says. I kick off my pants and then my panties, finger slowly circling around my clit as Vlada climbs on the bed with Nolan. In moments, she has him naked, ripping his clothes off like they’re paper.

Then, winking at me one more time with those bright shining green eyes, she slides her mouth over his half-hard cock.

Immediately, I feel a hot, unexpected, outside twinge of arousal. It’s like Nolan’s pleasure is making me hotter, whether I want it or not. Vlada's mouth works beautifully up and down his thick, hardening cock. I can see rivulets of precum sliding out from beyond Vlada's mouth. In moments, he's perfectly hard—and he's huge
.

Like, he's bigger than I ever
 could have imagined him being. Enormous. At least a foot of cock, and thick,
 so thick I don't think my virgin cunt could take
 him.

He's hung like a god.

Vlada continues to moan and worship, whispering soft phrases in a language I don't understand—a language that doesn't even sound Russian, or Scandinavian. It sounds old
, full of tongues and harsh syllables.

Slowly, he begins to stir. His hand rises up and pushes into the thick dark mass of Vlada's hair. She moans girlishly—submissively, utterly pleased—as he groans in approval. His hips begin to buck upward, fucking her mouth even as she forcefully slides herself up and down. Her hand is quick and slick with his precum, jerking up and down the shaft of his immensity while her lips rotate around his enormous cockhead.

Janine stirs from her sleep. I see her out of the corner of my eye, so utterly unwilling to look away from the most perfect thing I’ve ever witnessed—even more perfect than my dream last night.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she asks me.

I know she only see me, naked from the waist down, my fingers buried up in my hot virgin cunt. Every part of me so sweaty and hot, my mouth cooing and mewling constant moans of delight. I don’t give a fuck. What’s she going to do about it? I’m witnessing history
. I’m witnessing something important
.

“Stop that,” says Janine. She sniffs, and I know she can smell him in the air. His majesty. His greatness. His masculinity
, his virility. “Stop...stop touching yourself.”

I don’t, continuing to finger my beautiful young pussy as I watch Nolan push Vlada off his cock. She and I both let out a disappointed moan, but only for a moment. He grabs her by the throat and slams her hard
 against the wall—but Vlada just grins, moaning with lust and spreading out her legs wide. He pushes into her easily, like they're machine parts, made for one another, and her legs wrap around his thick muscular waist. He looks different
 than just moments ago. More toned. More muscular. So strong.
 He was holding Vlada against the wall with one hand
 like she weighed as much as a feather.

Quickly his cock slides right inside her dripping wet cunt. She moans, contorting, her face pained for a moment like...like...like somehow she's a fucking virgin
 all of a sudden.

Like something in that temple made her a virgin just so that would be all he fucked.


I'm losing my mind. He's pounding Vlada against the wall. His muscles are so thick
, his back rippling like ropes on water. I want to whisper in his ear how much I’ll obey him until the end of time. I don’t want to leave a single doubt in his head about what a happy, perfect, pretty slave I’ll be for him.

Vlada is cumming constantly, moaning out sweet affirmatives, promising audibly like I am internally that she will worship Nolan forever.

“My God!” she moans again and again. “My God! You are my God! Fill me, my God! Make me pregnant! Breed me, my God, oh please! Please, yes, fill me!”

Janine is annoyed now, but also clearly turned on. I can hear it in her voice.

“I said, stop
—”

She crosses the threshold of the door and sees the incredibly scene beyond.

The force with which Nolan is fucking Vlada makes it obvious that the entire cabin should be shaking—if not completely breaking apart. His muscles, huge and powerful, use all of their force to drive into Vlada's beautifully contorted body. She kisses him madly on the lips, on the neck, all over his face, dedicated her every last breath and heartbeat to him.

“Yes!” she moans. “I worship only You, my God! I Love Only You!”

“You are my slave.” His voice is deep and booming. Hardly recognizable as Nolan's at all—but I know it's him. “You belong to me. You worship me. You are the First. The First of my Followers, and so shall you ever be...” he huffs, groaning in pleasure. “...ever be blessed. Eternally. Beautiful and young. Forever.”

“Yes!” Vlada moans. I can see the power flooding into her from all his precum. I can see her eyes glowing and shining ever brighter, her limbs responding in kind to his forceful, endless thrusts. “Please! Cum in me! Breed me! Make me yours! Deliver me your power, my God!”

Roaring like an animal, Nolan unleashes, cumming hard inside Vlada—so much that it floods out from her tight Russian pussy, slipping down their bodies and pooling on the ground. She orgasms audibly, shaking and thrashing in his huge, impossibly strong grip. And as he empties in her, he's still growing, getting visibly stronger and taller, his body overflowing with masculine force.

And Janine and I cum too. Janine isn't even touching
 herself, but she cums, and I cum harder than her, bucking and moaning, leaning into her legs as she struggles to stand against the door frame, our bodies overwhelmed with the seemingly endless thrusts of belly-floating lust being powered outward by this amazing coupling.


Oh Daddy
, I keep thinking, uncontrollably, as the pleasure coursing through me. Oh Mommy. Oh Daddy. Fuck Mommy so good, oh Daddy, oh fuck her please! Fuck her so right! Breed her, yes!


Nolan, finally finishing in Vlada to completion, lets her drop to the ground. Vlada futilely tries to stretch upward, her body totally exhausted by the God above her. I can see his new muscle definition, his growth in his height, the kind of God he’s become.

He's everything any woman could want in a man, and even though I've just cum, I'm soaking in need. Marinating. Every part of me wants him.

“Now then,” he says, smiling at Janine and I, both of us dripping wet with sweat and arousal. “Which one of you would like to be bred next?”
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Owning My Co-Worker
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SHE KNELT BEFORE ME
, her mouth coated with my seed. Only moments before, I had filled up her fertile pussy with a heavy, ball-draining load, gushing hard right on her g-spot. We came together, but only I came out of the haze afterward. Only I was able to stand up on my own power and survey what had been unleashed in the world.

The young beauty, her clothes in strips and rags after she and I both had torn them to pieces in our furious lovemaking, waited to hear my voice with every atom of her being. Before, she barely gave me the time of day. Everything I said was now to her like the breaking of star matter in the beginning of the universe—it made up every other thought that she would ever have afterward.

She trembled in wait, needing to hear me. Her body swaying with pleasure. Her eyes blank. My seed dripped down her thighs, no doubt having left quite an impact in the unprotected womb of her gorgeously fertile body.

She was mine. Now, and forever. And I could shape everything about her from now on with just a few words.

“You love fucking me,” I said.

Her response was automatic, but vibrated with pleasure and warmth. “I love
 fucking you.”

Even just a few days before, if I had told her that, she would have laughed and called me stupid or insane.

There is a great power within me. I can’t explain its origins or its nature. All I know is the truth of it, and its taken me a long time to even come to terms with that much.

So it’s going to sound weird, what I’m about to tell you. Crazy, even. But it’s the honest truth:

My sperm puts women into hypnotic trances.
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IT STARTED OFF SIMPLY
 enough. I was on a ladder near the back of East Side Pages, stacking books at about the middle of the day. That was of the main functions of my employment at that time, though I have since grown in status. Anyway, it was the history section, heavy books—and unwieldy, too. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but outside of craft books, it’s books on history that seem to have the strangest shapes. Many of them tend to be akin to well-worded picture books.

My co-worker, Mallory, walked by. Leggy, brunette, and
 busty, a force of pure lust brought into this world, or so it often seemed, specifically created to arouse my senses. Every day, she came into work in outfits that openly encouraged my eyes upon her. Tiny skirts that danced around her sexy hips, tall socks gluing my eyes to her long legs, cheerful flirty tops that showed the incredible expanse of her tanned, bountiful chest.

That day was no different. Her outfit was tight and tiny, sporting probably the smallest sweater I had ever seen her wear and a skirt that hugged her ass like a reunited lover. That skirt exemplified how I would have hugged her ass, if I had the chance.

And so, high above her on the ladder, as I stacked book after book back into the shelves, I could not help but admire her bubbly ass, downright sculpted by that tiny red skirt, as she arranged the magazines one stack over.

I’m not sure exactly what
 happened next. I think I overreached, or perhaps Gerald, our resident cat, pushed my ladder off its balance. But in any case, there was an enormous tumble and crush. Books flew everywhere, and the ceiling and floor groaned in a collective face-palm at my stupid awkwardness. The air filled with dust, and I ended up on the floor covered in books.

I was fine, but the stacks had all tumbled forward like dominoes, and half the store was completely in ruins. For a few moments, I wanted desperately to press rewind, like so often we do in crisis. The brain makes you believe that if you just want
 it bad enough, that time can turn backward.

“Holy—” Mallory, quick to act, rushed to pull me from the wreckage. “Are you okay, Victor?”

I nodded. Even despite the circumstances, and the substantial bruises I had on my rear and hip, I could not stop myself from admiring the perfect view of Mallory’s cleavage as she attended me. Her necklace bopped against my face, a metal rendition of a robot’s sword and shield from some anime she loved.

Standing up all the way, I leaned on Mallory for support. My leg felt tricky and old, and I stretched it slowly.

Years before, I thought maybe I could be an athlete, and made it onto the high school football team. Four months later, and I was nursing a torn ACL. My knee has never quite been the same.

The front door rang. Through a swirl of blond hair, I saw the unmistakably beautiful form of our boss, Dawn. She was back from grabbing us a few sandwiches down the street. “I heard a crash. What—oh god.”

She dropped the sandwiches on the counter and rushed to where I was still stretching my leg, and Mallory was still providing an incredible close-up of her cleavage.

Dawn was gorgeous as well. A confirmed lesbian and constant voice in the local papers and city blogs, eloquently putting forward feminist positions on every topic from pay equality to adoption rights, she was the type of woman that men had crushes on when they wanted to punish themselves. I had no such desire. I think I was the only man she had ever hired, and the only reason I was
 hired was because of my graduate degree in literature. And even that was because my thesis had focused on examining post-Victorian literature from a specifically third-wave feminist lens. I still think she had her doubts about me, that I was just waiting to demean and debase her in the most horribly public way.

Gotta say, I was tempted to daydream about her debasement at times. Dawn was a beautiful person, but the last few months of employment had been less than stellar. The first month was great—everybody was happy and positive. I had started dating Audrey, another clerk, right away, and got a few odd looks, but it wasn’t so bad. And then, sales started to fall hard, Audrey left our relationship in limbo by running out of the country, and the whole situation all had gone to hell.

“You two,” said Dawn holding her face in her hands, “really need to fix this. Right away.”

“I know, boss,” said Mallory. “I’m sorry. I think it was Gerald, he was—”

“Oh god, Gerald!” I hopped into action, furiously looking through the wreckage. “Is he all right? I haven’t seen him. Did he—?”

For several moments, we were all of us consumed with tearing through the books and looking for our mascot. Gerald was a happy, fat gray tabby. He liked to sit on the chairs we had posted throughout the store, mimicking a giant furry pillow. Then, when a customer inevitably nearly sat on him, he would snuggle into their lap and hold them hostage with his deep, rhythmic purrs.

Maybe it was just from working with only women for four months, but I’d come to be able to read vibes pretty easily. We searched frantically, and I could tell Dawn’s stress levels were reaching their absolute limit.

“Here he is,” I said finally. He was in the corner of the shop, well outside the arena of disaster, already napping once more on a chair.

Dawn squeezed my shoulder firmly. “Good. Okay. That’s good. And you’re okay? Your leg?”

I complained about my knee from time to time. Or rather, I had to sit from time to time, and cited my knee as the reason. I tried not to whine.

“Yeah,” I said. “Thank you. It’s all fine.”

“Mallory?” Dawn asked. “You’re okay, too?”

She nodded. “I banged my wrist a little, but it’s all okay.”

Dawn let out a breath. “I was going to drop off these sandwiches, and then I had a meeting downtown.” She picked up a book from a pile that had been created in the mess, and then set it down again. Her eyes were wide. “I can’t...this needs to be fixed, guys.”

“We can close up,” I said. “And you can make the meeting. We’ll have it all ready for you tomorrow.”

“Close up.” She shook her head. “When we need
 sales right now. Where’s Lori?”

“She called in,” said Mallory.

“That’s the third time this week.” Dawn shifted, restless. “And it’s Wednesday.”

Mallory shrugged. “She knows you won’t fire her.”

Sighing profusely, Dawn collapsed down onto the counter, her hands clambering over the register. She was worn out. Today wasn’t going to be the turn-around day that she needed for a good mood, and I—purely by accident—had just plunged her even deeper than ever.

And then, straightening her shoulders, she stood up with fierce determination in her face. Her golden curls framed the heart-shape of her face. She looked beautiful.

“Okay. I’ve got to go talk with these assholes at the bank. Do what Mallory says,” Dawn said to me, “and fix all this shit as much as you can, okay? This is the worst
 time for this. God. I’ve got an entire day, no, week
 of un-cancellable errands and meetings. Goddammit
.” She took another breath, calming herself. “Call Lori and see if she’ll come in, okay?”

She grabbed her purse and left. The bell above the door rang, innocuous as ever, but if you were a pessimist, you might start to wonder exactly how many rings the bell had left in it.

Once upon a time, East Side Books was a staple of the downtown center. Homegrown authors would make it a staple of their toured book signings. All the hipsters would slide in as they perused the local record shops and comic book stores. Sometimes there would even be a local band playing in the basement for a cool, small, intimate show. But the city had pushed the store’s growth down.

All the seasonal festivals were pushed out into county, citing better parking and cheaper rates as the reason for the shift. The record store was under new management that discouraged vintage buyers from browsing, and the comic book shop folded—selling half of its unsellable stock to East Side Pages in the process. All this, on top of the general decline of the American book store, meant that the store was increasingly in trouble. There were ways to save it, and I thought I knew a few, but Dawn only wanted to listen to Dawn’s advice, even as she took money from every philanthropist donor still willing to listen to her spiel.

Audrey, my ex, was the daughter of one such donor. I earned a lot of negative points with the staff when I started dating her, though I didn’t know it at the time. She represented the new order, and I had unknowingly allied myself with it.

There were only four of us working at the shop now. Dawn, Mallory, Lori, and myself. This was down from a staff of ten when I had started. They had either moved to better-paying jobs or just plain moved away. Those of us who were left were all full time, and Dawn could barely afford us. I think she had stopped allotting herself a salary, all in the hopes of riding the storm into calmer waters.

Unless something huge happened soon, no such calm waters existed. Little did I know that the huge happening was contained within me.
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FIVE HOURS LATER, MALLORY
 and I were still working, and Lori hadn’t come in. She was too sick—in other words, hungover—to make it. It was just as well. In the state she was in, she would have just slowed us down.

Working in tandem with Mallory, the mess lessened methodically, if not quickly. Mallory had moved from city to city every year of her life until two years ago, when she settled in to Alder City and this shop. So, she knew how to pack, and had learned plenty about the organization of space. Following her lead, we were almost done by the time the evening came around.

We leaned against the counter, looking over our arrangement. At my lead, Mallory and I had taken it upon ourselves to re-organize the shop a bit. We now had a small shelf at the front with our favorite books, right alongside another small shelf of best sellers. I thought it might help to group the unheard-of classics with all the major hits of the day. I didn’t know if it would work or not; I mostly just knew that we hadn’t tried it. Like I said, Dawn was pretty resistant to new ideas. To be honest, with everything on her mind, I didn't think she would notice much.

The store now looked mostly how it should. There was a path back down to the basement where we kept all the used books and graphic novels. The records in the back were no longer in danger of being squashed by a series of precariously-pushed pillars layered over with DVDs and blu-rays. The children’s, history, non-fiction, and self-help sections had all been properly straightened. Luckily for us, the adult fiction—more than half of the store—was relatively untouched by the disaster, outside of being covered over with a wave of dust from the outpouring of so many untouched pages.

The majority of the cleaning up and straightening out of the store was due to Mallory’s know-how.

When we started moving everything around, she changed into her workout clothes—tight, tiny gym shorts and a flimsy tank-top that gave me an even better view of her cleavage than the last outfit. Her shiny, smooth skin was covered over with sweat, and her long dark hair was done up in a voluminous ponytail that stretched halfway down her back.

“You really were on top of this,” I said to her, tapping her arm. “Thanks for taking the lead.”

“Yeah, of course.” She shrugged. “I’m glad all those years of moving furniture back and forth finally produced something worthwhile.”

“Well, I wouldn’t say finally
. I mean, all that moving brought you to work here with me, and I think that’s pretty good.”

I was trying to be straightforward; I liked working with Mallory. She was hard-working and smart. But, from the look on her face, I could tell the sentiment bordered on the saccharine.

What happened next, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to explain. She reached behind the counter—giving me a long view of the excellently crafted butt-cleavage that she sported in those tiny spandex shorts. She turned and righted herself, no doubt noticing my sidelong glance at her particulars, and gave me a flirty grin.

“Hey,” she said, pulling a tall bottle of bourbon out from a brown paper bag. “Wanna get drunk and fool around?”

I stuttered, not quite knowing how to answer.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She leaned over the counter again, grabbing a couple of paper cups. “Not the most glamorous of settings, but I’m a cheap date.”

“...great,” I coughed. “Super.”

She poured me out an entire cup full of bourbon. It was cheap stuff, and the taste was wicked and hard in my mouth. She, of course, swallowed her own with no problem, and then immediately poured me another cup. The taste had barely left my mouth, strong warmth flooding down through my head and into my legs, when she guided the cup up to my lips again, bidding me to drink. I coughed and sputtered a bit, sitting down on the floor, but I swallowed it all.

She slid down next to me, sliding her legs against mine. I didn’t know how this had all started to happen, but I didn’t much care. Mallory was gorgeous and she was hitting on me, and that was completely fine by me.

As soon as that last shot of bourbon had settled, she refilled my cup again, but with less than before. This time, though, she did not coerce any drinking.

“I don’t think it’s possible to have an honest conversation without at least two shots of good liquor in both parties,” she said, by way of explaining. “I hope that’s all right.”

“Sure.” I was still sweating from the sudden flood of alcohol. My tongue rolled around my mouth, looking for some kind of reprieve from the bitter taste. “Sure. What kind of honesty are you looking for?”

“Any kind!” She swung her hands out wide. “I know you were looking at me when everything went to hell today, for instance.”

I coughed. “You do?”

“Of course I do, dummy.” She rolled her eyes. “Give me a little credit, okay? You think a girl like me doesn’t know when a guy she’s working with is creeping on her?” I flinched, and she punched me. “No, you're right. I'm a jerk for bringing it up. Let's go back to how it was before, right? I'm just the one pretty girl who has no idea
, explicit or otherwise, about the way society views me and how men objectify women.”

“I wasn’t....creeping.
 Just you know. You’re gorgeous, is all. Sometimes I look.”

She frowned, beautifully, as everything she did was beautiful, but there was a layer of jokiness behind it.

“Ugh, if you're just going to keep being so sincere, I don't know how I'm going to have fun with you.”

“You asked for honesty.”

“I did.” Nodding, she took another long sip of bourbon. “We’re going to lose our jobs soon. How about that?”

“Yeah.”

For a moment, I looked over at the work we had accomplished for the day, trying to come up with something clever to say. Before, when I’d talked to Mallory, I thought I was out of her league. I was a decent looking, I thought. Dark hair and a permanent five o’clock shadow because I never remember to shave in the morning. In good shape from eating right and walking and bike-riding through the city, though that was mostly because I didn’t own a car.

But Mallory was gorgeous
. The line of her jaw tilting to her chin and back up into her neck, so elegant and regal, made my heart ache. And she was smart. And she was hard-working. I had trouble understanding, lots of the time, how she didn’t already own her own business, even if she was the same age as me at twenty-four.

Anyway, it was easier to talk to her when I thought she could never be interested. Now, my tongue flummoxed, and I threw out the first thing I could think of.

“Sort of seems pointless, huh?” I gestured toward the shelves. “Like building a pyre factory on top of a bonfire.”

She guffawed. A literal, man-like guffaw, her chest heaving in and out. She was gorgeous as she smiled, and my body warmed knowing that I had been the one to give her that sort of laugh.

“A pyre factory? Come on, man. That’s all you got?”

I shrugged. “Well, they wouldn’t build a bonfire factory on top of a bonfire. That’s just silliness. No way you could get Mr. Sheffield to pour money into that sort of company.”

Sheffield was Audrey's dad. A large man with large appetites, and a very large dislike for me. He hid it well enough, but when I met with him, I could tell just by shaking his hand that he knew I was some stupid mid-summer fling for his daughter. And he was right.

Mallory's foot slid over mine, and her smile was long and knowing. I’m going to enjoy blowing your mind later
, this smile said. We had both pushed our shoes off. She slipped her socks off as well, and her toes were painted a light pink. They were warm, slipping my sock off slow. The sensation of her toe along my foot tickled.

“So where is her royal highness these days?”

“You mean Audrey?”

“Of course. You know any other princesses?”

Audrey wasn’t that
 bad...but of course, I wasn’t about to say that to Mallory. Not now.

“She is in South America. Ecuador, I think. No doubt being royal.”

“Do you talk to her at all?”

“Not really. We’ve had a few emails, but we’re basically, you know. Done.”

“That sucks.” Her foot slid up my ankle, now. She didn't sound too bummed. “You must miss bagging her. I’m not gay, but nobody’s that
 straight. That must have been like fucking the Empire State Building. Right?”

“Oh,” I laughed. “I don’t know. Let’s just say we’re about as physical right now as we ever were.”

She looked legitimately shocked. “She never slept with you?”

“No. I couldn’t convince her it was worth her time. Maybe it isn’t.”

“Pffft. Don’t talk like that. Sex is worth everyone’s
 time.”

I shrugged, taking a long sip of bourbon. “I wouldn’t know.”

The booze had gotten to me, because otherwise I never would have let on about my v-card.

“What?” She shook her head, bright eyes sparkling. “What? No way. No. Way.” She punched me, and then punched me again. “No way! You’re a virgin?”

“God, shout it a bit louder, huh.”

“But you’re...you’re...” she gestured with her hands. “How is that possible
? You’re cute
.”

Being told I was attractive by a woman like Mallory was an incredible ego boost. Wouldn’t you know it, though, I wasn’t savvy enough to recognize that was an easy way to flirt right back.

All I could manage was a blush, eyes downward, and then, “Thanks.”

“Oh my god, you’re so bashful
. It all makes sense
. Oh god!”

She had rolled forward into me now, giving me a long hug. The foot that had slid over on top of my foot became her entire leg, and her thigh rested right between mine. Her skin was so warm and vibrant. I wanted to trace her ankles all the way up to her thighs.

“God, that’s
 why you’ve never made a pass at me. Isn’t it?”

“Are you...I mean, interested?”

It was, obviously, a stupid question. But what can I say? I was a stupid virgin who knew about flirtation, attraction, and even sex largely in an abstract sense. I’d had girlfriends in the past, but like Audrey, it never manifested into anything more physical than making out. I suppose that makes me some sort of grade A loser...but I’d prioritized different things. I put my education first. When that was done, I didn’t know, really, how to get involved in any social capacity.

“Sure!” She hugged me tighter. Her tits, so substantial and firm, pressed hard into my arm. “I mean, interested enough just for a little fuck, you know. Nothing serious. I’m not like...the way you describe Audrey sometimes? I’m nothing like that. Super-serious ‘let’s have a family and name everyone David and Bethany’ type. God, no. I’m just...you know. Sex is fun
, all right? So anything we do, it’s about fun
, okay? Don’t get all post-virgin crisis on me.”

Suddenly I had entered into a negotiation about the rules of an engagement of which we, unbeknownst to me, were directly in the middle.

“Okay.” I took another long sip of bourbon. Mallory, smiling, refilled my cup. “What if it was, just like, a handjob?”

I was too scared to ask for more. My sexuality (or lack thereof) was a burden for me; I couldn’t imagine it being anything else for anyone else. Especially not a true beauty like Mallory.

“You haven’t had a handjob?”

“Not if my hand doesn’t count.”

She giggled. One hand drew across her neck, sliding down her body slowly. She leaned forward, letting me have a fantastic view of her cleavage. Her hand moved over my crotch, massaging my bulge gently.

“It really doesn’t. Handjobs are sort of small-time, though. At least, they are when I could just suck your cock instead.” She slid over my legs completely now and pushed them wide, falling back with her ass on her heels. Her head slid up to my crotch, and with a shy, eager smile, she let my zipper down. Her hair, long and thick, slipped over my thighs in gorgeous dark waves. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. “Would that be all right?”

“Y-yeah. Sure. Please.”

Once more, she giggled. “I know
 it would be all right, silly. God, you’re easy.”

Soon, she had my cock—still rather soft—all the way out. Her hand ran up and down it, and she stroked me slow, licking her lips as I twitched in response.

“I want you to tell me when you’re going to cum, okay? I just did laundry, and I don’t want it on my shirt.”

I nodded obediently. She was in control. I didn’t mind in the least. Her mouth slid over my length, a luxurious purr emanating from her throat. Instinctively, my hands went to her hair, sliding my fingers possessively into her skull. Her dark hair was so thick, so voluminous. I wanted to fuck it almost as much as I wanted to fuck her mouth. But I kept my hips still, letting Mallory set the pace.

And god, did she ever set the pace. Her soft mouth slid up and down my cock expertly. Her tongue pushed along the base of my shaft, goading me quickly to complete hardness. Before long, I was absolutely stiff in her mouth. She made several surprised moans as my cock grew and grew, pushing into her throat. A soft, eager laugh powered out from her throat, delighted at something that I didn’t know about. I hoped it was my taste, my length—I thought I was a decent size, at nine inches with a thickness to match, but I honestly had no idea.

Like any virgin, I didn’t have much staying power. My precum spurted out, and I noticed some sort of shift in her rhythm. It became almost robotic, automatic. Her moans intensified, and her fingers slid down to her pussy, barely hidden in her tiny shorts. Soon, this amazing goddess of a woman was fingering her cunt as she slurped down my precum. It was too much for me. I couldn’t take it.

“I’m gonna cum,” I let out. “Please, you don’t have to, you don’t...oh god, oh fuck...”

She just moaned and sucked harder. A true pro at cocksucking, sliding her tongue around my shaft faster to coax me on. I thought her previous warning to let her know when I would cum was so that I would cum somewhere else. But she seemed, now, dead-set on swallowing everything I had. I couldn’t deny her.

“Oh fuck...fuck, fuck, Mallory...oh god...I'm gonna cum...”

I spurted down her mouth and throat for what felt like eternity. It was the most perfect moment in my young life, shooting my load down this brunette beauty’s willing, happy mouth. Slowly, regrettably, her sucking slowed, and I pulled myself away from her amazing, beautiful lips.

She sat back, kneeling with her mouth open, breathing hard. My cum dribbled down her chin and slowly began to make its long trail down to her shirt. I leaned forward and scooped it up, stopping it—and on instinct, simply slid my finger back into her mouth. She moaned and latched her mouth around my fingers.


Fuck, that’s sexy,
 I thought.

“That was incredible,” I said slowly, my heart still beating fast.

“That was...incredible.”

“No, really.” I let out a long breath. “That was amazing.”

“No, really. That was ‘mazing.”

For the first time now, I looked at her face. Her hair had become a messy tangle from my hands sliding through them, and covered her eyes almost entirely. But, from what I could see, her previously dark brown eyes had become completely white. Not rolled up back in her head, either. It was more like they had been painted over, or filled up.

“Mallory?”

“Mallory.”

She said her name, like she had said everything else since taking my cum, with deep warmth and reverence.

“You’re...an amazing cocksucker.”

“I’m an amazing
 cocksucker.”

Wow. She was really out of it. I pushed her hair from her eyes, and she purred softly at my touch. Yeah, her eyes had completely whitened over. For whatever reason, I found the effect intensely sexual.

“You love to suck cock.”

Her smile broadened. “I love
 to suck cock.”

“You...you love to suck my cock.”

Honestly, I just wanted to hear her say it, and she seemed dazed enough to be repeating me without cause. I was in the moment, now, determined to seize whatever it was that was happening.

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck...you...”

“You love to suck my cock.”

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck your cock anytime I want.”

My heart beat fast now. I didn’t really believe what she was saying. It was some kind of strange trance, clearly. Maybe it happened every time she tasted cum, I didn’t know. But I didn’t think that she believed everything she said. It was just hot to hear her say it in that warm voice of hers. I wanted to hear a woman say all sorts of things to a virgin, scholar mope like me.

“You love me.”

“I...lo...I...”

“You love me.”

“I...love...” The expression on her face began to be somewhat pained. Clearly, there were limits to this.

Just as well. When a woman finally told me she loved me, I think I wanted it to be in a more sober state.

I tried to think of more things—things that Audrey never said to me. That no girl had ever come right out and said to me.

“You find me very attractive.”

The torn expression disappeared, replaced by a pleasured smile. “I find you very
 attractive.”

“You want to fuck me.”

“I want to fuck you.”

“You’re desperate to suck my cock.”

“I’m desperate to suck your
 cock.”

“You trust me. With anything.”

“I trust you. With anything.”

Then I started again from the beginning, my cock still sort of hard from all of this. I focused on the ideas of her loving to suck my cock, her trusting me, and her finding me attractive. Hearing those words from her mouth...I can’t explain it. I can’t justify it. I had never heard a woman say all that before. Now that I could have one do it on command, and that woman was one of the most beautiful I had ever seen...well. I gave in to temptation, okay? There’s no real excuse. That’s just the explanation.

I’ll probably end up saying that quite a bit before this story is done.

I stroked slowly, watching her beautiful, tranced face repeat the words I had provided for her. It was a power trip, believe you me, and it wasn’t long before I was totally hard again.

But then, Mallory seemed to come back from whatever distant, happy place she went to. Her face returned to normal, and she came out of the trance looking sort of confused.

“Didn’t I just...suck you off?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was incredible.”

“It was
 incredible,” she said, almost automatically.

That was almost, to the word, exactly the same thing that I had said right after she finished me.

“Can I...I mean, you’re hard already? God.” She looked at my cock with eager need in her eyes. “Can I suck you off again, Victor? I really love to suck your cock.”

That same slightly trancey tone again. I didn’t know what was happening. I didn’t care. This was a girl I had never even dared to dream of fucking, and she was asking to suck me off.

Of course, I said yes. And Mallory, like a sleepy cat, slipped around my cock again and slowly coated her mouth with the remains of her saliva and my cum, sucking her way back into a deeply trance-filled suck session on my thick, hard cock.
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THE NEXT MORNING, I
 strolled into work feeling better than I had in ages. Something enormous had happened last night. I didn’t think I was Mallory’s boyfriend or anything—she had warned me off of that well enough—but I had a fuck buddy, and that was amazing all in itself.

After she sucked me off the second time, I was too tired—and drunk—to see if her tranced state came back into fruition. I just plain passed out, sliding her against my body on the floor of the store. I know it sounds absolutely stupid of me, but at the time, I thought that what had happened with Mallory was just some fluke. Some combination of lust, booze, and exhaustion that culminated with some of the hottest words I had ever heard anyone say.

We woke up at six o’clock, still passed out on the floor of the store in front of the register. The bookstore was due to open at eight, giving us just enough time to rush home and get back in time for when we were supposed to start working. We said quick goodbyes, after she kissed me for a long, long time with lots of tongue, and made me promise to spend time with her that night.

Of course, I agreed. In the back of my mind, I had fantasies about my words really having an effect on her, but of course I knew that was the height of silliness.

At five past eight o’clock, I rolled back into the store, reinvigorated from a shower and a change of clothes. What greeted me when I arrived was the pleasant sight of Dawn’s glorious ass in tight blue jeans. She was bent over, sweeping up our spilled cups from the night before.

My mood had been pleasantly enhanced by the sight of her tightly-constructed behind, and then plummeted once more as I saw the look on her face. She knew exactly
 what we had been up to, and she did not approve.

Looking around the store, it wasn’t hard to see why.

All the shelves were back in place, but lots of the books were still strewn everywhere, and some of the extra damage—like dust from the fall and spilled plaster from loosened screws and nails—was still all over the floor.

“Did you two have fun last night?” she asked, clearly antagonistic.

I laughed a little and looked down. We did
 have fun, but I couldn’t tell her that.

“Oh, good. Looks like you did. Well, I’m very glad my store has turned into party central for you, but if it happens again, I’ll fire you. And I don’t care if I can’t find anyone else. I’ll work the hours myself, okay?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

“Oh my god.” She threw up her arms. “Don’t call me ‘ma’am.’ I’m hardly older than you.” She walked behind the register, pulling out a trash bag and began patrolling around the shop. “I know what it’s like, not having a lot of responsibility. All you have to do is show up. But I’m relying
 on you, okay? I need that to mean something to you.”

She was right. I nodded. “Okay. I apologize. You’re right.”

“This place still looks like shit. You know that’s not acceptable, right?”

“I know.”

I also knew that, when she was dressing me down, I shouldn't be thinking about how heavy her tits were in that tight form-fitting blue blouse. But I was. Her body was so curvy in all the right ways.

“And why
 is there a new shelf in front? What’s this ‘Staff Favorites’ bullshit?”

I shrugged. “Lots of stores do it. I thought we could try.”

“And you’re making those decisions now? That’s your job? Is that why you get money?”

“You’ve got a lot on your plate. I thought I could help.” I walked toward it. “I can take it down in ten minutes. It'll be no problem.”

“No, no.” She shook her head. Her eyes were blue. They scanned the store, looking for some semblance of hope. “The Ice Festival is next weekend. If you foul up like this again, and we miss all that revenue...”

“We won’t. I promise.”

She sighed. “You can’t promise
 not to have an accident, Victor.”

“Then what do you want?”

Putting a hand to her face, she shook her head. “You’re right. I don’t know. I’m very tired. Just...just fucking try not to be such a goof, all right? I’m relying on you,” she said again. “Whether I like it or not.”

Mallory showed shortly after I did, and I gave her the good news—it was to be an eggshell day so long as Dawn was around.
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AROUND EIGHT-THIRTY
, Lori finally arrived. I was busy cleaning still, and had made a lot of headway with the dust and plaster in the far corner of the store.

Lori was younger than Mallory and me, a stereotypical stoner chick who had just barely graduated high school and had no interest in going to college. Dawn hired her, I think, because she graciously thought Lori was “artsy.” She did have a few tattoos along her shoulders and back—strange symbols that she said were taken from some book on Nubian hieroglyphics, because of course they were. But calling her “artsy” was like calling me a novelist because I had scribbled down, from time to time, a few fevered notes about my possible Great American Novel.

Okay, so, sure, sometimes I called myself a novelist, but I didn’t know how to get laid and I was trying stuff out. I hadn’t written anything substantial, though, and at least I owned up to it. I had been to Lori’s house for a few parties, and stumbled upon some of her work. She worked in pastels and oils on thick canvasses, and none of it was finished. She seemed to dance from one project to the next, never quite fixating on anything long enough to finish it.

My own problem, conversely, was that I never quite got started.

Lori, despite any artistic deficiencies, and despite her crippling addiction to pot, was thoroughly fun to work with. She was always happy to listen to others, and had no problem filling in shifts—so long as she was sober enough to walk into work. I had no idea how she stayed so slender despite all the munchies she must have suffered from. Her hair was short and dark, and a nose-stud sparkled in one nostril, highlighting the cute shape of her nose beneath sea-green eyes.

That morning, she had on a two-sizes too-small East Side Pages t-shirt, making her petite braless tits appear more supple than ever. After the mind-blowing experience I'd had with Mallory the night before, I'd sort of been hoping she would wear one of her ridiculous hemp sweaters, but no such luck. Cut-off jean shorts so tiny that the pockets stuck out, calf-high brown leather boots, and a t-shirt that didn't even slide over her navel. I struggled not to drool.

Right away, as she entered, Dawn pulled her aside and spoke with her in serious tones. Their conversation lasted less than two minutes; no doubt Dawn informed Lori that she was on thin ice, et cetera, and that if she continued to do what she was doing, her future at the bookstore was in peril. Lori had heard it all before, and gassed out such worries beneath artillery shells full of potent weed smoke.

Her coffee stand was on the far end of the register, posted near the window so that passers-by could see customers hanging out inside and drinking coffee. If nothing else, Lori did
 make a good cup of coffee.

I made my way over to her after a moment, making a mental note not to slobber all over her young, tight body.

She started a few pots brewing. Little signs were posted around her booth, advertising 2 for 1 deals on special flavored coffees and the like. I leaned over the counter, trying very hard not to glue my eyes on her complete lack of panties in her skimpy shorts.

“Boss lady is pissed with you.”

“Yup.”

“Wanna get high?”

Her answer to everything. I laughed.

“No thanks. I got in trouble enough sober as a bird yesterday.”

“She said she caught you and Mallory drinking.”

“She didn’t catch
 us drinking. We just...we had a few drinks after work, that’s all.”

“That's not really sober.”

She had me there. “I guess not.”

“You drank in the store?”

“We had to stay late to fix everything up.”

Taking a look around, she clearly wasn't impressed.

“You didn’t do that great of a job.”

“I guess you should have seen it yesterday.”

Lori shrugged. “If you say so.”

God, I wanted to fuck her. Her ass was practically popping out of her jeans, and every piece of her clothing was so barely-there that I knew I could rip every last part of it away in less than a minute.

I knew she would never go for it, though. I was too plain for her. Lori wanted alternative dudes, guys with fifteen piercings on their eyelids and seventy more everywhere else. She wanted tattoos, with an equal number of skulls to gummi bears and childhood cartoon stars. That just wasn't me. I was a reader. I spent my nights at home poring over books and wishing that someday I could have something decent to write about.

As was her routine, the first cup of coffee went to me. She said it was because usually the first cup always sucked, and she wanted to know how to gauge the rest. This was, I hoped, her way of showing some affection for me.

The bell at the front rang. A customer. I was impressed. We almost never got customers this early. A young woman walked in, clearly a student at the university. The private university, Hamilton. There was the Alder City City University and Hamilton, and though they weren’t at odds academically or in sports, there was a clear divide between their student bodies.

Alder City usually pulled from the town’s hopefuls, providing degrees at a discount for everyone who had good enough grades. There were steep discounts for natives of the state, and even bigger discounts for those who could keep their grades up. I probably would have been able to go there for free, myself, but my ego got in the way. I thought that by going to Hamilton, I would line up better jobs, or else sell my novel right away. Well, the jobs don’t exist and neither does the novel, so none of that panned out and I saddled myself with a ego-crippling amount of student loan debt.

Nothing like more than half a hundred grand of debt to give you a firm understanding of your place in the world.

After a moment, I realized I recognized the girl. Minjee Park. She had been in the same program as me. She was Korean-American and posh gorgeous, the sort of girl that a guy like me knew would never get more than a casual “hello” from even in the best of times. Probably I could save her life from a fire-breathing dragon, and she would toss back her flawless black hair, mew out a small, “Oh, thanks,” and I would think she
 had done me
 a favor by noticing I was around.

Women have a strange effect on me, you may have noticed. Perhaps that’s why, now, I started to have a strange effect on them. All those years of unspent, unrequited desire building up my seed to be the most potent of its possible kind.

Maybe I was bitten by some radioactive sperm. Who knows.

She wore tight leather pants and a tiny red jacket over a black tee-shirt. Her heels were tall and worn without the slightest effort. From all appearances, she had been poured into the outfit, every line enhancing her attractiveness.

I approached her with a friendly, knowing smile. The kind you use for people you recognize. She didn't catch on, or didn't care. She also didn't seem to notice the mess, or again, was above expressing notice at such things.

“Welcome to East Side,” I said. “How can I help you?”

“I’m looking for books on Marxist analysis of late nineteenth century poets. Whitman, I'm hoping. Miller. Maybe some pastorals, too?” She paused, her lovely face twisting in thought. “Anyone before nineteen hundred, really.”

“Right. Who isn’t?”

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing, sorry.” I smiled. “We might have something downstairs. I’ll show you.”

I led her downstairs to the basement, which was thankfully untouched by the chaos from the day before. The light was dimmer down there, being without windows, but there was more room for books. It's where we kept all our used stock. Gerald hopped up as we descended, quickly scampering past us to take up a seat in one of the chairs downstairs. No doubt his little feline brain was encouraging me to follow through with snuggle plan.

Minjee walked close to me, and this closeness was somewhat overwhelming. She smelled like money. I don’t know how else to put it. There’s a certain type of person that seems to soften the air around them, like they were created in a computer and then dumped out into the world, all the processing power pulling in the threads of reality to make their every edge more beautiful and pleasing to the eye. She was that type of girl.

All I could think of, as I watched her, was doing the same thing to her that I had done to Mallory. Was it possible? Could I make this regal beauty get down on her knees after taking in heaps of my hot load, repeating worshipfully everything I told her?

The temptation was palpable. But how could I do it? I couldn’t just force myself on her and hope for the best. Even outside the morality of such a thing (and I don’t know if there is
 an outside to the morality of such a thing), I had no practical evidence that what happened with Mallory was anything but a random occurrence. Experiments and theories were tested on repeatability, after all.

I pointed Minjee in the direction of a few books that might help her, and pretended to be interested in re-organizing some nearby. Mostly, I just wanted the excuse to look at her a little more. Her ass and leather tights were a match made in heaven.

I know I'm going on a lot about asses. But I can't help it if Lori and Minjee both have terrific ones, in their own way. Minjee's was full, the kind you can grab and lead around. Lori's was tiny but perfectly shaped, making you want to spank her just so you could watch your own hand slap down on two cheeks at once.

“I recognize you, you know.”

Her comment broke me from my ass-thought reverie. I was a bit surprised.

“Really?”

“Sure. You used to work at Hamilton, right? The library?”

I had been in at least four different graduate classes with this girl. These aren’t the type of classes that are very large. Fifteen people were an understood maximum. You get very close attention from the professor, and concentrated feedback from most everyone in the class on your ideas and papers.

“Uh,” I laughed softly, not sure how to answer. There was a time when I would have let something like that go. But the events of the night before, and my rampant desire to fuck her rotten, were screwing a little bit with my common sense. “No, actually. I’m a graduate of the same program you’re in. We were in a lot of classes together.”

“Really?” Now it was her turn to be surprised. Even, dare I say it, a little embarrassed. Though it was sort of hard to tell. It’s like trying to draw the shape of one particular flare in the sun—all of it is overshadowed by the incredible beauty of the main body.

“Yeah. We had Deconstruction of the Arts with Rickman.”

She pushed her shiny, thick hair back now, her tongue sliding up over her lips as she thought. It was dead sexy. I could not stop imagining her tongue sliding over my rod like Mallory’s had. Or even the two of them together, each begging me to be the one to take my cum, to be tranced first...

“And then,” I coughed a little, trying to focus, “we had Jewish Folklore and also Marxist Cinema with Goldberg. Plus—”

“Hanna’s class! Oh yeah!” she took a step back, eyeing me up and down. Her eyes were brilliantly dark. “Have you lost weight since then? It was like a year ago, right?”

“Yes. To both.”

Biking around tends to drop off a lot of weight, I found out.

“Well, good memory. I don’t know if we ever really talked.” She saw the look on my face. “Oh my god, we talked
? Oh god.”

Now her face was in her palms, her petite body trembling with laughter. “Shit, I’m so embarrassed. I must seem like the biggest diva to you.”

The normal answer, of course, would be to say, “no, no!”

“I’ve known bigger,” I said, “but they were all actual royalty.”

She snorted with laughter. It seemed a distinctly un-Minjee thing to do. “Oh, so you’re a dick
. I get it. Maybe that’s why I don’t remember you.”

“You’ve phased out all memories of dicks in your life? That must get lonesome.”

Again, she was laughing. “Maybe not every
 dick. But you know. A girl’s got to have some standards.”

“Sure. Too many dick memories and then it’s just dicks dicks dicks all the time, and no work gets done at all.”

“Right! And you know, graduate degree in fucking Victorian
 literature.” She held up the book she had picked out. “It’s all about dicks one way or the other. Some get put to the side.”

“So it’s only the cute ones at bookstores that you’ll remember from now on, right?”

“Maybe. Who knows.” She smiled and pushed her hair back again. “Are you here all the time?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Well...” she twirled her hair. She smiled shyly. She even goddamn twisted at the useless sparkly chain belt around her waist. Was it really this easy to flirt with girls? What the fuck had I been doing being quiet all the time? Where the fuck had I
 been? “I’m going to have to keep coming back here. Studying and all, you know. The library is just useless
 for this sort of material, unfortunately. I’ll see you around?”

“Not if I see you first.”

She snorted again. “Oh god, and you were doing so well...”

I watched her walk up the stairs, her ass just a complete vision in that tiny, skimpy little outfit. If only I could give her one taste of my cum, just to find out what might happen...

She sneaked a look back down at me and giggled just slightly, walking out the door with a slight bounce in her step.
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“HEY, COULD YOU HELP
 me with something in the back?”

It was well after noon, and I was reading a new science fiction novel about seven men trying to fight their way off a mutant cruise ship. It was shlock, but it was fun schlock. Mallory leaned right over the counter, pushing the book out of my vision, and placing herself firmly in the middle of it.

We hadn't hung out much all day, but Dawn had finally left for her new batch of meetings, and we had finished all the cleaning from the day before. The shop was finally back in working shape.

Mallory, meanwhile, was in gorgeous shape, but that was nothing new. Her outfit had taken a cue from Lori's with the too-tight tee shirt, though with her more substantial breasts and the long cut-open v  neckline, there was a lot more to appreciate. Her high-heeled sandals had clopped along the wooden floors all day, calling my eyes to watch her tiny denim skirt as she bent over. As she bent over the counter, her fingers slid up my arm and gently squeezed my bicep.

Of course, as usual, even with as obvious as she was being, I wasn't catching up.

“Oh, did the new shipment get here?” I looked down at the calendar. “I didn’t think it was supposed to get here until next Tuesday.”

“Yeah, it’s something like that.” Her hand clasped around mine. “Lori, could you take over the register for like ten minutes?”

Lori nodded at her booth, smiling slyly at Mallory. “Sure thing.”

I still faltered. “But, what is it that’s back there? Is there a customer? Because if it’s a customer—”

“God
, you’re dense,” said Lori, laughing. “Look at how she looks at you. What do you think
 she wants?”

I looked again at Mallory. She was tugging at the tiny bra strap beneath her shirt, giving me a completely unrestricted view of the tight top beneath and the shiny, buoyant globes of flesh that were waiting just underneath. Her dark eyes burned with desire, one lip tugged underneath her perfectly white teeth. Her hips wiggled slowly in those tight, sculpted skirt, thighs mincing together down to her knees.

“Oh,” I said, feeling myself pulled along by Mallory.

Soon, just as she wanted, we were in the back room. It was a storage space, basically. Shelves surrounded us, some of the only ones in the entire store not buried under the weight of books. Instead, it was office supplies and stands for ads, that sort of thing.

“I don’t know what’s come over me,” she said, clearly looking a little confused. “I just...I find you very attractive.”

“Oh.”

She pushed me against the wall, sliding one leg up mine. Her lips came up to my neck and then my chin, kissing softly. “I know we said we’d see each other tonight, but I couldn’t wait. I find you very attractive,” she said again.

Her voice, I noticed, took on just the slightest little monotone as she said that. I kissed her deep, loving the feel of her lips on mine. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, and I gripped her body hard. Her spine thrummed with need, and my cock was quickly getting hard.

“I think you’re absolutely beautiful, Mallory.”

She smiled, rolling her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I’m absolutely desperate to suck your cock.”

Okay. There that was again. The same slight monotone. And the same
 words I had said to her the night before. Was this really happening? Was I really able to hold that kind of power over her?

There was only one way to find out...and I was eager to know for sure.

“Yeah, do it,” I said, urging her on. “Suck me off.”

She didn't need to be told twice. Soon, she was on her knees and my pants were down around my ankles. She slipped her lips over the head of my turgid cock and moaned with excitement.

Her mouth was just as perfect as the night before, if not even better. Last night, her affection had been tinged with a sense of wild, drunken exploration and fun. But this night, she asserted herself like a lover, taking her time with her tongue running up and down over my length, and moaning with true aroused longing as my cock hardened even more in her mouth.

“God, you're so good,” I moaned. “You're an amazing cocksucker.”

“Mmmhmm
,” she moaned right back.

Precum spurted down her throat. Her moaning only increased, and once again, her fingers shifted up her skirt and she played with her clit while sliding her beautiful mouth back and forth over my shaft. My hands worked into her hair, and I was in heaven. Nothing had felt so good. I had gone from zero attention from women, ever, to getting two blowjobs in less than twelve hours from one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. I felt blessed. Maybe I was.

“Oh babe.” My orgasm approached fast and sudden. I had so little control, and little desire to hold it in. I had to see what happened when my cum touched her mouth again. “You have to...I'm gonna cum. Swallow it down. You have to swallow it. It'll be incredible.”

She moaned encouragingly, taking me down with happy gusto. Soon, my balls had been completely emptied down her throat once more.

Immediately, I could feel her body language shift from worked-up lover to tranced beauty. Once again, as she knelt there with my cum cutely arranged on her lips and chin, her eyes had gone all white and blank. My heart pounced up and down in my chest. I couldn’t believe it.

“Mallory, can you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

I gulped. Her voice was full of warmth, peace, and vibrancy. She seemed completely at ease, totally at peace.

All throughout the day, I had daydreamed of this. In my head now, I had a full script of ideas I wanted to instill into her gorgeous head.

“You want to fuck me.”

She bit her lip. “I want to fuck you.”

“You’re turned on by me.”

“I’m turned on by you.”

“You find me incredibly attractive.”

“I find you incredibly
 attractive.”

“You want to go out with me.”

“I want to go with you.”

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...”

My cock pulsed with need, more blood flowing into it again. Quickly, I was becoming hard once more. I wanted
 her, so badly. I wanted to own her. I wanted to flood her fertile body with my cum. Feeling inspired, I took her hand—which had dropped to the floor—and slid her fingers up against her clit again. It only took a few gentle circles before she was pleasuring herself on her own, perfectly tranced. Hypnotized by my cum to give herself orgasmic pleasure.

“You trust me completely.”

She smiled, somewhat relieved. “I trust you completely.”

“You know I want what’s best for you.”

“I know you want what’s best for me.”

“I want to be your boyfriend.”

“You want to be my boyfriend.” Her voice was tinged with heavy, heated arousal now.

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want to be your girlfriend.”

The suggestions seemed to work on some combination of a timer and a volume of some sort—like a liquid volume, running out with every suggestion given. Given enough time, I think the trance would have passed on its own. But if the suggestions I made were more against her moral fiber, or her beliefs, or her worldview, then she would resist harder, and the “volume” would go down faster. Easy suggestions expelled no energy. Hard suggestions—like her being in love with me, for instance—took a lot. But, over time, I surmised that such things would grow easier and easier. If she trusted me completely, and found me massively attractive, how far a jump would love be?

Something to find out another time. I stuck then with repeating the big ones—she found me attractive. She wanted to fuck me. She wanted to suck me off anytime. She trusted me. In all, I repeated the cycle four more times—for a total of about five minutes—before she seemed to come out of the trance. She came visibly as she repeated my words, a sight I'll never forget. With her mind in a blank slate, any mental or emotional inhibitions to cumming were gone, and all she had pushing through her brain was purest pleasure.

“I trust
 you. I find you so
 attractive. I want to f-f-fuck
 youuu...” and then a half-minute of orgasmic shuddering.

In the end, I was hard once again—and desperately turned on. We had to get back to work, though.

There were vials in a small box nearby. A mis-shipment for a medical supply store on the other side of town. We’d never gotten around to delivering them. Like a lot of things, they had fallen to the wayside.

I stroked my cock, looking at Mallory's beautiful blank face. She still touched herself even though she had just cum hard. It took nothing for me to stroke my cock and cum myself, and I filled up the four vials I held in my hand.

Holding four in my hand, I came. Soon, the vials were full. Mallory slowly turned, raising an eyebrow. Quickly fastening lids, I shoved the vials into my pocket.

“What was that?” asked Mallory.

I pulled her up and kissed her hard. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it. Okay?”

She shrugged, clearly still a little loopy. “Sure. Okay.”

Her kiss back was long and luxurious. I could feel her heart thumping against her chest in excitement. Dainty hands crawled over my face and chest, hot moans exiting from her mouth. “Fuck, I loved that. That was amazing. You're
 amazing. Can we still hang out tonight? Please?”

Please, she says. Begging me
 for a date.

“Of course, babe. Anything you want.”
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LATER IN THE AFTERNOON
, Dawn was still out meeting with whoever she met with. I assumed it was possible donors, or donors that she was trying to keep. I wasn’t sure how many we had, or how much they gave, but judging on the money coming in at the register, it was easy to figure out that either we had some wealthy benefactors or Dawn was somehow running a meth lab behind our backs.

Of course she wasn’t. Dealing meth would be degrading to women, somehow or other.

I sat down at a table near Lori’s coffee stand. The customers, almost to a person, called it the “secret table” when they found it, because it was buried behind the philosophy and religious books. Most of the tables were out in front, in clear view of the register and Lori at her booth. This one, though, was a nice place to sit when you just needed to chill out for a moment and reflect the happenings of the day.

I most certainly needed that.

My cum had an effect. I didn’t know where it came from. I had no idea if it would continue to do what it did. I certainly had no idea if I thought it was right or wrong. All I knew was that it was vividly, wildly arousing. As soon as my hot seed splashed against Mallory’s throat, she went into a deep, happy hypnotic state. Nothing could snap her out of it. Nothing could faze her while she was in the state. And the things I told her, she remembered. She took my words into her head as her thoughts.

How the fuck was I supposed to get any work done when I knew I could do that to a completely gorgeous woman at any time now?

And, I realized, leaning back, it was
 really any time. I had made her believe, now, that she wanted to suck me off all the time. That she would do it anytime I wanted. And I had the feeling that even if those two things weren’t completely true for her yet, she would trust me enough to just suck me off because I told her to.

“Coffee time!” Without warning, Lori clunked a cup down in front of me. Her own was a bit bigger—she always needed a lot of caffeine to fight through the haze of her days.

She sat down across from me, bracelets jingling, and smiled mischievously. “She really took it out of you, huh?”

“Huh? Oh.” I shook my head, trying to clear the haze of daydream from my head. “Yeah. I guess so.”

As I shifted to take the coffee, one hand sunk into my pocket. My fingers slid over the vials inside. Lori’s coffee was right there in front of me. Waiting.

“So...” Lori leaned in, smiling. Fuck, she was cute. “How did it go?”

“It went...you know. Fine. I helped her out. Like I said I would.”

“Come on!” She leaned over and punched me. “Tell me. I had no idea
 she was into you. You must feel lucky as hell, huh?”

“Are you jealous?”

She snorted. “As if. You’re too clean-cut to be my type, Victor.”

The vials clinked in my pocket, my fingers running wild. My mind raced with possibilities. Lori liked her coffee with sugar and cream. Lots of cream. A little more wouldn’t be noticeable, or so I thought.

I took a sip of my coffee, and then set it down. “Wow, this is strong.”

“What can I say? I like my coffee like I like my men. Strong and inside of a cup.”

Completely running on impulse, still on a high from everything that happened with Mallory, I smiled. “Would you grab me a sugar?”

“You don’t have legs anymore?”

“I’m all comfortable here. Please?”

Rolling her eyes, she stood up and walked back over to her booth. In a flash, I leaned over and dumped a vial of cum in her coffee, stirring it quickly with the stick still inside. With as much cream as she already had in there, there was barely a change in color.

A moment later, she came back and dropped the sugar down in front of me unceremoniously. More than ten packets spilled from her hands; clearly, she felt sarcastic.

“Is that enough for you, honey pie?” she put on a southern accent.

“Thank you, dear. You’re a doll.”

Sitting down, she straightened slightly, looking at her cup. “What happened?”

“What do you mean?” I took a sugar at random and stirred it into the coffee.

“My straw was pointing toward the back wall. Now it’s pointing toward you.”

“Come on.” I smirked. “Really? You
 remember that?”

“I remember all sorts of stuff, jerk. And I remember that
, yeah.”

I shrugged, finally. “I don’t know. The A/C must have moved it. Or the heat. What’s it matter?”

“I just...remember it, is all.”

My perfectly innocuous past was clearly the only thing that saved me from being found out. Well, that, plus the fact that if she were to guess anything, I doubt it would be that I had unloaded a vial of my apparently magic cum into her favorite drink.

Her lips slid over the cup. Her arm lifted, tilting it down toward her face. The coffee pushed past her luscious mouth and down into her waiting, willing throat. And then...she kept drinking and drinking. In less than ten seconds, she downed the entire cup. Her body started swaying gently in time with the music thumping over the stereo. The cup dribbled down to the floor, sliding around her feet. My heart leapt up to my throat, and then down to my pants, and then bounced everywhere in between. I grabbed the cup, arranging it back in front of her.

Then, slowly, I touched her face. Just slightly. Her eyes were absolutely blank, and whitened, though not to the extent that Mallory’s were. Her vibrant greens were more faded than erased. As I touched her, she purred low, leaning into my fingers. Her skin was fever hot.

Gulping, I moved my seat around and rotated Lori, so that if anyone came to look in on us, I would see them approaching.

“You feel amazing, Lori.”

She smiled, grinning sexily. “Feel ‘mazing
.”

“This is better than any high in the world.”

“Better than any
 high in the world.”

“You love feeling this way.”

“I love feeling this way.”

“I made you feel this way.”

My hands slid over her legs, gripping her thighs hard. She moaned softly, pleasantly. Her smile broadened.

“You made me feel this way.”

Now, for a little work to get done.

“You won’t smoke so much weed.”

“I won’t...won’t...”

“You can be happy on your own merits.”

“I can be happy on my own merits.”

“You’re satisfied with who you are.”

“I’m satisfied with who I am.”

I know. I know
. I know I’m totally acting the white knight, saving the poor girl from her crippling addiction. I know it’s just painfully obvious that I want to somehow moralize the complete dismantling of these gorgeous girls’ will.

I just...don’t care. She’s fucking hot and I want her to suck me off. And if, in the meantime, I can improve her life, then I was going to do it.

“You trust me completely.”

“I...trust...”

So close. I could try something else, work my way up to it, but I was impatient. Without a second thought, I took out another vial of cum and popped it open, letting the thick goo slide into her mouth.

“That tastes delicious,” I told her.

“Tastes delicious
.”

She moaned, licking it down, eyes totally and completely white now.

Time to try again.

“You trust me completely.”

I could see
 the surrender in her face. Her muscles relaxed entirely. “I trust you completely
.”

“You find me very attractive.”

“I find you very
 attractive.”

“Pleasing me turns you on.”

“Pleasing you turns me on
.”

I realized, suddenly and a bit guiltily, that I hadn’t done the same for Mallory. Something to take care of soon.

“You know being more sober will please me.”

“I know being more sober will please you.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love to please you.”

“You’ll think of new ways to please me.”

“I’ll think of new ways to please you.”

“The more sober you are, the happier I’ll be.”

“The more sober I am, the happier you’ll be.”

“The more sober you are, the happier you’ll
 be.”

She let out a pleasant sigh. “The more sober I am, the happier I’ll
 be.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love
 to please you.”

“You think I’m very attractive.”

“I think you’re very
 attractive.”

“You trust me. Completely.”

“I trust you completely.”

Repeat, repeat, repeat. Pleasure, attraction, and trust.

Slowly, as with Mallory, her responses became less fluid, more forced. I stopped trying to push the issue and leaned her forward on the table with her head in her hands. She would think, as had happened before, that she had simply fallen asleep on shift.
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AN HOUR LATER, WHEN
 Lori woke, she seemed ashamed, almost. Walking out of the secret corner, she strolled up to the counter where Mallory and I were running through inventory and mentioned with more bashfulness than usual that she thought she had smoked too much that morning.

Mallory, as usual, said that then maybe she shouldn’t smoke so much. And Lori, for the first time in memory, nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “Maybe you’re...maybe you’re right.”

I just smiled and said nothing. My cock pulsed though, eager to do even more to Lori. Eager to do more to Mallory. Even Dawn. All of them, sliding under my control...I couldn’t help the fantasies that flooded my mind.

Dawn arrived near the end of the business day, a couple of hours after I had put Lori under. It was close to nightfall, and as soon as Dawn came in, Lori went out. The coffee stand usually closed an hour before the store itself.

The beautiful blonde looked close to tears. Barely edging out a hello from between her teeth, she rushed to the back office.

Mallory and I exchanged looks.

“That didn’t look good,” I said.

“Nope. Think we should talk to her?”

“I’ll do it,” I said. “I owe her probably like ten more apologies anyway.”

“Well. Don’t be long. I want to keep looking at your butt.”

Squeezing my ass, she sent me on my way. That was, again, another ego boost. I hadn’t specifically told Mallory what
 to find attractive about me. I suppose her mind, in all its mysterious unknowable fashion, used whatever evidence was in front of it to justify her assumption. Or maybe I did
 have a cute butt. I wouldn’t know.

I strolled by Dawn’s office. The door was ajar, and after the way she looked when she came in, I thought I would come in and apologize one more time. In typical egomaniacal fashion, I thought pretty much all her troubles revolved around me.

She was on the phone, though. Her voice was tired, defeated.

“No, please, don’t say that.”

She paused.

“I know. I know it hasn’t been bringing in much money. Yes, I know it’s in the red. Yes, for a year.” She sighed. “Okay. A year and a half. But it’s just the downturn. The economy, you know. You’ve been keeping us in business, you know that. And, and—no, I don’t expect you to nurse a starving pup. Come on. You know what this shop means to this city. Please, I’m asking you to...” she let out a long sigh. “Okay. We’ll talk about it again at the end of the month. It’s just that, the Ice Festival is next week, and you know
 that spikes sales, and...okay. Okay. Thank you.”

I knew what that meant, or at least, I was fairly sure that I did. If the shop wasn’t pulling in significant numbers by the end of the month, we would be completely out of business.

Slowly, I started to put together a plan...one that revolved around all these gorgeous women around me, and the power I could hold over them any time I wanted.
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THE SECOND DAWN LEFT
 the shop that night, leaving Mallory and I to close up, it was like a switch went off in Mallory’s beautiful head.

She climbed on top of me in the back of the bookstore, far from any windows, kissing hot and heavy. Her slender legs wrapped around my waist. Thick, full breasts pressed hard on my chest, and her beautiful face melted into mine as our tongues lashed together in passion. I pressed her against the wall and she giggled wildly, still kissing. Her teeth scraped down my chin, my neck, her hands running up and down my body with spectacular fervor.

“Fuck!” she moaned, tilting the top of her head into my shoulder. I could feel the heat pulsing from her body, from her cunt. My cock was as hard as it had ever been, and I wanted her. “I don’t fucking understand this. Yesterday you were just...you were just some nice guy
, and now you’re you
 and I can’t get the thought of you from my head, no matter how hard I try. And I don’t try that hard, because I like
 it too much.”

“You don’t have to worry about it. Trust me.”

Immediately, I saw all discord slide from her body. Her trust for me quickly pushed out any second-guessing. My cock jumped at the sight of my instant, obvious control of her thoughts.

I stroked her face, pulling her in for a long, melting kiss. She wrapped herself around me further. I knew she could feel my hard-on.

“I don’t want you to be a virgin anymore,” she said. “I want you to fuck me
. I want to be your first.”

She paused, as if suddenly uncertain. Thinking, perhaps, that she had pressed too far. “Is that...I mean, that’s okay, right? You want to fuck me, don’t you? I want to fuck you.” Her tone, full of warmth and monotone. “I find you so attractive. I trust you like, completely. And I want...” she pushed her thick mane of hair back, looking completely vulnerable. “I want to be your girlfriend. I’ve never been anyone
’s girlfriend. I didn’t think that was...even a good thing. But I want that. From you.”

She slid down from my body, clearly feeling emotional.

“I’m sorry. This is stupid. I shouldn’t have said that. You don’t have to want that. I—oh!”

I grabbed her and pulled her tight against me. My hips grinding against hers. “I trust you completely,” I said. She shuddered with visible pleasure. “I find you immensely attractive. And I want you to be my girlfriend.”

“F-fuck,” she moaned softly. Her breath was sweet against my lips. “I...I need it. I need your cock in me. I need it right now. I’m about to cum
. I need to feel you in me. Holy fuck
, Victor!”

I didn’t need to hear any more than that. In seconds, she was on the floor, legs spread wide. Her tiny denim skirt pushed up past her wide, sexy hips. Hot vaginal fluids leaked down onto the floor, her cunt pulsating with every second.

“I don’t...” I shook my head suddenly. “I forgot to bring protection.”

“You don’t need a condom,” she said. “I don’t care. I don’t care. Fucking come in me. Come in me, please!”

Thrusting hard, I buried myself hips-deep into her perfectly tight, wet snatch. There was no hesitation, no awkward fumbling. This was pure biology. My cock pumping into her body, in and out, our two young bodies rutting like wild animals.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, clutching me tight to her body. “O-oh oh fuck!”

She shook insanely, her entire body contorting beneath me. A long, easy cry left her lips, followed by an almost maniacal sort of laugh.

I slowed down slightly, worried. “Are you all right?”

“Am I...” she giggled, sounding drunk. “‘Am I all right,’ ‘he says. Yes, you idiot. You just made me cum. From talking and from barely fucking me.” She gripped my ass hard. “Now...put that thing to work and let’s see what you can really
 do.”

At her words, my precum spilled into her cunt, lubricating it even further. This only seemed to heighten her arousal—and it definitely pushed mine up.

The thought of using any sort of protection struck me as profoundly unnatural. And somehow I knew—innately, deep in my core—that she wasn’t on birth control. Later, she would confirm this for me, but it was almost unnecessary. I knew that part of why she had been so deeply affected by my cum was because of her fertility. Her ability to get pregnant, plenty of times, from the potent cum that only I would ever fill her with.

As I thrust inside her, her body writhing in pleasure, my mind filled with primal images and ideas. About her natural place, on her knees before me. Worshiping the cock that had shown her what her true purpose was. Her pregnant belly swelling from the force of my hurricane fucking, tits leaking out ambrosia-like milk that only a select few would ever taste and enjoy.

And not just her, but Lori. Dawn. Hell, even Minjee and Audrey. Every woman I had ever wanted, their minds and thoughts reshaped around their proper role in servicing me. All these women had been drawn around me for a reason, and that reason was to propagate. To spread the seed of the next stage of humanity. To fill them like they had never been filled. To make every last one of their fertile bodies as pregnant as possible.

“Oh my god,” Mallory moaned, her face worshipful. “How the fuck
 are y-you...a v-virgin? Oh my god
 I’m gonna cum again
...”

My strokes had been slow, but powerful. I thrust forward deep and long, feeling my need to cum build up with each tight passage through her incredibly hot, wet canal.

“I’ll cum with you,” I said. “Together. Okay?”

She nodded. “I’m so close. I’m so close. Please, Sir. Please...do it. Do it now, please!”

I couldn’t hold back if I wanted to. And her calling me “Sir” right there at the end...an unexpected condiment to the delicious meal of our first fuck. I unloaded inside of her fertile body, delivering everything that I knew I could.

Slowly, after I stopped shuddering and kissing her, my thoughts returned to normal.

All that idiocy about owning all those women—being worshiped. Pipe dreams. Stupid
 dreams. It would be foolhardy to even try. Just the stuff of boners and the need to cum. But still...it was tempting.

“Mallory,” I said.

“Mallory.”

Oh...wow. Just like when I had emptied my cum down her throat, she had entered a trance. All it took was my cum entering her body.

The trance seemed incredibly deep, too—like the kind Lori had when she’d been given extra cum to guzzle down. I didn’t want to waste it.

“Mallory, you want to be my girlfriend.”

Her voice was sleepy and pleased. “I want to be your girlfriend.”

“Being my girlfriend turns you on.”

“Being your girlfriend turns me on.”

“You’ll fuck me anytime. Anywhere.”

“I’ll fuck you anytime. Anywhere.”

“Pleasing me pleases you.”

“Pleasing you pleases me.”

“You get turned on when you’re around me.”

“I get turned on when I’m around you.”

I had a few plans for helping out the store. I knew that I couldn’t do it alone, though. I would need Mallory’s obedience. Her unquestioning, unflinching acquiescence to my demands.

“You’ll do as I say.”

“I’ll do as you say.”

“You’ll obey my commands.”

Her voice was surprisingly eager. “I’ll obey
 your commands.”

“You’ll dress sexy for me.”

“I’ll dress sexy for you.”

“You like
 to dress sexy for me.”

“I like
 to dress sexy for you.”

“You like to show off your hot body.”

“I like
 to show off my hot body.”

My hands slid down to her sopping, cum-filled pussy. One finger entered, and I felt her body tremble with pleasure as I spoke and fingered her.

“You know you’re gorgeous. You love being attractive for me.”

“I know I’m gorgeous. I love being attractive for you.”

“You trust me with anything.”

“I trust you with anything.”

Now, the big jump. I pressed my fingers up into her cunt, and deep, sliding along the tunnel of her entrance.

“You’re in love with me.”

She sighed happily. “I’m in love with you.”

Yes! Oh, fuck. My cock stiffened on her leg. I couldn’t believe after that hot cum, I was getting hard again...but hearing that from her was too much.

“You love me,” I said again.

“I love
 you.”

God, that was amazing. Years of loneliness...utterly vanquished.

“You love being my girlfriend.”

“I love being your girlfriend.”

I thought of Lori, and took a chance.

“You don’t care if I fuck other girls.”

“I don’t care if you fuck other girls.”

Wow, no resistance there at all.

“It turns you on to think about me fucking other women.”

“It turns me on to think about you fucking other women.”

“You love the thought of having sex with me and other women at the same time.”

“I love the thought of having sex with you and other women at the same time.”

That was a lot, even if I had just filled her fertile fuckwomb with my potent cum. I started to slide back to the favorites—she loved me, I turned her on, she trusted me, she loved to do what I said.

When the trance wore off, we were snuggling tight. There was nothing more perfect than that night, our first night together, when my first love was completely under my control and holding me tight. The two of us against the world...with me firmly in charge.
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HALFWAY THROUGH THE
 night, she turned on the light of her phone and turned to me.

“Are you awake?”

Of course I was. My mind raced with ideas. I wanted to do so many things to Mallory...I wanted to absolute twist her mind completely. I felt high on power. There was so much
 I could do to her.

“Yeah,” I nodded, and kissed her neck.

She purred in appreciation...but slid away.

“I have something I want to tell you.”

“Okay. Sure. Lay it on me.”

“I...I’m really trusting you with this, okay?”

“Of course. You trust me, don’t you?”

Again, her face shaded slightly. “I trust you, Victor. I trust you more than anyone.”

God, that made my cock hard. She had almost a physical change when she said the same sort of that I tranced her to say. Her eyes went slightly glassy, her voice just slightly
 robotic. She didn’t seem to notice. In fact, I’m not sure anybody would. The only reason I did was because I knew what was happening.

“I want to be a slave, Victor.”

“...oh yeah?”

It took me a minute to process what she was saying. I hadn’t even considered the possibility. I mean, in some ways, I was
 making her a slave. But I honestly felt that I was just accentuating
 feelings she had already. Sort of.

Okay, I was giving her a lot of feelings. And god, wasn’t it wonderful.

But still! What she was talking about was not something I had mentioned in the slightest.

“I really, really do. I...sexually, I mean. Not like, in real life, really. Wearing a collar all day and walking around on my hands and knees behind you in airports. But sexually. I love to be dominated. I love being told what to do. I love...being the subject of a man’s will. A Master’s will. Or even beyond that.”

“Beyond that?”

She was deep in thought now.

“Being not just the subject of his will, but the vehicle of it. Knowing that his every desire, his every need, is living and breathing in me. That everything I do is, in some way or another, giving him what he wants.”

I gulped. “Oh.”

“I just never really had a strong man in my life, you know? My dad, he fucked off when I was barely five. Just long enough for me to miss him. And then my brother died when I was twelve. So, it was just my mom and I until I was eighteen...and then she died too.”

“I’m sorry.”

It felt like such a lame thing to say, but it was all I could come up with.

“I’m telling you this because...I feel really close to you. Because I trust you. Totally. And I want you to be close to me. And I want you to trust me.”

“I do. I am.”

“And I want you to know that, if I’m your girlfriend, that’s something that you’ll have to be open to.”

“Okay.”

I was still a little too surprised to come up with any sort of real response. I think she thought I didn’t like what I was hearing.

“I don’t expect you to jump all over it right away. I know you’re shy. But I do...I want you to know that’s there. That it’s what I want, okay? You deserve to know that.”

“Thank you. I’m glad to know it. I want...”

She gripped me harder, then. I knew my next words would be critical for her.

“I want to be that for you. I think it might take some time, like you said. But I’m all for it. Completely.”

Her legs sank into mine. I could feel the heat of her cunt on my thigh.

“Really? I’m not just...pushing it on you? You don’t want it just because I’m hot?”

“Well...you being hot helps. I love how hot you are.” I couldn’t help myself—that got the intended response, with a small shudder of delight in her body. I’m not even sure she noticed it. “But yeah, I want that. I’ve always wanted it, I think. I just...I didn’t think it was possible.”

And soon, I’d be able to dominate her in more ways than she could have ever imagined. I would make her the complete slave in every way.

She kissed me, sending soft little “thank you”s into my ear as we slid back down to the ground.

“God, you’re hard,” she said, gripping my cock. “What a fucking stud you are. Do you want a handjob, finally?”

I did. I knew that, without her sucking me off or fucking me, she wouldn’t trance...but I was out of ideas for that at the moment anyway. I nodded, and she was already sliding her hand up and down my shaft.

“Just for my Master,” she purred, holding me tight to her body and stroking me off. “Just for Him. His good slave...obeys...”

And so we drifted back to sleep, her hand sliding up and down in a lazy, happy handjob for her new Master. I resisted the urge to fuck her then and there and re-write her mind until it was entirely wrapped around serving her new Master’s cock. That would all come in time...and I would hate to alter a sweet moment like what she just gave me.
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THE PLAN WAS, OF COURSE
, for the two of us to wake up early like we had the day before and run and shower and change clothes before the store was due to open.

What we hadn’t planned on, however, was just how fucking comfortable
 it was to snuggle up and sleep next to your brand-new girlfriend or boyfriend (not to mention, in Mallory’s case, her brand-new true love). I wouldn’t have traded the feeling of her loving arms around me for anything.

What we also hadn’t planned on was Dawn walking in an hour before the store opened.

And of course, all of that happened. So now, two days in a row, Dawn knew without a doubt that we were treating the bookstore as our personal fuck space.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, seeing us on the floor. “Don’t you two have
 apartments? Like, one for both of you? You know you can fuck on a bed, right?”

Neither of us had the wherewithal to say anything. Her entry had woken both of us from a very deep sleep.

“Fine. You know what? Fine. Go ahead and fuck. I don’t care. We’re going out of business anyway. I’ll pay you as I can, but...the both of you ought to look for something new.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean that short of a miracle, we’re not going to be open past the end of this month, okay? That’s what I mean. I mean there’s just no money
 anymore. All right?”

But there would be. I held Mallory close to me, feeling the softness of her skin on mine. There would be money coming into this store, and I knew how to make it happen.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!
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I THINK YOU’RE PRETTY
 terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.


And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!
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What's next?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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THE LUST DAYS


It's the road trip from hell when he tries to take his Ice Queen girlfriend out for a good time and she brings her step-sister and friend along...then the Event happens, and the girls he was with transform into sexy nymphomaniac bimbos, eager for his cock!
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THE LUST DAYS 2


Scientists trapped in a secure compound look on with horror and arousal as the world transforms—men becoming super studs, and women becoming ultra-fertile nymphs. When they study a nymph to research a cure, events quickly spiral out of control—and hot breeding action ensues!
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THE LUST DAYS 3


A veritable king in the post-Event world, worshiped as a god by a harem of five inimitable beauties, is presented with a gorgeous young nymph who seems immune to his virile cock's seductive power. He has to find out why—and he has to break her of the notion that she can be anything but his.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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BABIES FOR BAD BOYS


NINE hot tales of ultra-virile mega-hunk studs who don't take “no” for an answer, no matter how much the girls they desire fight, and impregnate their young hot loves to show them how much they need them.
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BIMBO GAZE BUNDLE


Ethan Prince just wants to be a normal, good guy...but whenever he looks in a girl's eyes, he turns her into his gorgeous, submissive bimbo fuckslave. With this destiny for badness, can he turn good after all...or will he give in to his basest desires?


Bimbo Servant Bundle


NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy.


The Bust Gun Bundle


Lucky young losers get a chance at sexual godhood when they obtain the Bust Gun—and can use its amazing powers to transform their lives and the women around them!

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.


Lust Party Bundle


Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction.


The Magic Tablet: The Complete Series


One day, Jacob finds the magic tablet, and is given the power of a god over himself and others. Of course, he uses it to establish his very own fertile fuckdoll harem...


Sexcretary Saga


Gorgeous, fertile models and actresses need to serve alpha males too, and nerdy Albert Stout has just the program on his computer to make them kneel to him and him alone...forever.
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LOVE FUN, SEXY, FREE
 stories?
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

[image: ]



HOPE TO HEAR FROM YOU
 soon!


Did you love Born To Serve!
? Then you should read Another Change In Style
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Kimberly, cheerleading captain at her school, recently suffered a huge blow to her social standing at the hands of a snooty rival. But then she started wearing Female Designs clothing. Kimberly becomes more beautiful. More seductive. Her breasts grow, her hair becomes longer and thicker, her mind empties of anything but sex. Before, Kimberly was very pretty…but now she’s become a completely gorgeous bimbo queen.

Men and women are desperate to do anything at all that Kimberly says. They fall all over themselves, messing their clothes with the products of their pleasure, to obey her slightest whims. But Kimberly’s not the one REALLY in charge…no, all the changes to make her into the most gorgeous babe imaginable are for the benefit of Mark, the owner of Female Designs. He’s a rich, hot, dominant stud, and all he wants is his personal bottom babe to rule over his entire harem of bimbo servants for him. Kimberly will do anything he says—seducing, screwing, and sucking her way into his good favor, just so she can serve Mark's mammoth, meaty member. But with Mark able to change any girl how he likes, it's going to be a tough road for Kimberly to prove herself as his favorite.

This erotic tale is EXTRA LONG—a full novella featuring your favorite control and transformation kinks in the way that only Nadia Nightside can deliver!

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.



Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image78.jpg


