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Turned Into the Chem Class Bimbo

My first semester of community college would have been perfect, if it wasn’t for my stepbrother. At least, that’s what I thought. Before I accidentally drank his special formula, and discovered just how much fun having a brother could really be!

Robby wasn’t really younger than me, but I always called him my little brother. We were both 18, fresh out of high school. His dad had married my mom when we were 10, but my mom passed away when we were 15. His dad had officially adopted me, so he continued to raise me after my mom died. Since he was a single dad raising two kids, he couldn’t afford to put us both through a four-year school. We were both getting our Associate’s at the local community college before going on to get our Bachelor’s degrees.

Robby was a lot more academic than me. I was mostly into cheerleading. I had been head cheerleader in high school, and I was on the cheer squad in college, too. Robby was a nerd. He liked science and shit. Booooo-ring.

On the fateful day that changed my life, I was waiting near the car we shared for him to show up so we could go home. I was wearing my favorite outfit, a white shirt and short pleated plaid skirt with knee-high socks. I admit, I liked that outfit because it made all the guys drool. I’d only ever been with my high school boyfriend, but I got off on teasing men. Even my stepdad and brother. I loved flaunting my perky C-cup breasts and my toned thighs and tight ass around. I wore as little as possible, as often as possible. And the schoolgirl look I was rocking definitely caught a lot of attention.

Robby was way late. Frustrated, I decided to go look for him. I figured he’d probably be in the lab. We both took the same Chemistry class. I only signed up because I knew Robby would let me copy off him. He was such a little loser, I could make him do anything. He loved that class, and our professor, Mr. Williams. I thought it was a snoozefest.

Anyway, my suspicion was right. I found Robby and Mr. Williams bent over some beakers and stuff at the head of the classroom, doing some science stuff. My brother’s backpack was sitting on the ground near the front of the room. I noticed a weird bottle with red stuff in it tucked into the side pouch. I was really thirsty, but I figured I’d just get a soda on the way home. Anyway, the drink reminded me of how thirsty I was, which made me more upset that Robby was making me late.

Robby looked like he was going to grow up to become Mr. Williams. They were both skinny, brown-haired, and wore big thick glasses. They were both wearing lab coats, looking like total dweebs.

“Robby!” I shouted as I stalked into the room. “It’s late! Let’s go!”

The two men looked up at me, spilling something from one beaker. Mr. Williams shouted and grabbed a towel to wipe it up. I rolled my eyes, watching them nerding out over whatever little experiment they were doing.

“Just a minute, Amy,” Robby said, fixing his glasses for, like, the billionth time. I groaned and flopped down in a seat. The long, black lab tables were all empty, everyone else done for the day. Leave it to my nerdy little stepbrother to stay after class.

They kept talking between themselves about dosages and experimental results and triglycerides and progesterone and estrogen and all sorts of bullshit. A minute turned into two, and then into three. Bored of looking through my phone, I decided to steal some of Robby’s drink. They didn’t even look up as I approached and grabbed the bottle. The drink smelled sugary but also kind of chemical-y. Whatever, it was liquid, and I was thirsty. I took a big gulp.

“Amy, no!”

Robby’s voice stopped me from taking a second gulp. I paused, putting the bottle down on one of the tables.

“What?” I asked, hands on my hips, flipping my blonde hair.

“You just drank…you just drank…” Robby stuttered, looking at me wide-eyed. Mr. Williams was looking at me weird, too. What? What did I just drink?

“Our formula,” Mr. Williams finished. “Our experimental formula.”

“Formula for what?” I asked. Was it poison? Was I going to die?!

“Female enhancement,” Robby said, a weird look coming over his face. I cocked my head.

“Well…I’m a female,” I said slowly. “So…what’s it going to enhance?”

Robby and Mr. Williams shared a glance, then looked back at me.

“Lots of things,” Mr. Williams said. “Amy, you should probably just sit down for now, alright? Things might get a little strange for you.”

“Stop being weird!” I protested, stamping my foot. “Tell me what’s going to happen!”

“It’s too difficult to explain,” Robby said. “Sit down, sis.”

“Okay,” I chirped, smiling. If Robby thought it was a good idea to sit down, it must be! Robby was so much smarter than me. I plopped down at one of the tables, ready to wait until Robby was ready for me.

Robby and Mr. Williams stared at me for a while, talking to each other in whispers too soft for me to understand. I felt really good. Why were they so worried about that stupid formula? Clearly, there was nothing wrong with me. I knew I should just trust them, because they were so much smarter than me, but I thought it was silly, the way they reacted. I felt better than ever! Well, maybe there was something wrong with me.

“Urgh,” I groaned, plucking at my shirt. Why did it feel so damn tight? It was like my breasts had doubled in size, and were being pressed to my chest so hard that they were gonna burst!

“What’s wrong, Amy?” Robby asked, and I thought he might be smirking a little. Thinking it was just my imagination, I shrugged.

“My shirt feels too tight,” I said, pouting.

“That’s a shame,” Mr. Williams said. “Why don’t you just take it off? There’s no one here but us, and we’re men of science. No need to be modest around us.”

“Gee,” I said. “That’s a great idea!”

It really was. I didn’t know how I didn’t think of it first! I pulled my top off, sighing in relief. But my breasts still felt really tight, in my bra. I looked down and was surprised at how much they were spilling over the top of my bra. This bra was usually a little too big on me, but now it looked – and felt – two sizes too small!

“Better?” Robby asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Robby was before? I’d been so mean to him, when we could have been friends!

“Not really,” I moaned. “It still hurts!”

“Maybe it’s your bra,” Mr. Williams suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free. I looked down at them. For real, they looked way huge compared to this morning! Sometimes my breasts felt bigger than other times, but it looked like I had two bowling balls on my chest! Still, they felt sooo much better without my bra on.

“Good job, Amy,” Mr. Williams said, and I giggled. I was glad that Mr. Williams was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart. I had never noticed that before.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Robby smiled. I nodded.

“It sure does,” I said, bouncing a little bit to show off how much better I felt. My newly huge tits bounced with me. I noticed that my nipples were pretty hard, but it was cold in the room so that made sense. They weren’t just hard, though. They were kind of tingly, too. I bit my lip and put my hands in my lap, trying to figure out all the different sensations in my body.

“Amy, do you feel funny?” Mr. Williams asked. How did he know? He really was smart!

“I do!” I squealed. “I feel tingly all over! And my nipples are all hard, see?”

I cupped my breasts, lifting them to show the men what I meant. They exchanged a glance.

“That’s interesting,” Robby said. “How about we take a closer look?”

“Okay,” I said, leaning back and arching my chest out. They walked towards me and stood at either side. I looked up at them, thankful that they took such an interest in me. Mr. Williams reached down and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Robby did the same thing to my other tit, and it felt even better! The two men massaged and kneaded my chest, pinching my hard nipples until I was panting. I could feel myself waking up between my legs, my pussy dripping.

“Oooh,” I moaned. “That feels really good!”

“Does it?” Robby asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Amy. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at my brother in wonder. I could feel even better? How? I nodded eagerly.

“Good girl,” he said, and knelt down. Pulling my breast towards his face, I felt his tongue dart out and lap over my nipple. I squealed in pleasure. Mr. Williams did the same thing, both of them kneeling down beside me and licking my breasts, sucking my nipples into their mouths and squeezing my tits.

I was absolutely lost in pleasure, moaning and squirming. My clit was hard and my pussy felt like it was going to flood the seat beneath me, I was so wet! My brother looked up at me, my breast in his mouth, and grabbed a hold of my ponytail. With a tug, he yanked my head back on my neck before coming up to stand over me.

“You’ve always been such a bitch to me,” he said as I panted. Mr. Williams grabbed the breast that Robby had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Amy?”

“Yes, Robby,” I said. “I’m so sorry, brother.”

“Don’t you want to make it up to me?” he asked. I did! Very much so. Especially now that I saw how nice he really was. He was willing to make me feel good. I wanted to do the same for him. I glanced down and noticed a big bulge in his pants. His cock was hard! Immediately, a thousand dirty ideas ran through my head. I groaned, reaching for his zipper.

“Can I make it up to you like this?” I asked, pulling his cock free. My eyes widened when I saw how big it was. Who knew that my lanky little brother had such a huge cock! He was hung like a horse. The tip dribbled with pre-cum, making my stomach grumble with hunger. I wanted to suck it all up, drain his balls dry. I’d never felt this way before, but I liked it a lot. I wanted to let my brother fuck my throat until he came!

“It’s a start,” Robby smirked. Mr. Williams moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tit, but he replaced it with his hand. Slowly, he began to kiss down my stomach, which felt really good, too. I leaned to the side, stroking Robby’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Mr. Williams kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

“Jesus,” I heard Mr. Williams groan. “She’s drenched.”

Robby groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Mr. Williams dive forward between my legs. His tongue wrapped around my clit and I screamed in pleasure. He grabbed my thighs, pulling them up over his shoulders as he began to eat my pussy. At the same time, my brother yanked me by the ponytail, forcing his cock into my mouth. He filled my throat instantly, sinking all the way to the back of my mouth. I instantly gagged, but Mr. Williams was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as my brother began to fuck my mouth, using me like a sex toy, burying his cock into my throat fast and hard. Drool spilled down my chin and onto my tits as he choked me, blocking my airwaves so that I breathed frantically through my nose. Tears spilled down my cheeks. None of it even mattered, because my hips were bucking and my body was on fire from the way Mr. Williams was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With my brother stuffing my mouth and my teacher licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Robby held my head in place by my hair, fucking my throat raw. He was breathing heavily, and as he plunged himself into my throat, my nose buried in his pubes, he groaned. He held me there, pulsing in my throat until my spit flowed down his balls. I felt him throbbing, his big cock getting even bigger.

Mr. Williams suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as my brother came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Mr. Williams’ fingers while swallowing every drop of my brother’s load. His cum tasted so good sliding down my throat, filling my belly. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking and bucking as Mr. Williams kept on licking my clit while I came.

Robby grunted, pulling his cock from my throat, spraying one last burst of seed onto my tits. I gasped for air, gargling in his cum; he pulled my head back again and spit down into my mouth. I swallowed gratefully, eager to take whatever he wanted to give me. My climax subsided, and Mr. Williams crawled up from between my legs, wiping his lips free. His fingers were wet with my juices, and he shoved them between my lips. I sucked them clean with a groan, loving the way I tasted.

“Thank you,” I groaned when he pulled his fingers free. “Thank you soooo much!”

“We’re not done with you,” Mr. Williams said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Amy. Do you want to do that?”

Mr. Williams unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing over the chair so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than my brother’s, but it didn’t matter. My mouth still watered at the sight of it. His balls were low and hairy, and I moaned eagerly as I leaned in and buried my face against them.

He tasted all sweaty and manly, and I could feel my pussy dripping again as I licked and sucked his flesh. He groaned, holding my head against him as his cock got harder and harder, rubbing up over my scalp. I sucked his balls into my mouth, rolling my tongue over them, moaning at the delicious taste. I knew there was lots of yummy cum for me inside, and I couldn’t wait for Mr. Williams to fill me up. Luckily, he couldn’t wait either, and he pulled my head back quickly.

“Shit,” he groaned, grabbing his cock and stroking it. I stuck my tongue out, but he just kept pumping himself, holding my head back by my ponytail. He slapped me against the cheek with his cock a few times, and spit in my mouth. Finally, he groaned, and I got to feel his sweet cum splashing over my face. He covered my eyes and nose in it, painting my face with his jizz. I eagerly licked and swallowed whatever I could reach.

“More, please,” I begged as he began to slow down and shoot less. “I want more!”

“Be a good girl, and you might get more,” Robby said, standing at my side. Mr. Williams’ cock began to go limp. I eagerly began to collect his cum from my face, scooping it onto my fingers.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Tastes really good!”

“Come here,” Mr. Williams said, suddenly grabbing me from the seat and lifting me up to the table, seating me on the very edge. “You’re being an excellent test subject.”

“Really?” I squealed, wiping more cum from my nose. “Thank you! I’m so happy! Can I keep making it up to you, Robby? I really want to!”

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Robby asked. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Mr. Williams’ cum from my fingers. My brother chuckled.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to rape your bratty little cunt for a long time. You should have listened to us and not drank the formula. But I bet you’re pretty glad you did, aren’t you? I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned. “It feels soooo good!”

“Show us,” Mr. Williams said with a smirk. He looked around the room, his eyes landing on the mop that sat by the eye rinse sink. He and Robby shared a look, then Mr. Williams picked up the mop and brought it back to the desk. I was still touching myself, desperate to cum again. I wished my brother would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Mr. Williams tossed the mop at me. It landed against my stomach, the handle between my breasts.

“Use this,” he said. “If you’re a good girl and cum for us, we’ll fuck you again.”

I groaned, grabbing the mop handle and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth handle rubbed my clit. I started to rub myself against it, jerking my hips. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out, low moans escaping my throat as I humped the mop handle to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved the handle down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

“That’s it, Amy,” Robby said, coming forward to grab my breast. “Fuck yourself like the little whore you are.”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the mop into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth pole, cumming again as my brother squeezed my tits and pinched my nipple. He grabbed my head again, pulling my lips up against his. He stuck his tongue down my throat, kissing me as I came. Wow! Who knew my brother was such a good kisser?

I moaned as Mr. Williams stepped forward, pulling the mop away. I was panting, coming down from my climax. To my delight, I saw that they were both hard again! I pouted, shaking my hips a little bit.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked. “Please?”
“If you insist,” Robby laughed. “Get off the table, sis.”

I jumped off, tits bouncing. They seemed even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible. All I knew was that I was dying to feel the men inside me. Robby got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. My brother grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Mr. Williams positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while my brother thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

The two men held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Mr. Williams quickly filling my ass. I felt like I was being stretched beyond my limits, and yet still I wanted more. I uttered a guttural moan as they began to move, both thrusting into my body at a steady pace. Robby’s cock pierced me all the way to my womb with each stroke of his hips, the two cocks grinding against me until I was tingling all over and about to cum again.

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me harder!”
Robby wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Mr. Williams spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in my brother’s face as he fucked me from below, and he lifted his head up to bite my nipple. A wave built in my stomach as the two men used me for their pleasure, treating me like the slut that I was.

I howled in pleasure, cumming again and again, squirting my juices between them, drenching my brother’s balls in my pleasure while he sucked and nibbled my breasts. Soon, I could feel them both swelling inside me. I wanted to feel them explode inside me, wanted my brother’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Mr. Williams came first, grunting as he plunged deep into my ass and burst, shooting his white hot cum into my ass. I shook, clenching him tight, cumming again while my brother buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. The men gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against my brother, trying to grind the last bit of pleasure from his softening dick. When he finally pushed me off, I immediately plunged my fingers into my dripping pussy so I could taste him again. Mr. Williams pulled out of my ass, trailing cum down my thighs. Naked, I relished the sensation of being stuffed full of cum, my belly aching with it, my holes dripping.

“M-more…” I moaned, panting, my breasts heavy and heaving.

“Too bad,” Mr. Williams said breathlessly, zipping himself up. “I’m done with you.”

“Me too,” Robby said, putting his limp cock away. I whimpered, still needy. “We need to go home, anyway.”

“But…but…”

“Maybe later, sis,” Robby said. “Get dressed. If you’re good tonight and do my chores, I might let you suck me off before bed.”

“Really?” I gasped, thrilling at the idea. “Thank you, Robby!”

“Wait til Dad sees you,” Robby said, shaking his head. “He’s been staring at you ever since your Mom died. Poor guy needs a good lay. He’ll be so excited to see how I’ve improved you.”

“You think your Dad would fuck me, too?” I asked, thinking of my step-dad and squirming. It would be sooooo nice to live with two men who’d let me suck them off, even fuck me! I couldn’t wait to go home and see if my step-dad would really be interested in me.

“Maybe, if he’s not disgusted by what a dumb bimbo you are,” Robby laughed. “Damn. We knew that formula was strong, but I had no idea it was this strong. Now, come on. I’m hungry. You can buy me a hamburger on our way home.”

“Okay, Robby,” I squealed, jumping up and picking my clothes off the floor. My breasts still barely fit in my shirt, and I didn’t even bother with my bra. As we walked to the car,  I noticed all the guys on campus staring at my hard nipples and giant, bouncy tits. It made me feel very proud and excited.

I was sooooo glad that Robby stayed late after all, and that I came to find him. If I could go back and do it again, I would drink even more of that yummy formula! I’d never felt sexier, or happier, in my life. Things felt like they were finally falling into place, just the way they were supposed to. I loved being my brother’s bimbo, and I couldn’t wait for him to share me with Dad!


My Submissive Students

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, so?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“We didn’t plagiarize!”

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

Finally, she gave me her attention.

“Expelled?! But why?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded along, listening intently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why not?”

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

I smiled.

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

She still looked doubtful.

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

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

“I…I don’t…”

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

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

Jackpot.

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

“Yes,” she murmured.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

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

She sniffled as she nodded.

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

“Yes, Daddy,” she answered meekly.

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

“N-no, Daddy,” she murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But…but…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fine!” Sylvia sobbed, stomping her feet.

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

Sylvia moaned and sniffled.

“Y-yes…D-daddy…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead,” I said. “Start licking.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good,” I said. “Open up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No,” she gasped. “I’ll do it.”

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

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

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

The girls both looked at me.

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

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

Sylvia looked down at Jackie.

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

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

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

“Oh, Jackie,” Sylvia moaned. “Fuck…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I chuckled.

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

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

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

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

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


Bratty Little Tease
 

“Mmm,” I moaned as Bobby cupped my tits through my shirt. I was straddling him, and thrusting against his lap. I could feel his hard cock beneath his denim. Licking my lips, I leaned in again, kissing him with my tongue.

“Baby, you’re so hot,” Bobby said, squeezing my c-cup breasts and groaning. “Are you gonna let me…?”

I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to let him fuck me. But I wasn’t ready for that. I was 18, and still a virgin. Pouting, I shook my head. Bobby grunted, pulling back. My body ached in disappointment.

“Hey,” I whimpered. “Don’t be like that!”

“How can I not be like that?” Bobby shouted, pushing me off him. “It’s been two years and you still won’t let me do anything to you!”

“I let you touch me, like, all the time!” I protested. The door to my room was closed, which was against the rules. But Mom and her husband, my step-dad Mark, were out. They would kill me if they knew I let Bobby into my room when they weren’t home, and they’d double-kill me to know I had the door closed and was letting him touch my boobs!

“Only through your shirt,” Bobby said, getting up off the bed. I could see his hard erection against his fly, and felt my pussy getting wetter as I stared. I really did want to do it with Bobby, but I was scared to lose my virginity. What if he left me as soon as I let him fuck me? What if he hurt me?

“Isn’t that enough?” I asked, following Bobby towards the door, grabbing at his shirt. I think Bobby only stuck with me for so long because I was the hottest girl at school: blonde, blue-eyed, a cheerleader’s body with big, bouncy tits. All the boys wanted to be with me, and Bobby liked being the one who got to show up with me on his arm.

“No!” Bobby snapped, one hand on the doorknob. “Jessica Jones lets me do whatever I want to her!”

My stomach dropped. What…?

“Yeah, that’s right,” Bobby gave me an evil smile. “I’ve been sleeping with her this whole summer. I should have dated her all through high school, not wasted my time with you.”

But Jessica was one of my closest friends! He had to be lying! Tears filled my eyes. My heart broke. This was awful! It couldn’t possibly get worse!

Bobby opened the door, and it got worse.

Daddy stood there, arms crossed, boiling mad.

“Dad!” I squealed. Mark had married my mom when I was five, and he was the only father I’d ever known. He was a handsome man in his forties, with a fit body and black hair. I always knew my mom was lucky to have him. But now, I kinda wished she never met him…’cause he looked pissed!

“What is going on here?” Dad roared. Bobby’s eyes grew wide, and he slipped past Daddy, who kept his eyes on me. I was crying by then, not sure if I should chase Bobby down or try to explain what was happening to Dad.

“I just….I…I…Bobby, wait!”

“Get the fuck out of here!” Daddy roared behind Bobby, who was two steps ahead of him and already rushing down the stairs. “And don’t come back!”

“Daddy, it’s not what you think!” I tried to explain as he walked into my room, letting the door slam shut behind him.

“Oh, it’s not?” Daddy sneered, looking me over, head to toe. “You weren’t in here with your little boyfriend, fucking?”

Oh my god! I’d never heard Daddy curse before! I blushed hard.

“No!” I said. “I never let him, Daddy! I swear! We were just kissing!”

“Just kissing,” Daddy mocked me. “Yeah, right. Like I believe that. You know full well that you’re not allowed to have boys over, or in your room – especially when we’re not home!’

“But…but…”

If I could just tell Daddy that Bobby was cheating on me, maybe he’d take pity on me and stop yelling.

“No buts,” Daddy said, advancing on me. “I know you’re a slut, Tammy.”

What?! Why would Daddy say such an awful thing!

“I’m not, I swear!” I protested. “I’m a virgin, Daddy!”

“Oh yeah? Then why are you always running around the house in shit like this,” Daddy sneered, grabbing at the straps of my tank top. I gasped as he pulled them down my arms, almost causing my boobs to pop out! “You’re half-naked, you never wear a bra…you’re a slut!”

Where Daddy’s fingers grazed my flesh, I felt goosebumps. I was still all heated up and turned on by making out with Bobby, and Daddy’s eyes were so hot as they looked down at me. I whimpered, slapping his hands away.

“Please, Daddy,” I moaned. “Bobby was cheating on me! I’m really upset!”

“Oh, are you?” Daddy said. “Because you don’t look upset. You look like a horny little slut.”

My mouth dropped open. Why was Daddy saying these things to me? I mean, sure, I was hot and everything, but I didn’t mean to run around half-naked! I just dressed comfortably for the house! And sure, Daddy was handsome and all, but he was looking at me in a way a father shouldn’t look at his daughter. A way that made me feel really funny.

“Where’s Mom?” I asked, voice breaking.

“She’s still out,” Daddy said. “I came home first to check on you. And what do I find? My hot little teenage daughter, giving it away to her wimpy little boyfriend!”

Daddy called me hot! It felt so wrong…but also felt really good. I felt special, knowing Daddy thought I was hot. I blushed.

“How did he touch you, Tammy?” Daddy growled. “Like this?”

I gasped as Daddy lunged forward, forcing me back against my dresser. He put his hands on either side of me, pinning me in place. He leaned down until our lips and eyes were aligned. My heart beat hard in my chest, my pussy still wet, but my mind confused. My nipples tingled, my breasts still almost totally exposed. Daddy thrust his hips forward. I gasped as they met my pelvis, grinding me back against the wooden drawers.

“Dry-humping like the stupid little teenage boy he is?” Daddy goaded me, thrusting his hips against me. I could feel something hard down there…but I refused to believe it was his cock! No way was Daddy getting hard for his teenage daughter!

“Did he get you all wet, princess? I can tell your nipples are begging to be touched, all hard and aching…my slutty little daughter…”

I moaned, his words igniting fires across my flesh, my throat closing as lust choked me. I pushed my hips against his, put my hands on his chest; I wanted to push him away, but I also wanted him to come even closer. My hips and my hands fought the war for me, the lower half of my body grinding against him while the top half resisted.

I felt his leg slip between my thighs, landing hard beneath my slit. I moaned again as my body instinctively lowered, rough denim against my barely-covered pussy, the friction setting off alarms from my head to my toes. He leaned in and put his lips against my ear.

“You’re gonna let me touch, lick, and suck everything you’ve been teasing me with all these years,” Daddy said, his hot breath whipping through my brain and making me shudder in pleasure. “You’ve been giving it away for free. Now, you’re gonna pay me for my patience, and all the money I’ve spent on you. Starting with your tits. Right, princess? Say it. Let me hear you say it.”

He reached down and grabbed the bottom of my tank top. I didn’t want to stop him. But I needed to stop him. But I didn’t want to. But I was a good girl, not a slut, and I couldn’t let my own father touch my breasts when I never even let my boyfriend do it!

“Ohhh,” I moaned as he ripped my off, my generous chest bouncing free and into his waiting hands. “Yessss, pleeease, Daddy…”

“Yeah,” he growled, his knee still lodged against my pussy, sending shockwaves up my spine. “That’s right. This is what bratty little teases get.”

He licked his lips, cupping my breasts from below and kneading them roughly.

“God damn,” he growled. “They feel even better than they look. I always wondered, watching you bounce around in your bikinis…I always had to go back and fuck the shit out of your mother just to get rid of my hard-on…”

He squeezed them both, hard enough to make me cry out.

“And look how fucking hard your nipples are,” he whispered. His thumbs rolled over them and my back arched in response, my hips grinding down harder against his leg now, my clit buzzing as I pressed it against him and thrust. “So much hotter than your Mom. She’s all used up. You’ve got a nice, tight little body for Daddy to use. And that’s just what I’m gonna do. From now on, you’re Daddy’s little fuck slut, you understand?”

“Please,” I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Did I want him to stop, or keep going? I knew it was wrong; this was my mother’s husband, the man who raised me! But he was so dominating, I really wanted to just do whatever he said…

“I love the sound of a brat begging,” he growled, and pinched my nipples between his thumbs and fingers, still grasping and massaging each breast in his large hands. “I can feel you trying to fuck my thigh, you needy little tease. God damn…”

“P-please,” I said again, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as he pinched my nipples harder, then pulled them, then twisted them gently. My stomach coiled tight as he teased my breasts, claiming them. I forgot all about Bobby. There was just Daddy, touching me like he owned me.

“If only Mommy could hear you now,” he smirked. “Begging me to suck your nipples. That’s what you want, isn’t it, princess? You want me to kiss these hard little nipples of yours? You want daddy to kiss your tits?”

He twisted them again, harder this time, and the coil in my stomach tightened. I found myself nodding.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say it.”

“Please, Daddy” I moaned. “Please…suck…my nip…”

I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make my mouth say those dirty words. But his thigh moved away and his hands dropped from my tits and my whole body screamed in protest.

“No,” I whined, opening my eyes to watch him retreat. “Please, Daddy…I need…”

“It doesn’t matter what you want,” he said. “I don’t care what you want, or need. Understand? From now on, it’s about what Daddy wants. And Daddy wants to hear you beg me to kiss your fucking tits and suck your nipples.”

“Please,” I moaned, moving towards him; he pushed me back. “Please…suck my nipples, Daddy.”

My cheeks were flaming red, and my voice sounded small and childish, but he smiled. His hands landed on my hips and suddenly I felt him lifting me, setting me down on the edge of the dresser, knocking over a picture of him and Mom together at the beach. I barely had time to register it before his lips were between my breasts, his hands kneading and pushing them together, his tongue lapping at my flesh as his mouth came closer and closer to the center of my breast.

His fingers played with one nipple while his lips closed on the other, his tongue lathing me in warmth. He forced himself between my knees, his cock clearly hard behind his zipper. Growling, he switched sides, pinching one nipple while sucking and lapping at the other. I groaned, loud and long, as my panties flooded and my flesh warmed. He bit down gently and I started at the sudden pain.

I was panting, my hands on the table behind me, my back arched to give him full access to my chest. My hair tickled down my back, sparks of pleasure that bounced across my body. Letting my Daddy suck my tits was really amazing!

“Good girl, just stay still and let Daddy work on your tits,” he growled, switching nipples again, biting and licking me into a frenzy. I suddenly thought of my mother, and what she would do if she found out.

“Daddy…what about Mom?” I moaned. “We can’t…”

“Don’t you tell me what I can’t do,” he growled, grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging so that tendrils of pain mingled with my pleasure. “You’re never going to tell your mother what’s happening. I’ll make sure she never finds out. I own both of you, you hear? You’re my little fuck-daughter, and you’re gonna be there to please me whenever I get tired of your mother.”

He never took his eyes off me as he undid his zipper, his pants falling to his ankles. His cock sprang into view, long and thick and veiny. I’d never seen a cock in real life before, but this seemed unnaturally huge. He stroked himself a few times, staring down at me, then smirked again as he grabbed me, forcing me to my feet and putting a hand on the top of my head.

“Get down on your knees and show me how you suck cock, princess. Show Daddy how good your sweet little mouth is.”

“I don’t know how,” I whined, trying to resist the force of his hand. I was afraid to put him in my mouth. He was so big, and my mouth was so small, I was sure it would be uncomfortable.  “Please, Daddy!”

“Perfect time to learn, then,” he growled, and pushed harder, until I was forced onto my knees. It stood before me, throbbing and angry-looking. I looked up at him, eyes pleading for mercy. But he wasn’t in the mood for mercy, it seemed.

“Better get to it, if you want me to come before Mommy gets home and sees you sucking Daddy’s cock,” he growled. “She’ll get jealous, and that won’t be fun for anyone. Let me see your tongue.”

I opened my lips and stuck my tongue out. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head while driving his hips forward. The head of Daddy’s cock slipped along my tongue; the taste was strong and musky and kind of salty. I instinctively grabbed the base of his cock, barely able to close my hand around it, as Daddy began to rock his hips against my mouth. My tongue rolled along the underside of his shaft, feeling the thick vein throbbing there.

“Don’t forget my balls,” he growled. “Worship Daddy’s nuts, princess.”

I groaned at his rough tone, and cupped his balls in my free hand, feeling their weight, heavy in my palm. Inch by inch, my father pumped his dick into my mouth, stuffing me until I was struggling for each breath. His hand in my hair held me in place, until he began to pull and push me back and forth in time with his hips.

My spit flowed down my chin, dripping onto my tits while he thrust further and further into my virgin throat. My other hand was still fondling his balls, feeling them churn as he slid into the very back of my throat, making me gag. He grabbed my head in both hands and wrenched forward with a grunt, shoving every inch of his member into my mouth and holding me in place, watching me squirm underneath him, my nose flaring with each desperate breath. The back of my head hit the dresser, again and again as he thrust.

My clit was throbbing, my pussy dripping down my thighs, I was so turned on by the way Daddy was fucking my mouth like he owned it. I heard a deep, satisfied moan, felt his balls pulse, and then a burst of wet, sticky fluid hit the back of my throat. Daddy’s dick was throbbing against my tongue with each spurt of cum, filling my mouth until it dripped from my lips; I had no choice but to swallow what I could, filling my belly with my Daddy’s seed while he kept on fucking my throat, not stopping until he had nothing more to give me.

Then he ripped himself away, leaving me gasping for breath, cum spilling down my chin. He grabbed his shaft, looking down at me, covered in his cum, strands dribbling down over my tits. Slowly, he began to pump himself, and I watched in amazement as he started to stiffen again.

“I’m not done with you, brat,” he said. “Next time your Mom sucks me off, she’ll be licking your pussy juices off it. How do you like that, you little slut? Aren’t you excited to be Daddy’s little cumslave?”

“But…Daddy…”

“I said I’m not done with you,” he growled, and pulled me up by my hair. “But I need to get hard again, so you better get up on that dresser and spread your legs for Daddy.”

My eyes were trapped by his, my body telling me that I couldn’t refuse him even if I wanted to. He threw me up on the dresser and forced my legs open. I was going to lose my virginity right there on the dresser, to my father! I was dripping onto the wood, my tight young pussy clenching at the thought of giving him my virginity.

He pushed on my chest, catching me off guard; I fell backwards, my head hitting the wall, his mouth trailing between my breasts and down my taut, fluttering stomach. His hands yanked my skirt down, then my drenched panties.

“So wet,” he growled, kissing just above my mound. “Such a wet little tease, getting off on this. You love it, don’t you? You love spreading your legs for Daddy, don’t you? Did Daddy’s cum taste good? You slutty little bitch…”

“Mmm,” I could barely even manage to hum as his breath blew across my clit, causing my thigh muscles to clench, my hips to jerk. He had one hand on my stomach, keeping me down, restricting my movement. The other traced up my thigh, his eyes gazing at me from between my legs, watching my every move. When he slipped his fingers into my dripping slit, I jerked, my hands gripping the end of the dresser, nails digging into wood as pleasure flooded my body.

“Tight as fuck,” he growled. “Shit. You actually are a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” I moaned again. “I told you, Daddy…”

He glared up at me and then slapped me across the face. I gasped at the pain, and how it almost seemed to make everything feel more pleasurable.

“Don’t fucking talk back,” he growled, and a second later his mouth was on my clit, his fingers thrusting inside me, meeting resistance but pushing through it; I felt something stretching, a brief jolt of pain, and then the deepest pleasure I’d ever felt. My father’s fingers were thick and long; he must have torn my hymen, but it didn’t even matter. I was lost in the sensation of Daddy’s fingers thrusting and stroking while his tongue wrapped around my clit, suckling between his lips, flicking it and teasing it until my thighs quivered around his head.

My hips were straining against Daddy’s hand, my body desperate for release. His fingers curled and stroked some place deep inside me. At the same time, his teeth grazed my clit, and the dual sensation set me off. The coil in my stomach released violently, my spine going rigid as I came, flooding Daddy’s mouth with my juices. I gasped, then panted, feeling my jagged nerves ringing with the sensation.

Daddy sucked my clit hard, one more time, before rising, towering over my prone body. He wiped his mouth with his hand, eyes hungry as they roamed over me, naked from head to toe, his daughter spread before him like the slut he thought I was.

“Please…Daddy…isn’t it enough?” I pouted, thinking Mom would be home any second. Daddy laughed.

“Are you kidding me? I’m hard again. And face it, Tammy…” with one hand still working his cock, he plunged the other into my pussy, making me cry out in desperate pleasure. “…you’re not done either, are you, princess?”

I shook my head, my hips lowering and grinding against his hand.

“Say it,” he growled. “I wanna hear my little brat beg me to fuck her virgin pussy.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Please fuck me, Daddy. Please fuck my virgin pussy…”

“Good girl,” he said, pulling his fingers away, making me whimper in need. He smirked, grabbed me, and spun me around, pushing down on my back until I was bent over the dresser, my tits pressed against the wood, nipples hard, the sensation exquisite. Daddy kept his hand on my back, pushing me down. He stepped between my legs, forcing my thighs open; he used his free hand to grab one thigh and lift it, opening me to him.

“Sweet fuckin’ pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as he slid the head of his cock between my lips, my juices lubricating it as he slid it from my clit to my entrance, back and forth, teasing me, coating himself in my arousal. “I’m gonna love fucking you, baby. Be a good little girl and scream for me. Daddy’s cock is gonna rip you open.”

He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance, my hymen already broken by his fingers, my pussy still tight even with all my juices dripping from it. Finally, slowly, Daddy began to enter me, and my whole world spun. I reached forward, grabbing the opposite end of the table to brace myself as his thick cock split me wide, his hand still lifting my thigh at an angle to give him complete access to my virgin slit.

Each inch of his cock was torture and bliss, pain and pleasure, filling me even as it stretched me past comfort. I could feel my father’s cock burying inside me, inching closer to some deep place inside me that craved it. But when he was halfway inside me, Daddy suddenly stopped, and started to pull away.

“Noo,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me, please don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not ‘til I fuck every hole, Tammy.”

And with that, he rammed forward, slamming every inch of his cock into my virgin pussy. I howled, back arching, as Daddy filled me up. Bottomed out inside me, he split me in two and reached every dark well of need I never knew existed. His hand that held my thigh shifted, until he could lift my thigh and thumb my clit at the same time, rubbing me as he began to slide in and out.

The sensations were wild, unmanageably delicious, my body craving it faster, harder. As though he could sense it, Daddy sped up, his thumb flicking my clit while his cock pistoned into my deepest center, drawing cries of pleasure from my mouth with each thrust. My father fucked me like a beast, taking me without mercy, fucking me blind. And it was so good, I could feel something rising inside me, rushing against my stomach, a storm of pleasure that darkened and swirled faster with each pump of his hips.

“You gonna cum for me, you little brat?” he growled. “I want your juices running down my balls. Cum for Daddy…”

I exploded, the storm breaking inside me, his thumb rubbing my clit hard as his cock pierced me and stilled, letting me ride him through my climax, my pussy contracting around his cock, the head of it pressed against my womb, driving me into deeper and deeper throes of ecstasy. My juices spilled in a flood across his shaft, and it was only when my body went limp that he pulled out, releasing my thigh. I moaned against the dresser, still reeling. I barely realized what was happening when I felt Daddy’s hands on my ass, pulling my cheeks apart, his cock positioned against my asshole.

“Wait,” I whimpered. “I’m not…oh, please…”

I was afraid of what Daddy’s dick would do to my ass. I was sure it would tear me open.

“I don’t want to wait,” he growled. “I’m gonna fuck your ass, little girl. And you’re gonna love it. Be a good little daughter and touch your pussy for me.”

I wanted to resist but…I couldn’t. I was too lost in this dirty world of pleasure, I was too far gone. Every demand he made sounded like a promise. I’d already come so hard, and I wanted more. So I bit my lip and slid my fingers between my legs, finding my juicy slit while grinding my clit with my palm.

“Yeah, baby girl,” he growled. “That’s it. Good little fuckslave…”

Daddy’s cock was drenched in my juices, and as the first inch pressed into my asshole, I was filled with unbearable pain. My legs kicked up, feet rising from the ground, the world going white. But after that first inch, after the head, the sensations changed. I ground harder against my clit, and realized that having his cock in my ass while my fingers filled my pussy was the best thing I’d ever felt.

My father had his hands on my hips, holding me where he wanted me. His hips met my cheeks, his cock fully buried in my virgin ass, and then he began to pump. His hands moved my hips in time to his thrusts, my fingers desperately trying to keep up, the feeling of his cock in my ass divine. He was going faster and faster, and his breathing was labored.

“I’m gonna come in your ass,” he growled. “I’m gonna fill your perfect, bratty, virgin ass with my cum. Are you ready, princess? You ready to take Daddy’s cum? I want you to thank me, I want to hear you thank Daddy for taking your virginity…”

“Oh, god,” I moaned, feeling my body tensing all over as another orgasm threatened to break. “Thank you, Daddy, thank you for fucking me, thank you for fucking my ass and letting me come on your dick…”

The dirty words just flew out of me, like I was possessed. But they did the trick, and I felt him slam into me one last time, his cock shooting cum into my ass.

The warm force of it sent me over the edge and I came again, my whole body clenching, milking him dry. Daddy groaned, his cock buried inside me, the last of his seed settling in my ass. Finally, after what felt like forever, he slid out, cock limp. I didn’t think I could move. I slumped against the dresser, listening to Daddy zip himself up behind me.

“That was good, Tammy,” he said, putting his hands on my shoulders and turning me around. Suddenly, I heard a door downstairs slam. Mom was home! “But I’m going to train you into the perfect little cockslave. You’re gonna be Daddy’s little fuckslut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whimpered, listening to Mom come to the foot of the stairs.

“Mark? Tammy? Anyone home?” Mom called.

“Yes, dear,” Daddy said with a smile, letting go of me. “I was just talking with Tammy about something. I’ll be right down.”

Then Daddy leaned in, planting his lips on mine. I gasped as he kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue. He reached down, between my legs, scooping up some of the cum that dripped from my ass. Pulling away, he forced his fingers to my lips, making me suck them clean.

“Good girl,” Daddy said, making me feel very special and proud. “Good little girl. We’re going to have a lot of fun from now on, aren’t we?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned, already wondering when I was going to get another chance to be Daddy’s good little girl…


Before We Give Her Away

I couldn’t wait to marry Jack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay, let me put on my robe and…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The paddle? For what?

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

Not to mention painful!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Camping with the Brat

I didn’t even want to go camping for my birthday.

My stepdad insisted.

He sprang it on me the night of my birthday: that weekend, bright and early on Saturday, we’d be headed for the mountains. We had to get up at the crack of dawn. It would be just the two of us. One last chance to have a Daddy-Daughter trip.

Yeah, right

Sure, I called him Daddy, but me and my stepdad weren’t friends. Sure, he raised me since I was 7, but that didn’t mean I respected him.

He was a goof. He was way too old to wear the tight jeans and t-shirts he wore to show off his old man body. I mean, he did work out, like every day, but he was old. He had gray hair. He had no business trying to look hot or whatever.

I was 18, and I wanted to spend my birthday weekend partying! But as much as I whined and protested, which usually got me my way, Mommy and Daddy insisted. There was no way out of it. I was going to have sooooooo much fun camping.

Because I looooooove bugs so much, and dirt, and sleeping on the ground…

I was not looking forward to it as I stomped up the stairs Friday night to pack for the trip.

And true to form, at the crack of dawn, I was in the car driving towards the mountains.

It took us three hours to get there. I tried to nap, but Daddy kept trying to talk to me. I answered him in grunts and monosyllables, which was more than he deserved, in my opinion. He was taking me away from my boyfriend, Brad, and all my friends, to waste time in nature.

I could have been at a huge party, having fun. Instead, I was pitching a tent in the middle of nowhere – I didn’t even have cell service!

Once the tent was up, I plopped down at the campsite’s lone picnic table and let Daddy take care of gathering wood. He asked me to help. Fuck that. I’d done my part by showing up and putting the tent stakes in the ground. This was his dumb idea. Let him do the heavy lifting.

Besides, I wasn’t built for manual labor. I’ve always been popular because I look like a Playboy Bunny. D-cup breasts, blonde hair, blue eyes. Yup, I’ve got it all. Not that anyone ever convinced me to give it up. Nuh-uh. I was going to be a virgin until someone proved they were worth my time. Brad had not proved that yet, so I was still untouched.

It was noon by the time Daddy was done getting wood. He was all sweaty. He’d taken off his shirt. He did have big muscles, for an old man. But whatever.

“How about a swim?” Daddy suggested. I rolled my eyes. In the river? Gross. “Come on. It’s too hot to sit out in the sun.”

“Fine,” I pouted, and stomped into the tent to change into my bikini. It barely covered my chest or my ass, but whatever. I was just here with Daddy, and I knew he didn’t care. I barely ever wore anything around the house, and he never said anything about it.

When I met him down at the river, he was swimming around like a total goober. It really was too hot not to get in the water, so I waded in. Okay, so it was kind of nice. The water was cool, giving me goosebumps, making my nipples hard. I kept my hair dry as I waded further and further in, holding it on top of my head.

“You should dunk your head in the water,” Daddy said. I rolled my eyes. Yeah, right. I got in up to my shoulders, watching him swim around. Bo-ring. It wasn’t long before I’d had enough and turned around to go back to camp.

“Hey, wait!” Daddy called. “Don’t tell me you’re done already?”

“Uh, yeah,” I snapped, stomping out of the water and towards the campsite. “I’m bored!”

Well, I didn’t expect what happened next.

I was nearly at the campsite when I heard someone crashing through the woods behind me.

“Dana, turn around now!”

Daddy sounded mad – like, super mad! He never sounded mad like that…

“What?” I snapped, feeling a little weird about his tone. He couldn’t yell at me like that, right? I wasn’t even really his daughter, so what right did he have to be pissed at me about anything?

“I organized this trip to try and get close with you,” Daddy said, getting nearly up in my face. “And this is how you react? By being your usual bitchy self?”

My jaw dropped. He cursed at me! He called me a bitch! What a mean jerk!

“You’re bored? Well, what would you rather be doing? Fucking your bonehead boyfriend!?”

Oh, man. Daddy looked really pissed.

“What?” I exclaimed. “I would not! I’m a virgin!”

“Yeah, right,” Daddy sneered. “The way you prance around? I don’t buy it. You’re a slut.”

“I’m not!” I protested, crossing my arms over my chest. Daddy was staring at my boobs, and my hard nipples. It made me feel uncomfortable. At least he seemed to be calming down. In fact, he even smiled a little.

“I knew you were a virgin,” Daddy said with a smirk on his lips. I respond by squirming, my heartrate speeding up. If he “knew”, then why was he saying I wasn’t? “I was just testing you to see if I was right. And of course I am. A little tease like you? Probably think you’re pussy’s too good to give away.”

Of course it was! I wasn’t going to let anyone just have sex with me! I was too hot and too popular to be giving away my virginity.

“Well, let me tell you something,” Daddy growled as he stepped towards me. “No pussy is that good. And if you throw your body around like that, you’re just asking for trouble.”

I shuddered. My bikini was damp and cold on my body, but something under my skin felt like it was heating up as Daddy closed the difference between us. I blinked up at him. Why was he talking to me like this? I didn’t understand.

“Come here, baby girl,” Daddy said, suddenly grabbing me by the hips. I squealed as he yanked me forward, into his arms. “It’s about time you showed me some respect. And if I have to fuck you to get it…”

I didn’t have time to protest before Daddy leaned down and clamped his lips down over mine. My whole body went stiff, and my eyes popped open wide. I couldn’t believe this! Daddy was kissing me on the mouth, even shoving his tongue between my lips! He grabbed my ass and squeezed, bringing me even closer.

And what was that…did I really feel…he was hard! Daddy had an erection, and I could feel it under his jeans. I was too stunned to fight back. And the longer I let Daddy kiss me, the more confused my body became. I felt like I was getting way too hot for the cool air. I had to put my hands somewhere, and somehow, they ended up around Daddy’s neck. But this was wrong…so wrong!

“Wait,” I whined, pulling back. “Daddy, you can’t kiss me like that! It’s wrong! And don’t say things like you’re going to fuck me. I know you would never do that!”

“Oh, wouldn’t I?” Daddy growled, suddenly lifting me up. I yelped, and found that I had to wrap my legs around Daddy’s waist to keep from falling. This made me rub up against his erection…and it felt good! I moaned a little, cheeks reddening. “You don’t know the first thing about what I would or wouldn’t do.”

“Daddy, please…” I whined again as he walked towards the picnic table. “We can’t do this! It’s wrong!”

“Shut up,” Daddy growled, dropping me onto the table. “You’ve been running around my house, wearing tiny little clothes you bought with my money, bouncing your tits in my fucking face…”

Daddy ripped my bikini away as he spoke. I was stunned. I couldn’t stop him. My nipples were hard as diamonds from the cold river. And my pussy…it was wet, too. I thought it was just from my bikini bottoms being damp.

“I think it’s only fair that you give me a taste of what I’ve been paying for,” Daddy growled, leaning down in front of me, eyes on my tits. “You’re my daughter, which makes you my property. And fuck if I’m going to let anyone else get a taste of this before I do. Now hold still and let Daddy do what he wants.”

“But…but…”

It was no use. Daddy reached for my chest. I squirmed and groaned as he grabbed my breasts, roughly. He kneaded them and began to pinch my hard nipples. Immediately, I felt warm and tingly between my spread legs. The stump was hard and scratchy under my bare ass as Daddy played with my titties. No man had ever done that before, and I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Suddenly, I didn’t even care that it was Daddy who was touching me like that…I just wanted more!

“Let Daddy take care of you, baby girl,” Daddy murmured, bringing his face close to my chest. “I’m taking everything, whether you like it or not.”

I did like it.

And I really, really liked it when Daddy began to kiss my nipples. I looked up at the blue sky, feeling his cock underneath his jeans, pressed against my bare pussy while his mouth licked and sucked on my young, bouncy breasts. He kept kneading and squeezing them as he moved between them with his mouth, always pinching and teasing one nipple while he sucked on the other. I could feel my pussy getting wet from more than the swim. My clit was hard and throbbing. Daddy sucked and nibbled on my flesh, moaning and growling as he owned my body.

“Oh, Daddy,” I panted. “Feels really good…”

“I know it does, baby girl,” Daddy said, pulling away and squeezing my breasts tight. “You and your mother are just the same. That bitch loves it when I play with her tits. Like mother like daughter.”

Oh, my God! Mom! I hadn’t even thought of her! If she knew that her husband was touching me like this…

“We can’t do this!” I protested again,  feebly. “Mommy will be so mad!”

“No one’s going to tell Mommy,” Daddy growled, squeezing me hard enough for it to hurt. “And if someone does, that someone is going to be in a lot of trouble. Enough trouble that she might get kicked out of the house. Now shut the fuck up. That’s an order. You’re gonna be my little fuckslut from now on, and that means doing what Daddy says, when he says it.”

“But Daddy!” I whimpered. He was kissing my tummy now, making his way down to my mound. I had no idea what he was doing down there. I’d touched myself before, but Daddy was kissing me all around my pussy.  It felt so good that I couldn’t keep up my protests. My pussy dripped down onto the table, and I bit my lip, leaning back onto my elbows.

“Oh, Daddy, please!” I squeal as he suddenly shoved two fingers into my pussy. They didn’t go very far; I was too tight, and I was still a virgin. Daddy growled like he liked what he felt inside me, and even though he wasn’t very deep I felt really good with his fingers in my pussy. I felt hot breath blowing across my clit and went stiff all over.

Daddy stroked his fingers inside me. His head was between my legs. What was he doing down there? I watched him lean forward, wiggling his fingers. The moment his tongue met my clit, jolts of electricity shot through my body. My shout was loud enough to spook some nearby critter.

“That’s right baby girl,” Daddy murmured, lips against my pussy. “Daddy’s gonna make you feel so good, you’re gonna beg to be my fuckslave.”

His words didn’t matter, it was all I could do to keep my mind intact as he began to lick me again in long, slow strokes. His tongue travelled from my slit up to my clit, again and again.

“Oh, Daddy,” I whimpered, wanting more, needing more. His fingers wiggled again, filling me up. Unable to stop myself, I grabbed at his head, my hips bucking. Holding him to my pussy, his mouth on my clit, I let my father’s tongue drive me into throes of ecstasy I’ve never known before. Daddy’s tongue flicked over my clit, then he sucked it between his lips, thrusting his fingers against the barrier inside my pussy. It hurt a little, but it was nothing compared to the feeling of Daddy eating my virgin pussy. My thighs clenched around his head.

“Daddy, I think I’m gonna…oh, no, I think…”

I didn’t know what I was feeling, but it was kind of like having to pee. Only I needed it more, and it felt really good. Thrusting my hips against Daddy’s face, I squealed in pleasure as he picked up his pace, flicking my clit really fast now as his fingers thrust deeper. A sharp pierce of pain, and I knew he’d forced himself through my hymen.

Suddenly, Daddy curled his fingers into my newly-pierced pussy. He stroked some place deep inside me, suckled my clit between his lips, and bit down gently. Everything inside me exploded with pleasure. I screamed again, my pussy flooding his fingers, my body falling back against the wood of the table as I came for the first time ever on my Daddy’s tongue. I could feel him growling, licking at my juices as they dripped from my tight cunt.

“Daddy, Daddy,” I panted, moaning his name again and again. “Oh, my god…”

“That’s right,” Daddy said, pulling back and towering over me. I watched in dumb stupor as he undid his belt and dropped his pants. I couldn’t believe I was looking at Daddy’s cock – and it was huge! He gripped it in his palm, staring down at me.

“Wait,” I said, realizing he actually meant to fuck his own daughter. “Wait, Daddy, this is so bad!”

“Don’t be an ungrateful little slut,” Daddy said, reaching down and grabbing me by the throat. The angle forced his hard cock between my pussy lips, and I groaned as it pushed up against my clit. “Didn’t Daddy make you feel good?”

Daddy was putting pressure on my throat, almost choking me but not quite. I nodded my head, choking out my response.

“Yes, Daddy,” I said.

“Then lay still and let Daddy use your little cunt,” he growled, releasing me and grabbing me by the hips. He pulled back until his cock was against my tight entrance. I lay back and looked up at the sky. My pussy quivered as he forced himself forward just the tiniest bit, spreading me wide. Daddy grabbed my thighs, pulling them wide apart as he inched forward.

“Good girl…” he grumbled, sliding a little forward. “You’re such a good little girl, baby. Hold still while Daddy fucks your tight little pussy.”

I moaned. His words were so dirty, I felt myself getting even wetter. That made it easier for Daddy to slide forward, and soon he was halfway inside me, splitting me open. I cried out as the pain ramped up, but Daddy kept sliding forward.

“Look at Daddy,” he ordered. “I wanna see your eyes when I finally get balls-deep in you.”

Panting, I drew my eyes up to meet Daddy’s. His hands holding me tight, he jerked his hips, and I felt a fleeting pain as he shoved the last three inches of his thick cock into my virgin pussy. He was all the way inside me, every inch, his balls against my ass.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Daddy groaned. “This was worth waiting for. Time to break you in.”

He pulled out, then slammed inside me again, a new wave of pain rolling through my body. I cried out, keeping my eyes open and watching Daddy. He began to drive faster, his cock ramming into me again and again. Fucked for the first time ever, the sensation began to change. I began to moan instead of cry. My hip rose to meet his. A new pleasure took up place in my chest, and I wrapped my calves around Daddy’s waist, pulling him closer as he jackhammered his cock into my freshly-penetrated pussy.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Get used to it, baby girl. This is your life toy. Daddy’s little fucktoy…”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned as he reached down to grab my chest. He buried himself inside me, pinching my nipples at the same time. I felt something hot burst against my womb; the feel of my father cumming inside me pushed me over the edge, and I came again, my pussy milking every drop of seed from his balls. His cum splashed around the walls of my pussy, filling my womb for the first time. I wasn’t on birth control, but I didn’t care. It felt too good, cumming as my father filled me up.

“Fuck,” Daddy groaned, slumping forward as he pumped the last bit of cum into my tight cunt. “That was good, baby girl. I can’t wait to get your ass pregnant, keep you home forever so you can be my little cumslave.”

I groaned as he pulled out, dribbling cum down my thighs. I couldn’t get pregnant with his baby! Mom would find out, and I was too young! I was only 18, not ready to have a kid! But Daddy didn’t seem to care at all.

“Your Mom’s too old,” he said matter-of-factly. “I like the idea of having a fresh little slut like you to keep my lineage going.  Your Mom will think I’m a fucking saint, helping raise some kid her slutty daughter had by a stranger…”

I was still naked and splayed out on the picnic table, trying to fully recover from having my virginity taken. The woods around us were quiet.

Until suddenly, they weren’t.

“Well, well, well,” a voice said from behind me. “What do we have here?”
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I nearly had a stroke. Turning around, hopping off the table, I tried to run for the tent, where I could cover myself up. To my shock, Daddy grabbed me before I could get away, smirking at the group of hunters who’d just come from the woods.

“What does it look like?” Daddy said, still holding me tight. I tried to use his body to hide my nakedness, but he seemed intent on showing me off. “I was just having some fun with my slutty little stepdaughter.”

I peered over my shoulder; the men, four of them, exchange surprised looks, which quickly turn into grins. They were all a little dirty from having been hunting all day. They stared at me with obvious lust, and I found my skin crawling even as my pussy got wet again.

“That’s your stepdaughter?” the one in front, a red-headed man with a clean-shaven face, said. He was pretty big, but not as fat as the one to his left, who was also bald. The other two men looked like they could be twins, both black-haired with full beards. “You’re a lucky man.”

“That’s true,” Daddy said, reaching down and grabbing my ass, spanking it once. I squealed in surprise and protest. “I just took her virginity. She’s pretty fucking tight, though. I don’t suppose I could interest any of you in some action?”

What?! What was Daddy doing?! These men were strangers! I watched in shock as the men began to unload themselves of their guns.

“Don’t mind if we do,” the red-head laughed. “You want anything in return?”

“Hmm,” Daddy studied me. “She has cost me a lot of money. Let’s say three hundred?”

Three hundred! I was worth much more than that, wasn’t I?

Besides that…Daddy was selling me to total strangers! I looked up at him, pleading. He growled down at me.

“Be a good girl and do what Daddy says,” he said, impatient with me. “Don’t you think you should put a little effort into giving back some of what I’ve spent to keep you clothed and fed? It wasn’t easy, paying for all your shit when you’re not even really my daughter. It’s time you earned your keep.”

“But…but…”

“Or, we can go home, and I can drop you off at the nearest homeless shelter. You’re 18. You need to learn your worth. Remember, you’re my fucktoy. I own this…”

Daddy grabbed my pussy, still dripping with his cum, thrusting his fingers into me. I groaned, feeling pleasure flood my nerves as his thumb rubbed my clit.

“…and what I say goes. Now turn around and show these men what they’re getting for their money.”

Well, I didn’t want to get kicked out of the house…and it couldn’t be any worse than letting my own father eat me out and fuck me…

Slowly, I turned around. The men studied me, practically drooling over my D-cup tits and long blonde hair. The fat one whistled.

“Well, what’re we waiting for?” the ginger crowed, smiling as he came towards me. Daddy pushed me forward, and soon I found myself in the middle of their little circle. Someone pushed down on my head, forcing me to my knees. I knelt down in the leaves and found myself face-to-face with a cock! I looked up and saw the red-head smiling down at me. He grabbed my hair and forced my head forwards.

“Open wide, sweetheart,” he said. Without thinking, I did what he said. And found myself with a mouthful of cock. Squealing and gagging, I struggled away in surprise. I knew I should just hold still and let them have their way with me, I just found it all happening a little too fast.

“Nu-uh,” the ginger said. “Suck it, bitch.”

With a firm grip on my head, he slammed his hips forward. I heard laughter all around me, then began to feel hands covering my body. I realized the men were crouching down, exploring my nude, teenage body while I sucked their friend’s cock. They pinched my nipples, rubbed my breasts, grabbed my ass and rubbed my clit.

Despite my discomfort, being fucked in the throat by a stranger, I began to get really turned on again. Someone thrust their fingers inside me and started fucking me that way, and I drooled in pleasure, eyes rolling back in my head. Red-head held my head in place, shoving his cock down my throat, fucking me raw as his friends used my body like an object, a toy. All while Daddy watched, approvingly.

Suddenly, I felt another person grab at my hair. Ginger’s cock popped free from my mouth as I was pulled towards another hard shaft. The bald man had me this time, quickly shoving his cock down my raw, abused throat. His cock was really fat, and I choked on it, tears spilling from my eyes as I struggled to breathe. Saliva ran down my chin and over his balls as he forced my nose against his pubes, fucking my throat as the rest of his friends grab me and jack themselves off.

One by one. I am passed around from cock to cock, sucking them all deep into my throat. They keep rubbing me, pinching me, spanking me. There are fingers thrusting in my pussy, fingers rubbing my clit. I get close to cumming more than once, shuddering all over and moaning in pleasure.

“She loves it,” someone laughed, one of the twins. He jerked his hips forward, thrusting his cock nearly all the way down to my stomach while his brother fucked me with three fingers. “Someone give this poor girl a cock to ride.”

“Dibs,” Baldie said, and I heard crunching as he lowered to his knees with a grunt. His fat cock pressed against my still-tight pussy, and I groaned as he slid forward. His hands on my hips held me tight, and he wasted no time getting to business. I could hear his labored breathing as his short, stubby cock ravaged my dripping pussy.

Ginger grabbed my hair; this time, instead of forcing his cock down my throat, he pulled my mouth to his balls. He jerked himself off as I licked and sucked his balls at his command. They were heavy and hairy, but I sucked them into my mouth, tasting their sweaty musk. Baldie reached around my waist, and I felt a jolt of awful pleasure as he pinched my clit, hard. To my shock, it released something inside me and I came, howling for mercy as the men laughed at my pained ecstasy.

“Thatta girl,” I heard Daddy say from nearby. “Give the men what they paid for.”

Baldie grunted again, driving his full weight into my body until he actually forced me against the ground, my ass lifted by his hands but my face pressed into the ground. Someone held my head down as Baldie came inside me, filling me with his hot, thick cum. I felt his hands squeezing my tits again as he drooled onto my lower back, pumping more and more seed into my womb.

To my shock, I heard someone else groan; I realized that one of the twins had been jerking himself off, and he came all over my face, getting his sticky seed into my hair and covering one of my cheeks. It drips into my mouth and I couldn’t do anything but swallow it. When Baldie finally pulled out, someone grabbed my head, yanking me to my hands and knees and shoving his cock down my throat. A second later and I feel it throbbing, then exploding. It was the other twin, shooting his cum down my throat, making me swallow every drop until my belly ached from it.

Meanwhile, Ginger knelt behind me and shoved his cock into my sore pussy, making me groan again. He buried himself much deeper than Baldie, and I felt weak as the sensation of being filled at both ends coursed through me. Twin #2 pulled his softening cock from my throat, and I coughed in relief, gasping for air.

Ginger grabbed my hips and started pushing and pulling them in time to his deep, rapid strokes. My tits bounced and swayed, much to the men’s approval. Twin #1, who came on my face, forced my face against his balls, his cock limp but slowly getting hard again as he stroked it. Automatically, I began to lick and suck them, dripping more and more as Ginger fucked me harder.

“Good girl,” I heard Daddy said, his voice closer. “Got me nice and hard again.”

“Anyone fucked her ass yet?” Baldie asked, sounding out of breath.

“Not yet,” Daddy said, and I heard the smile in his voice. “But I’d like to see her get fucked in every hole at once. Damn, the little bitch deserves it. Can you imagine, all the time I spent watching her prance around with those big fucking tits bouncing in my face?”

“Man, you deserve a medal for waiting this long,” Ginger groaned, and slammed his body against mine, cock nearly hitting my womb as he came. The shockwaves set me off, and I cum again, my shout muffled by Twin #1’s cock thrust into my mouth. It was semi-hard, and I sucked it down like a pacifier. I was getting to really love the feeling of a cock fucking my throat. Drooling, I let him use my face as a toy, fucking my mouth hard and fast.

“I think it’s only right you get to fuck her ass,” Twin #2 said, and I realized he was talking to Daddy. Oh, no! I wasn’t ready for that! It was bad enough being gangraped on the same day I lost my virginity to my father – now I was going to lose my anal virginity, too! But I knew it was useless to try and stop it, and I was feeling so good from all the orgasms I barely wanted to stop it, anyway. Twin #1 pulled out of my mouth, and Baldie quickly took his place.

“Alright,” Daddy said. “Let’s get the bitch into position.”

I groaned, trying to keep my focus on Baldie’s fat cock as I was pushed and pulled into some kind of position. I found myself straddling Twin #1, on my hands and knees, my tits bouncing in his face as Baldie continued to rape my throat. I groaned, eyes rolling back, as he took hold of my hips and pulled, impaling me on his long, thick cock.

He pulled me all the way down, and I was glad that Baldie was fucking me because he wasn’t too big that I couldn’t focus on what was happening between my legs. I groaned as my clit ground against Twin #1’s hips, his big cock feeling good in my sopping wet pussy.

“Alright, baby girl,” Daddy said. “Time to give Daddy your ass. I’m gonna fill your tight little ass with so much cum, you’ll be dripping for days…”

I squealed in protest as I felt Daddy’s cock begin to press against my rosebud. In my periphery, I watched Ginger and Twin #2 stroking their hard cocks over my body. I focused on the pleasure in my cunt as Daddy eased forward, splitting my virgin ass wide with his cock. I was so covered in my own juices and the men’s cum that it was like lube, and he slid easily into my tight hole, until I was pinned between all three men, fucked in every hole like the good little fucktoy I was.

“God, it’s so much tighter this way,” Twin #1 moaned, leaning up to bite and suck my tits, beginning to shift his hips. Slowly, he and Daddy developed a rhythm.

“I’m gonna fuck this ass until she learns to beg for it,” Daddy grunted, picking up speed. “Little slut gave me so much trouble…”

“Not anymore,” Baldie groaned, pulling my face forward until my nose hit his pubes and he exploded in my throat, pumping more cum into my already-full belly. I moaned in pleasure as Daddy’s cock began to feel good in my ass, pumping fast and hard in tandem with the cock in my pussy. As soon as Baldie pulled out, Ginger took his place, shoving his cock deep in my throat and pulsing, fucking me even deeper than before. I could barely breathe. 

“Good little slut,” Daddy groaned. “Gonna fill this ass up. Take Daddy’s load, you stupid bitch…”

Groaning, I felt Daddy unleash his cum in my ass. It was warm and thick, and I felt myself shudder in pleasure. I realized I was cumming again, and my spasms milked Twin #1 dry, so that they filled my ass and my pussy at the same time. Ginger didn’t last long, watching me get pumped full of cum, and added his own cum to the mix.

My belly ached, my pussy was sore, and my ass felt torn open; I was full of cum, and I could feel even more of it splashing across my back as Twin #2 jerked himself off over me. It’s all too much, and I came hard, my scream muffled by Ginger’s cock, my pussy driving deep against Twin #1’s softening cock as he bit down on my nipple.

They lingered inside me, all of them, drawing out their pleasure – and mine. When they pulled out, it’s a relief. But I also felt emptier than I ever had in my life. I panted for breath, covered in cum, dripping from all holes.

The men slowly get to their feet, standing around me in a circle. I looked up slowly, blinking, wondering if they were finally finished with me. I watched Ginger hand Daddy a wad of bills.

“She was totally worth it,” Ginger said. “You should go professional with her. You’ll earn a good living with a little fucktoy like that.”

“I’m thinking about it,” Daddy said, pocketing the bills and putting a foot on my lower back, using me as a stool. I collapse under the weight, letting Daddy show he owns me by using me as a footstool, dirt and leaves sticking to my cum-covered body. “But I kind of want to save her for myself. Use her as a little broodmare, you know?”

“I feel you, man,” Twin #1 said, spitting down onto my nearly-lifeless body. “Don’t want to get her too used up too fast.”

They kept talking like that for a while, about me and what I could be worth. Finally, the hunters said goodbye and returned into the woods, presumably satisfied. Finally, Daddy helped me to my feet, pulling me towards the coffee table and laying me out so he could study me.

“Well,” he said, eyeing his cum-drenched daughter. “Not bad for a first day.”

He leaned down, grinning, eyes meeting mine.

“It’s a damn good thing we have the whole weekend,” he said. “Because I’ve got a lot of training to do. You’ll be a perfect little fucktoy, Dana. Just you wait.”

I beamed up at Daddy, reaching down to feel my wet, cum-filled pussy. I knew he was right.

Daddy’s always right.


The Brat’s Forbidden Submission

My sister, Laney, is four years old than me. That means that when our parents died and I was 14, she was 18 and was able to take custody of me. I know that this seems pretty lucky. I also know that it makes her seem like a saint. You’d think she put off her dreams and ambitions to help raise her baby sister.

You’d be wrong.

Laney never had any dreams and ambitions, except for getting married. Which she did, to Sam. But more about him later.

And Laney was a really crappy parental figure. Instead of actually raising me to be a normal teenager, with a normal curfew and friends and all that, she just forced me to stay home all the time and study. I wasn’t allowed to go to parties, and never got invited to parties, anyway, because I didn’t have any friends. No one wanted to be friends with the weird orphan girl who had to be home right after school every day.

Laney liked to sit around and watch TV. She supported us with our parent’s savings, so she didn’t have to work. She married Sam so that he could support her, too. Sam worked as a mechanic and was five years older than Laney. He was way too good looking to put up with her shit, but she was always really sweet to him while being a bitch to me.

Sam had muscles for days, blue eyes and blonde hair. He didn’t talk much. In fact, when he wasn’t working or screwing Laney’s head off, he just sat around and watched TV, too.

Oh, yeah. I knew Sam and Laney had a rockin’ sex life. I could hear it through the walls. Sam was…wow. He was really dominant. I would hear him spanking my sister, calling her names, and making her come three times in a row! I have to admit, all through those lonely teenage years of mine, I spent my share of nights fantasizing about Sam being in my bed and treating me the way he treated Laney. Besides just thinking that it would be really hot to get spanked by my brother-in-law, I also thought it would be hot to get one over on Laney. She’d be crushed if she knew her husband was fucking her little sister!

Especially because I’m the one that got the looks, with my C-cup breasts and trim waist. Not that anyone got to experience how great my body was, since no guy at school would touch me with a ten-foot pole.

Which meant that I was resigned to lying in bed and furiously rubbing my clit while listening to my sister’s cries of ecstasy. I even bought a dildo online and used it on myself, thinking the whole time about Sam’s big cock laying into my virgin pussy.

Of course, everything changed when I turned 18. Laney couldn’t stop me from doing anything once I was 18. So my life got really, really interesting.
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I was taking a year off between high school and college, working at a retail store to save up for tuition. I made my first ever group of friends, my co-workers. And I started going out. A lot. I never slept with anyone, like my friends did, but I made out with a lot of guys and I drank and I even smoked cigarettes sometimes!

By summer, Laney was threatening to kick me out every other week, but I knew she never would. Besides, now that I was 18, the house was in both our names. She couldn’t kick me out. My behavior was bad news for the whole household. With Laney freaking out, she took a lot of it out on poor Sam.

That whole summer was shit for me. Laney went extra crazy, because I was 18 and “needed to grow up instead of growing into a brat”. And I, in reaction, went a little too wild. It got to the point where I was staying out late for no reason other than to piss her off. I would just hang out really late at Dunk’n Donuts, until I knew she’d be blowing her top at home.

Like I said, the more I acted out, the more Laney bitched at Sam. He never signed up to be the father figure for a teenager, but Laney obviously wanted him to fill that role. I sure as hell didn’t. Maybe Sam was a dynamo in the sack. He wasn’t my father. He wasn’t in charge of me. Hell, he never even bothered to keep his wife in line. Why should I take any bullshit from him?

When Father’s Day came around, Laney asked me to do the unthinkable. She wanted to use the day to thank Sam, for being so supportive of both of us. I threw a fit, but she stood her ground. It was ridiculous! Sam wasn’t my Dad! He certainly wasn’t her Dad! I saw no reason why I should act grateful to him when all he did was fuck my sister and sit on the couch.

Laney, as usual, was trying to make everything perfect. She told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was forbidden to go out that night. We would have a meal together “as a family” and then go to bed early.

As if.

I was just getting ready to sneak out when I overheard the conversation. They weren’t trying very hard to keep it quiet; tempers were way too high for that.

“You need to stand up to her!” Laney’s voice shrilled.

“Why? Why, Laney? I don’t care,” Sam said. It was the first time I’d ever heard him raise his voice.

“Because you live in our house, and she’s out there being crazy, and I can’t handle it on my own!”

“That’s not my problem.”

“It is your problem! You’re my husband!”

“And you’re my fucking whore, Laney. I put up with all your bitching and moaning because we both know who’s really in charge. You’re lucky I don’t bend you over right now and bust my load in your fucking ass. Because you’re being a real pain in mine!”

My pussy tingled at his tone and his dirty words. The next thing Laney said, she said quietly.

“You’re damn fucking right,” Sam’s voice came loud and clear. “Get off my fucking back, or you won’t be able to sit down for a month. You got it, bitch?”

Oh, fuck yeah. Hearing him yell at my sister like that was so satisfying.  

Laney murmured something else, and I heard a slap, followed by a low, feminine moan. And then more moans. And then the screaming started. The good kind of screaming.

Perfect timing to cover my escape.

I snuck out of the house that night, but I couldn’t get Sam out of my mind. I went to a club that I frequented, wearing a tiny skirt and a low-cut shirt. I met up with my girl friends and we started going hard. Well, they did. I had work the next day and couldn’t drink with them. But I also couldn’t get myself to think of anything but Sam. He was so handsome…and now I knew, he was also just my kind of freaky.

And if I could ever get into his pants, the satisfaction I’d feel from fucking Laney’s husband would be sweet as hell.

There were plenty of hot, lonely men at the club that night, and one by one my friends started to peel away to go to more private places. But none of the men who approached me were the least bit interesting. I had to admit the truth: I wanted to fuck Sam, and I wanted to fuck him that night.

He was going to be my Father’s Day gift to myself.

But the later it got, the more I risked him going to bed early. I was already way past curfew, so Laney would probably be waiting up for me, but Sam always went to bed whenever he wanted. I grabbed the first cab I saw and rushed home. I had the brilliant idea to peel off my panties and undo my bra in the back of the cab; the less clothes we had to take off, the less chances there were for him to second-guess anything.

I smirked to myself as we neared our house. I was going to fuck the shit out of my brother-in-law. Who was in charge now, Laney?
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Usually, I tried to sneak back into my house whenever I snuck out and broke curfew. But that night, I wanted to wake up anyone who might be sleeping. Specifically, Sam. So I went through the front door, slamming it behind me.

“Jesus Christ, Tara!”

His voice surprised me, and I almost jumped out of my heels.

“Why the hell are you slamming doors at…” Sam looked at his watch. “…midnight?”

“Why are you sitting on the couch, all alone?” I asked. He was wearing a wife-beater and jeans. He looked downright delicious.

“Waiting for your ass,” he snapped. I raised an eyebrow. Since when did he give a shit about my curfew? “Do you know how much shit Laney has been giving me? I’ve about had it with you and all the trouble you cause…”

Interesting. I thought he was in charge. I guess all my sister’s nagging really was getting to him.

“Aw, poor Sammy,” I teased, moving closer. I wanted to get a rise out of him. And I thought I knew the perfect way to do it. “Tired of being pussy-whipped by your wifey?”

Yes. His hands fisted, and the vein above his eye throbbed.

“Shut your fucking trap, Tara. And what the hell is this….outfit?” He scowled as he gestured to my skimpy clothes. The skirt had ridden up, nearly showing the bottom of my ass. And the shirt hung loose, showing my hard nipples.

“I wear whatever I want to,” I said, sticking my tongue out and moving just a little bit closer. “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Oh yeah? Who says I can’t do anything about it? I’m the man of the house, I make the rules, and if your sister doesn’t want you running around town like a little slut, I have every right to make sure you don’t.”

“Geeze,” I scoffed, moving closer still. “You really are Laney’s little bitch, aren’t you?”

Oh, yeah. He hated that. I kept pushing.

“When she says jump, do you ask how high?”

“Laney doesn’t tell me to do shit,” he growled. “If I do shit for her, it’s because I love her and want her to be happy.”

“Oh, you loooove her,” I teased, swaying closer until I was right in front of him. “Do you loooove being her manservant?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, little girl,” he said, a cold smiling crossing his face. He was looking at my body now, and licked his lips subconsciously. “In this house, I’m the alpha. The sooner you learn to obey me, the happier we can all be. Now get your skanky ass to bed.”

“You’re, like, five years older than me,” I spat. “You’re not my dad. You’re not even my brother. You’re my sister’s husband, and that’s it.”

He was getting pissed, I could tell. Well, good. I wanted him to be pissed. I wanted him to be so pissed that all he could do was grab me and shove his dick in my mouth. I was standing right in front of him, right between his knees, my skirt riding up and my shirt disheveled, showing off my cleavage. I was his wife’s little sister. I’d always be younger, tighter, and hotter than her.

How could he resist?

“Go. To. Bed,” he breathed. I put my hands on my hips, staying right where I was.

“Make me,” I said, looking down for a split second. Those jeans weren’t hiding a goddamn thing. Sam’s dick was hard. He noticed me looking and leaned forward, like he could hide it. It was too late, and I smirked. “You can’t, can you? You know you can’t. Because I’m not some little girl who’s afraid of pissing off Daddy. I do what I want, when I want.”

“Jesus Christ, Tara! Why are you such a fucking brat?”

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I licked my lips.

“I don’t know,” I sneered. “Maybe no one’s ever disciplined me.”

He growled, low in his chest. I saw his eyes flick over to the bedroom door, where my sister slept alone in their bed.

“Do you need to be disciplined, Tara?” His voice was low now, husky, and my pussy tingled.

“What do you think?” I said, rolling my eyes. That was it. That’s what did it.

Sam was on his feet, his hands circling my waist, lifting me into the air as I squealed; he slung me over his shoulder like a bag full of kittens. I slapped at his back, hissing for him to put me down, but it made no difference. He was headed for my bedroom.

As I clawed and struggled, I felt his hand smack my ass, which was bare now that my skirt had slid all the way up my thighs. The spank jolted through me, and I went still for a second, enjoying the sensation. Sam opened my bedroom door, went to my twin-size bed, and threw me down onto my belly.

“You fucking creep!” I cried, turning to look at him over my shoulder, getting onto my hands and knees. I started crawling away, but he grabbed me around the waist again, this time using just one arm to yank me back. My feet hit the floor, my breasts pushed into the mattress. I struggled and kicked, but I was loving every second of it. I glared at him over my shoulder, and watched with growing excitement as he pulled the big, black belt from his pants, folding it with his free hand.

“You want to be a fucking brat?” Sam hissed, moving his free hand to my lower back and pressing down. I started, cried out, as he slapped my ass with the leather belt. “You want to act like a slut? Dress like a slut?”

“Creep! I’m gonna tell my sister!”

“You’re gonna get treated like a slut,” he kept going, punctuating each word with another slap of leather against my exposed cheeks. My ass was burning, the sensation sharp and delicious. My pussy was wet by then, and each spank got me even wetter.

“Ooh, Sam,” I moaned, still struggling but less and less. “You think this is a punishment? I don’t care…”

“Your punishment hasn’t even begun,” he growled, spanking me harder than ever, making the whole bed shift forward with the force of it. My ass was on fire, each spank sending pain and relief at the same time to my nerves, my body twisting under his strong grip. “Fuckin’ tease. Always prancing around half naked. You think I don’t know what you’re doing? I know exactly what you’re doing.”

The next slap was aimed between my legs, and I screamed into the comforter as the leather hit my pussy.

“You want to get fucked? Is that what you want, Tara? I fuckin’ know it is…”

Suddenly, I felt his hand move, diving between my legs, two fingers sliding into my slit and thrusting. My hips bucked, my ass still craving the perverted relief of leather against raw flesh. He pulled his fingers out, and grabbed a handful of my hair, yanking my head back. He was pressed against me, and I could feel how hard his cock was. He forced his fingers into my mouth, making me taste my own arousal.

“Skanky little brats like you are always dripping wet and ready to fuck, aren’t you?” he growled. I moaned around his fingers, lost now, unable to fight back anymore. The more he took his anger out on my body, the more I slipped down into ecstasy. “Aren’t you?”

He yanked my hair again, demanding an answer, and I locked eyes with him as I nodded, still sucking on his fingers. He ripped them free, wiping them on my shirt.

“Get your fucking mouth over here,” he growled, releasing me. “And suck this cock you want so bad. If you suck it good enough, I might fuck that bratty little pussy of yours. Come here and serve Daddy, bitch.”

I was drooling, all too eager to obey. I flipped around, pulling my shirt off before crawling to him on my hands and knees, letting my tits out for him to admire. His pants dropped down to his ankles, revealing the monster between his legs. He was huge. No wonder my sister was always screaming at night.

Sam wasn’t a patient man, it seemed, because no sooner was I positioned in front of him than he grabbed my hair and shoved my head forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips.

“Open up and suck it, Tara,” he growled. Well, he didn’t need to tell me again. I parted my lips and felt his hips thrust, sliding the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hands pulling at my hair, holding my head in place as he began to fuck my mouth, slowly pumping himself in and out, going deeper each time.

By the time half his shaft was in my mouth, he was already hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, staring up at him, his mouth open in a snarl, his eyes insulting me even as he raped my mouth. He must have felt how much my throat was resisting him, but he didn’t care, just kept pushing. Soon, almost his whole shaft was buried in my throat, his hips moving quickly, my tongue desperately trying to keep up as it lapped the bottom of his shaft.

“Touch your tits,” he growled. “I know you want to, bitch.”

I groaned. He was right. My nipples were tight and hard, and relief poured through me as I finally lifted one hand to my chest, swaying as his thrusting caught me off-balance. I pinched and teased each nipple in turn, feeling my slit dripping down my thighs, my clit swelling and throbbing as I swallowed my brother-in-law’s cock.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, suddenly ripping my head away from his cock, pumping himself hard as my back arched, showing off my tits, my hand still rubbing and pinching my nipples. He took a step closer, I could feel the head of his cock slide in-between my breasts, and then he slid his shaft between them, fucking them, a warm burst of cum blasting from the head of his cock and landing on my chest.

Rope after rope of his seed poured onto my tits, painting them white, dripping down them and rolling over my hard nipples. It was so fucking hot, watching my sister’s husband come on my perky young breasts. But I was also a little disappointed…

“Eat it, Tara,” Sam growled, not letting go of my hair, his eyes still blazing. “Eat every fucking drop.”

God. If I wasn’t dripping before…I used my finger to collect the cum from my breasts and bring it to my lips, letting him watch me swallow everything he’d left on my tits. His cock was going limp, but it didn’t seem to go really limp…Maybe I didn’t need to be disappointed, after all.

“Lay down,” he said at last, satisfied that I’d filled my stomach with his cum. “I want to taste that teenage pussy. But don’t you dare think it’s for you. You’re still a slutty, annoying, useless brat. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my clit throbbing with need, and lay back on the bed, spreading my legs. Sam towered above me in his Santa coat and hat, his hands coming to my breasts now, kneading them hard before shoving a knee between my thighs. I cried out, bucking at the contact, thrusting myself against his knee.

“Fucking slut,” he hissed, dropping his hands to my thighs, massaging them roughly, spreading them even wider. “If only your family could see you now, your stomach full of my cum, your pussy wet for your brother-in-law. What would your sister say?”

“Well, you’re the one who’s fucking me, Sam,” I protested, unable to stop myself from talking back. “What would she have to say about that?”

His eyes flashed with rage, and a second later I was screaming as he pushed two fingers into my slit, thrusting them upwards, almost like he was trying to hurt me from the inside – he only succeeded in doing the opposite.

“If you want to come, you better shut your fucking mouth,” he growled. “Do you understand?”

I bit my lip, closed my eyes and shook my head. He thrust again, coming close but not quite reaching my g-spot.

“Look at me and nod your head, or I’ll leave you here, and I’ll go take it all out on your sister, so you can listen and think about what you’ve done,” he growled. I opened my eyes, but I didn’t nod my head yet. Not until he thrust again, and I thought I would die from need. His teasing was so cruel it hurt.

“Nod your fucking head,” he growled. “I’m in charge. I’m in charge of this house, and I’m in charge of you. You do what I say, when I say it. That’s what cum sluts like you are for.”

He thrust one more time, and I cried out again, nodding my head as hard as I could. A second later and I was in paradise, his mouth closing over my swollen clit, his fingers pumping against my g-spot.

He was right; if he kept fucking me like this, I’d do anything he wanted me to. His tongue lashed my clit and I came, flooding into his palm, my thighs snapping closed around his head, my hands finding his hair and pulling his face against me, riding his tongue as my climax peaked. His free hand snaked up, found my chest, and tweaked my nipple, driving me even deeper into wild bliss.

By the time I was done bucking and coming, he was sliding up my body, dragging his hard dick between my legs and spreading my slit with the head. I moaned, desperate for him to fill me up. He used his legs to spread my thighs again, pulsing slightly so that I could feel how thick he was.

“Are you gonna be a good girl from now on?” he growled. I bit my lip. “Are you gonna be nice and obedient? Are you gonna do what I say?”

He thrust one inch inside me and I squealed, back arching, desperate for more. He was splitting me in two with just the tip of his cock.

“Whenever I tell you to get on your knees, you’re gonna get on your knees,” he said. “When I tell you to suck my cock, you’re gonna suck my cock. When I tell you to bend over, you’re gonna bend over. Every hole on your body is mine.”

His threats felt more like promises, and he slid another inch inside me.

“You’re gonna meet curfew every night. You’re gonna stop drinking. You’re gonna be nice to your sister. You’re gonna make us dinner, and clean the bathroom, and be our little domestic slave.”

“No,” I moaned, wanting to see what he’d do if I protested. He pulled away quickly, making me gasp, my pussy aching from emptiness. He grabbed my chin and squeezed my cheeks until my lips were pouting.

“What did you say?”

“No,” I managed to moan through my lips.

“That word is not in your vocabulary anymore,” he growled. “You will never say no to me again. If you do, I’ll skip your pussy and fuck you straight in the ass. I won’t use lube. I won’t be gentle. And I won’t let you come.”

Oh, god. Why did even that sound sexy as hell?

“You’re going to serve me in every single way,” he said. “Do. You. Understand.”

I gulped hard, then nodded.

“Yes, Sam,” I said.

“Yes sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, my hips thrusting wildly, desperate for his cock. He released my chin, grabbed a chunk of my hair, and thrust into me, sliding all nine inches of his cock into my pussy at once.

I gasped, my breath leaving me in a rush as he split me open and filled me to the brim. He barely waited for me to get used to his cock before he started fucking me, slowly at first, savoring my tight, wet, teenage pussy. But as my hips rolled and bucked to meet his thrusts, he went faster and harder, using me like the little slut I was. I wrapped my legs around his waist, wanting to feel him as deep as possible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, slamming his cock into me so hard that his balls made an audible smacking noise against my ass. “Nice, tight little cunt…”

I moaned as he grabbed my tits, twisting my nipples while he fucked me, squeezing and kneading my tits like he owned them. I could feel my climax building, fire in my cheeks and a clenching in my pussy as he slammed himself into me, deeper and deeper.

“Gonna come, you little brat? You wanna come on your brother-in-law’s cock? You better thank me when you do, bitch,” he groaned, pushing my tits together before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. That was it.

I shuddered, crying out as I came, my body wrenching and squirming as he pistoned himself inside me, his teeth clamping down on my nipple. I bucked and dug my nails into the velvet of his coat, feeling his hands move to my thighs. Before I was even done coming, I was airborne.

He lifted me by the thighs, rolling over at the same time, until I was straddling him. He didn’t give me a second to orient myself before he slammed his hips upward, driving himself against my cervix. I trembled, falling forward, my tits falling into his hands. He used them to push me back up, grinding underneath me.

“Ride me, bitch,” he demanded, and I felt my ass bouncing against his thighs as his hips jerked. His hands were on my hips, and he began to lift and lower my body, fucking me from below. Panting, I tried to match his rhythm, my breasts bouncing wildly from the raging bull beneath me. Sam’s mouth sneered as his hand moved across my waist, finding my clit between my lips and rubbing it with his thumb.

“You ready?” he growled. “You ready to take all this cum? Think your tight little pussy can handle it?”

“Yes!” I cried, another orgasm building at the thought of his cum spilling into me. My sister’s husband was going to unload his balls right into my young pussy.

“Fuckin’ take it, Tara!” he roared, and with a final spasm he bucked underneath me. My pussy clenched at   the first spurt of his cum, my climax sweeping me from head to toe, my pussy milking every drop of cum from his dick. His seed filled my pussy until it leaked out, my hips grinding against him, begging for even more. Finally, though, I felt his cock pulse one last time, then begin to soften inside me.

“Shit,” Sam groaned, tossing me to the side like a discarded toy. “Fuck…”

“Mmm.” All I could do was moan, my brother-in-law’s seed dripping down my thighs. Sam looked down at me, standing up now.

“If you tell Laney before I’m ready…”

“I won’t,” I said. “I don’t have a death wish…”

“Good,” Sam grunted, kicking himself into his pants. “And I meant every word. You will obey me. You will do whatever I say, when I say it.”

He towered over me, bending at the waist, putting his hands on either side of me, locking me in his green eyes.

“Right?”

I nodded, biting my lip.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my cheek a little harder than he needed to, then dropping his fingers to grasp my chin. “I’ll make you just as good a little cum slut as your sister. Wait until I get you both together…”

I opened my lips to protest. I was not going to be doing anything sexual with my sister. But he put his fingers to my lip, silencing me.

“You’ll see,” he grinned. “By the time I’m through with you, you won’t even know what the word no means anymore. You’ll be my mindless little sex toy. Just like you always wanted to be.”

I was struck speechless as he rose and walked to the door. Before he went into the hallway, he paused and looked over his shoulder at me.

“Be a good girl for me, and I might let you have my kid,” he said, smiling sadistically and then leaving me alone, turning the light off as he left. I lay in bed for a long time, in the dark, thinking about how the night had been turned on its head. I always thought Sam was the controlling type, but I hadn’t expected him to be that controlling…and I certainly didn’t think my attempt to seduce him would end with me agreeing to be his sex slave.

Well, it wasn’t anything you’d find in a storybook, but I guess it was some kind of happy ending!


Summer of Submission

“What are you doing, nerd?”

Samantha’s snotty voice carried across the whole kitchen. I groaned before looking up. My step-sister was such a bitch.

“Nothing you would understand,” I shot back, barely able to look at her. She was wearing a tiny little bikini, approximately the size of a postage stamp. Her D-cup breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the cups. I could tell her pussy was shaved just from looking at the little triangle covering it.

Samantha’s blonde hair hung in loose curls around her heart-shaped face. I’m not ashamed to admit that my stepsister was hot. She was. Absolutely, undeniably, hot. Objectively hot. Playboy Playmate hot. Victoria’s Secret Angel hot.

You get the picture.

She was also a royal bitch. Her and her friend, Angie. They were both outside, lounging around half-naked by the pool. I was inside, finishing up my last semester project for advanced chemistry. I was a college sophomore, while Samantha and Angie had both just finished high school. They thought they were big shit because they were 18. I was 20, but that didn’t seem to mean anything to them. They still acted like I was some kid brother who existed just to be teased.

“Whatever,” Samantha said, rolling her eyes all the way back in her head. “We need snacks. Bring out some chips and dip for us, Brian. Pleeeeeeeease?”

When Samantha wasn’t torturing me with her teasing, she was torturing me with her pouting. Now, she leaned forward, pushing her arms together so I had a good look at her massive tits. I might have the IQ of Einstein, but I, too, could be distracted by a pair of knockers like Sam’s.

“Get your own chips,” I shot back once I managed to tear my eyes away from Samantha’s tits. She loved flouncing around, showing them off, using them to get her way. Behind her, I could see Angie behind the glass door, giving Sam a frustrated look and gesturing with her hands. Angie was almost as hot as Samantha. She was Filipino, with C-Cup breasts and wide, sexy hips. Her almond eyes were warm, but she was just as cold-hearted as my stepsister.

“Ugh,” Samantha groaned, stomping past me and my science kit. “You’re so lame, Brian. Have you even gotten laid in college yet? I bet not. Once a geek, always a geek.”

I heard Sam rustling through the cabinets and fridge behind me while I checked out Angie through the door. She wasn’t paying any attention to me. Which was just fine, because it gave me the chance to leer at her, imagining all the things I’d have her do if…

But no. That would be very unethical. I couldn’t possibly test out my project on my sister and her friend. My formula was designed as a non-intoxicating, psychoactive “love potion”. It would make whoever drank it extremely horny, and extremely affectionate. And fertile, though that was just an unintended side effect. The formula would make the user so dumbstruck with lust that they would forget everything but their desire.

I longed to sprinkle some of it on Samantha and her friend, but I was far too scrupulous for that.

Samantha tossed her perky ass back and forth as she flounced past me, towards the door. She turned around, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Later, loser,” she said.

“Whatever, skank,” I said right as she closed the door. Angie gave me the finger, and I heard them laughing as they disappeared out of sight. I sighed and tried to get back to work. I was trying to isolate the neurotropic elements of the formula, so that the user would retain some intelligence. As it was, the formula made people pretty dumb. Of course, they still had their free will. It wasn’t like they would do something they didn’t want to do. It was just that they would want to do things they didn’t normally want to do!

A half hour later, I thought I’d gotten some good results and decided to take a break. My solution needed to be kept cool, so I put it in the fridge. It was bright green, and I figured no one would be stupid enough to just drink a random bright green liquid in a beaker, so I didn’t bother labelling it.

Well, I shouldn’t have “figured” anything when it came to Samantha. Or Angie. What happened next is still barely believable to me, but it’s totally true. Everything changed on that fateful day. I think it all changed for the better, and I’m quite sure the girls agree.

***


I was watching TV in the living room, still mulling over my formula. I heard someone opening the back door and padding around in the kitchen. Just one of the girls, getting more snacks. How they ate so much without turning into fat pigs, I’ll never understand. I heard the fridge open and close, and ice being plunked into a glass. Still, I didn’t think anything of it. They were drinking soda or whatever. I flipped through the channels idly. The sounds in the kitchen pretty much stopped, and I forgot all about it. 

“Ooooh,” I heard my stepsister’s voice travel through the hall. It was a weird sound for her to make, but I still sat there, totally oblivious. “Umm…ooooh!”

Alright, the more she made those noises, the weirder it sounded. I turned down the volume on the TV. If I didn’t know better, I’d think my baby sister was masturbating in the kitchen!

“Samantha?” I called her name, thinking that she might be hurt or sick or something. “Are you…”

“Brian?” Samantha’s voice was closer, and I turned to the door. Samantha appeared, looking very red in the face. Her chest was heaving, her skin glowy, her eyes a bit cloudy. “Wow. Hi.”

Samantha giggled as she looked at me, crossing her legs a little and blushing. I quirked an eyebrow. This was…weird.

“Hi,” I said. “What’s up.”

“Umm…” Samantha said, giggling again. “Boy. That drink was good, Brian. Did you make it?”

Drink? What dri…

Oh, my god!

“Samantha, what drink?” I asked. “The green one?”

“Yeah!” Samantha squealed, hopping closer towards me, those generous tits bouncing. “It was sooo good. It made me feel really gooooood. Brian, have you been working out?”

No, I had not been working out. My mind raced as I realized what had happened. My sister had drank the formula! She was a relentlessly horny bimbo! I could almost see her salivating as she looked at me, her eyes roaming up and down my body. I’ll admit, having my bitchy stepsister gazing at me with such lust, her big tits nearly in my face, had an effect on me. And my gym shorts did little to hide the effect. It doesn’t help that I was gifted with a big cock as well as a big brain. It took approximately two seconds for Samantha to notice this, and her face was priceless.

“Brian!” She gasped. “Your dick! Ooohhh….”

“What about it?” I said, deciding that since there was no way to counteract the formula, I might as well go along with it. The poor girl would be torturously horny without me there to help her out, and I’d rather keep her safe with me than have her roaming the streets.

“It’s so…it’s so…mmmm…..”

She was practically drooling, drifting closer to me.

“It’s so hard,” she finally moaned.

“Well, sure,” I said, grabbing myself through my loose shorts. “What about it? What do you care?”

Samantha groaned. I could see her nipples, hard as diamonds under her bikini top. And her bottoms were soaked, sticking between her pussy lips.

“I…I…Brian, can I touch it? Please? I really want to…”

“You want to touch my cock, Samantha?” I said. “You want to feel it, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, dropping to her knees in front of me.

“Please, Brian,” she moaned.

“But you’re my sister,” I said. “I’m not sure I should let you.”

She blinked up at me, blue eyes wide and desperate.

“Please,” she moaned again. “I won’t tell Mommy or Daddy. I just want to touch it a little bit…taste it…”

“If I let you,” I said. “Will you promise to do all my chores around the house, and be my slave for the rest of the summer?”

Samantha nodded eagerly, wet ponytail bouncing. Her tits heaved between my knees, pressing against my thighs. I couldn’t control myself for a second longer.

“Alright,” I said. “Go ahead. But make sure you show how grateful you are.”

“Thank you, Brian!” she squealed. She pulled on my pants, my cock springing to live, angry and erect.

“You're so big, Brian,” she marveled, taking the shaft in her hand. She could barely form a fist around it. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker. My sister always ran around like a slut, but now I knew for sure that she was one!

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, Samantha,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let my bratty sister suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, baby sister,” I said, seeing her face light up. “How do you feel?”

“I feel good, Brian,” she said. “Thank you for letting me suck your cock! Can I do it more? I liked it so much…I want to taste your cum!”

Damn. I almost let her make me cum right then and there. But I wanted to make sure I wrang every possible pleasure out of this opportunity, and I had a vision in my head of making my bitch of a stepsister scream my name while she came like a whore on my tongue.

I switched our positions, throwing her onto the couch and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The bikini thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. It was also radiating heat, the fertility side-effect in full swing. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. She grabbed my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, Samantha was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, Brian,” Samantha cried, her pussy clenching tight then releasing, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. I wished she hadn't screamed; she was likely to get Angie’s attention, and she’d certainly put a stop to this. No way was bitchy Angie going to let Samantha fuck her own brother.

“Brian?” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning, as I pulled away and licked my lips. “That was so good…I want more, Brian. Can I have more, please? I need more!”

She didn't actually think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. Even dripping with nectar, it was like fucking a virgin. She finally settled at the bottom of my cock, back arched, tits against my face, fully impaled on my member. My sister was so damn hot, and I was finally getting to show her what bratty little teases got. I leaned forward, sucking her chlorine-soaked nipple between my lips until she cried out.

“Oh, big brother,” she moaned. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself, and slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples one by one.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, brother, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” Samantha cried. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her blonde hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. We were screwed! It was Angie!

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. Angie was looking at us – but it wasn’t horror in her eyes. Not at all.

“I…I drank some weird…thing…and…oooohhh….”

Angie looked like she was about to cum right there, watching Samantha fuck me. Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet her friend, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Angie,” she moaned. “My brother’s cock is soooooo good!”

“God damn right it is, you little whore,” I grit out, watching Angie shake, her nipples just as hard under her bikini. “Get naked, Angie, and come over here if you want some of this.”

“Yes!” Angie squealed, ripping her top off, her tan breasts spilling forward. “Thank you! Oh, it looks so good, I want it!”

To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. Angie kneeled beside me on the couch. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but my little sister had already worked so hard, she deserved to cum.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Brian,” Angie begged. “I’m sorry we were so mean, please fuck me!”

She was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. I barked her name,  stroking my cock, an idea forming in my brain. Samantha scrambled up between my knees, eager to please me.

“Get underneath Angie, and lick her clit while I fuck her,” I said. Angie moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Angie's until she could lap at Angie's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Angie's mouth.

But Angie didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: my bitchy little sister and her best friend, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

It was too good to stand on the sidelines for very long.

I grabbed Angie's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Angie lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Angie's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummelled Angie's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Brian,” Angie moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. And she would almost certainly get pregnant, with the formula working the way it did. But I wasn’t going to stop now. Maybe I could get Samantha to lick it all out of Angie before any of it managed to get into her womb. I slapped Angie's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her teenage body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes soooo good,” Samantha said, writhing, mouth open and begging for more. “Please, more, Brian!”

“It feels like heaven,” Angie groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“Two little sluts,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. “Greedy little whores like you should be grateful for what you get.”

The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Angie's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight. I didn’t even care if I got Angie pregnant. Maybe I would get them both pregnant. It would serve them right, after the way they’d always treated me!

“Is that...is that all, Brian?” Angie asked, pouting. I grinned.

“For now, yes,” I said. “Why don’t you two go get me a snack and something to drink? Not the green liquid. Soda. If you’re very good and lick my balls and feet, I might be able to get hard again after nourishing myself.

The two girls almost trampled each other rushing to do just what I said. Soon enough, I was eating a huge plate of nachos, my feet up on Angie’s back, using her like a table while my sister licked and sucked my balls, fingering herself desperately at the same time.

Damn.

That formula still needed some work, but I’d say it worked damn good so far.

And I had a whole summer to work on perfecting it!


Nuns Turned Nympho

As soon as I turned 18, I entered the convent.

It only made sense. After all, I was raised by the church, in an orphanage. I never had much exposure to the outside world, and I enjoyed my life that way. I wanted to serve God, and help provide for others, the way I had been provided for.

Besides that, the convent was run by the same men I knew from the orphanage. Fathers Lawrence, William, Thomas, and Samuel. They were very kind, very holy men. They were the best men I ever knew, really. I loved them as fathers, not just as…well…Fathers. So by joining the convent and taking up the habit, I was allowed to remain in their presence.

About a year into my training, I began to experience some very troubling dreams. They were vague, but they were sexual in nature. I would wake up with dampness between my legs. This had never happened to me before. I was a virgin, of course. I had never even experimented with a man. I was under the impression that sex was a distraction, worthless and sinful.

So it was very distressing for me, to have sexual dreams and wake up with these urges. I confided in my best friend, Sister Lisa, and she advised me to tell Father Lawrence. He had helped her with a similar issue. I was terribly embarrassed to come to Father Lawrence with my problem, but Sister Lisa insisted that he had the solution.

I knew when Father Lawrence conducted confession, and I waited for that time to speak with him. The partition did little to hide my identity, as he knew my voice well. But it was more anonymous than talking to him in his office.

“Father, I have a shameful confession today,” I said after the usual mantra.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Lawrence said. His voice already felt soothing to me, and I relaxed a little bit.

“Well, I have recently begun to have…dreams. Of an unholy nature.”

“We cannot control what happens in our dreams, my child,” he said. “What makes them unholy?”

“Well, they are…” I dropped my voice to a whisper, glad he couldn’t see the bright red on my cheeks. “…sexual.”

“Hmm,” Father Lawrence said. “Go on.”

“Well, I don’t remember them well, but I do know that they are about men, entering me. I have never engaged in sexual activity, Father. But when I wake up from these dreams, I am…wet. Between my legs. And I have urges. Carnal…urges.”

“Aha,” Father Lawrence said, knowingly. “I see, my child. You need not worry.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling hopeful. “Because it feels wrong.”

“Not at all,” Father Lawrence said. “In fact, it’s completely natural. All humans have such urges. Even priests. When a woman like you, young and beautiful, enters our lives, we have urges much like the ones you describe.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a little weird about what he just said. “I see.”

“Sister Megan,” he said, daring to use my name. “Have you ever heard of the Panama Scrolls?”

“No,” I said curiously. “What are they?”

“They are an ancient, secret, forgotten scripture. They define certain things that we in the church do not feel comfortable sharing with the public.”

I was intrigued.

“Among those things is the role of the holy, or sacred, vessel.”

“What’s that?” I asked, wondering what all of this had to do with my dreams.

“It’s a way for men of the order, like myself, to be brought closer to God through sexual contact with a young woman of the order, such as yourself.”

What? That was very confusing. What did he mean?

“Sister Megan, I believe your dreams may be a sign,” Father Lawrence said. “That you are one of a rare but extremely important type of woman. You may just be a holy vessel. To be a holy vessel is the highest honor that can be bestowed upon a woman.”

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “But there is a very intense initiation process. I’m not sure you’re up for it.”

“I am!” I said. I was very devout, and had gone through long periods of fasting, meditation, all sorts of trials to test and deepen my faith. I was sure that I could endure this initiation process.

“If you would like to be anointed, be in the church this evening, just after dark. We will test your body and your faith. And if you pass, you will know that you are among the chosen.”

Wow! Me, “chosen”! All because I had some naughty dreams! God does work in mysterious ways.

“Thank you, Father Lawrence!” I said. “Thank you so much!”

“Of course, my child,” he said. “I’ll see you this evening.”

“Yes, Father, you will,” I chirped, leaving the confessional with a spring in my step and big hopes for the future.

[image: ]

That night, as Father Lawrence directed me, I came into the church after sundown. I was met by some familiar faces, which automatically put me at ease. To be honest, I had been a bit nervous. What if I failed the initiation? What if I couldn’t be anointed? Maybe I wasn’t good enough to be a holy vessel.

But, I had to try.

I walked down the long center aisle. I saw Father Lawrence, Father William, Father Samuel and Father Thomas. As I got closer, I also saw Sister Lisa. I was a little confused by that. She wore a long robe instead of her habit. She was smiling very wide.

“Sister Megan,” Father Lawrence said. “We are very glad you had the courage to come tonight. Please, step forward.”

I did, stepping in front of the altar. The men gazed at me, strange looks in their eyes.

“Do you understand what I told you earlier, Sister Megan?” Father Lawrence asked.

“Um…kind of,” I said sheepishly. The priests smiled, making me feel more comfortable.

“We are here tonight to test your body, and see if you are worthy of being a sacred vessel,” Father Lawrence said.

“Sister Lisa here has gone through the test, and been chosen,” Father William said. They stood on either side of Sister Lisa, who gave me a bright grin. I returned it, feeling butterflies.

“A sacred vessel must be available at all times, all hours, to relieve a holy man,” Father Samuel explained.

“As priests, our seed connects us directly to God. And only when we release that seed into a holy vessel can we experience God in all his glory. It is of utmost importance that you understand what we are saying.”

I nodded, thinking that I understood.

But then Sister Lisa dropped her robe. She was naked! This wasn’t what I imagined at all. I don’t know what I imagined, but I suddenly felt very sick and unsure of everything the priests were saying.

I was utterly shocked. Sister Lisa was one of my best friends, and here she was, naked, smiling as the priests stared at her and reached for her nude body. As I watched, Father Lawrence cupped her breast, and she turned her head to kiss him. A long, deep tongue kiss. Meanwhile, Father William reached down and parted the lips of her pussy. She was even shaved down there! She turned her head, kissing Father William now as he played with her sex.

I didn’t want to admit it, but watching my fellow Sister being used as a plaything by the older men was very interesting to me. It gave me the kinds of feelings I tried so hard to ignore at night. I squirmed, blushing bright red.

“Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, eyes lidded as she let the priests play with her breasts and pussy. “I’m soooo glad you’ve turned this corner. Being a sacred vessel is the most beautiful thing that has ever happened to me. I’m overjoyed to share the experience with you.”

“Ummm….” I said, not sure what corner she was talking about. I certainly wasn’t going to let anyone touch me like that!

“Come,” Father Samuel said, taking my arm gently. I followed him, more out of shock than anything else. He led me to the altar, and before I knew it I was being lifted up, sitting on the altar.

“Wait,” I said quickly as Father Thomas came to my side and began to tug and pull on my habit. “What are you doing?”

“Trust us,” Father Samuel said, taking my chin between his fingers and pulling my gaze towards him. “We know what’s best for you, Sister. Don’t you trust your superiors?”

Well, of course I did! But this suddenly seemed so dirty and wrong. Sister Lisa was moaning, bending over so that Father William could thrust his fingers inside her pussy.

“You must trust in us,” Father Thomas insisted. “This is a test of your faith, Sister. God’s will is for women like you to be available to us, so that we can remain pure. Only a woman of the faith, like yourself, can provide us holy men with the immaculate release we need.”

“Well, why haven’t I ever heard of such a thing before?” I asked.

“It’s a secret,” Father Samuel explained. “We can’t have every woman running around, joining the church just so she can be a holy vessel. You’ve earned it through your piousness and modesty.”

All the while as they spoke to me, they stroked my body. Even through my habit, their strong hands felt good on me. And when I looked into their eyes, the eyes that I’d always trusted, I knew they wouldn’t lie to me. These men had practically raised me. It made sense that they wouldn’t want any harlot off the street to come in and wear the habit, just so she could make love to the priests.

“Well,” I said softly. “I guess…”

I didn’t struggle as they undressed me, but I did cover my body once I was naked. I had never been naked in front of a man before, never mind four of them and my best friend. Even as I watched, Sister Lisa was crying out in pleasure, her body shaking in ecstasy. Father William pulled his fingers from her sex and pushed them into her lips, and she sucked them clean with a happy moan.

“Don’t cover yourself,” Father Lawrence snapped from where he stood watching me. “God wants you to be on display for us. How else will we rouse the desire to fill you with our seed?”

“Sorry, Father,” I muttered, reluctantly pulling my arms away to reveal my large, heavy breasts. The church was cold, and my nipples were hard. Sister Lisa, recovering from her pleasure, gave Father William a long kiss before walking towards me. I couldn’t help but stare at her body, all tight and young. Arousal stirred inside me.

“Shall I make her comfortable?” Sister Lisa asked the priests, although she was only looking at me. I glanced up at Father Thomas. What did she mean? I soon found out.

“Yes, little Lisa,” Father Lawrence said with a grin. “I think we’d all like to see that.”

“Hold still, Sister Megan,” Sister Lisa said, stepping up between my legs. “I was worried my first time, too. But it really is beautiful to be a vessel. There is such pleasure in doing the Lord’s work.”

Each word she spoke, she drew a little closer to me, standing on her tiptoes before the altar. I was still very confused, but when she put her hands on my thighs, I gasped. She felt so warm. Her breasts brushed my chest as she leaned in…and kissed me!

I was so surprised that I didn’t even try to pull away. Her kiss was soft and gentle at first, but a second later I could feel her kiss me harder, swirling her tongue against my lips. I pulled back, but she grabbed my neck, forcing me against her. I felt her fingers travel up my bare thigh and between my lips. I was ashamed at the moisture between them, but it seemed to please Sister Lisa. She pulled away, batting her eyes.

“You’re nice and wet, Sister Megan,” she said. “You’re destined for this work.”

“Sister Lisa, what are you going to…”

My heart was pounding hard, my skin very flushed. Before I could finish my sentence, she bent over between my legs, stuck out her tongue, and started to lick my pussy! The second her warm, wet tongue made contact with my clit, I moaned in pleasure and bucked my hips. Sister Lisa massaged my thighs as she lapped at my pussy, sucking my clit between her lips.

Overwhelmed, confused, and overcome with sensation, I barely registered what was happening as Father Thomas and Father Samuel grabbed my breasts. Slowly, I felt myself pushed backwards, until I was lying out on the altar. The two priests towered over me, massaging and pinching my breasts as Sister Lisa drew her tongue over and around my clit, again and again. My desire rose with each lick, until I was clenching my thighs around her head and running my fingers through her hair, pulling her tighter against me.

“See?” Father Lawrence said, standing behind Sister Lisa. “This is what you’re meant for, Sister Megan. You’re already asking for more, even if you’re not using your words.”

“Mmmrrrm,” I groaned, unable to respond. Suddenly, I felt Sister Lisa pulling away, and I squealed desperately, feeling dirty and naughty and wrong but needing it all the same. But as soon as Sister Lisa stepped back, Father Lawrence took her place, kneeling between my legs.

His hands were rougher, larger, as he spread me wide and leaned in to suck at my clit. My hard nipples shot jolts of pleasure to my pussy each time the priests pinched them. I was vaguely aware, out of the corner of my eye, of Sister Lisa straddling Father William on a pew, her voice filling the chamber as she cried out in pleasure.

Father Lawrence licked me harder and faster than Sister Lisa, driving me into a frenzy with his pace. I felt something long and stiff, but thin, press against my virgin slit. Shock and fear pulsed through me. I wasn’t ready to give up my virginity, even if it was the right thing to do. Even if the priests demanded it. I knew that I couldn’t fight God’s will, but I was still afraid of what might happen to me once my innocence was lost.

Even so, when Father Lawrence slipped his finger inside me, I felt a warmth like I’d never known. A deep pressure ballooned in my stomach, and as he pulled my swollen clit into his mouth and curled his finger, I felt that pressure explode. I cried out as pleasure swept through me in waves, my body jerking as the three priests touched and teased me into a blind, forceful orgasm. My first.

But I immediately wanted more.

Even as Father Lawrence straightened up, rising between my legs, I knew I wanted more. Father Thomas and Father Samuel removed their hands from my breasts, and my body protested violently.

“Please,” I moaned, watching Father Lawrence move his cloak. “I need more…”

“Don’t worry, little one,” Father Samuel said, smiling down on me. “There will be plenty more. You’re our holy slut. You’ll be at our beck and call, whenever we need release.”

I panted, my chest heaving. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Father Lawrence, even when Sister Lisa’s cries of pleasure grew piercing. Father Lawrence was undressing, revealing himself to me. Of course, I knew what a cock was, and what it looked like. But Father Lawrence was intimidating; thick as my arm, and long as a cucumber. As much as my body craved another release, fear nipped at my nerves. I found my eyes watering as I looked up at him.

“Will it hurt?” I asked, whispering.

“Yes,” Father Lawrence said. “It will. But pain is a part of the initiation. God wants you to be in pain before you can experience pleasure.”

Gulping, I nodded. A tear spilled down my cheek. Deep down, I knew this was all wrong. It didn’t feel holy. It felt dirty and lustful. But as Father Samuel came to stand at my head, reaching for my breasts again, I could only groan and throw my head back in pleasure. My head hung off the side of the altar. To my confusion, Father Samuel fiddled with his pants until he, too, was exposed. He seemed smaller than Father Lawrence, whose hands kneaded my thighs.

“If you suck this, little one, you might find yourself adequately distracted,” he said, and his lewd grin wasn’t lost on me. But I had little choice as he thrust forward, past my lips, moving against my tongue. He tasted musky and salty, a drip of something warm moving down my throat as he slid between my lips. Between my legs, I could feel Father Lawrence pressing his cock against my slit. It hurt, spreading me wide. I tensed, preparing myself for the pain. I tried, as Father Samuel said, to focus on the sensation of his cock in my mouth.

“Suck it, Sister Megan,” Father Samuel ordered. “You must learn to please us with your whole body.”

I was crying hard now as Father Lawrence eased his way into my untouched slit. Still, I tried to obey Father Samuel’s command, sucking his cock into my throat even as he jerked his hips against my mouth. His scrotum dragged against my nose, his cock driving deeper and deeper into my throat with each stroke. He still fondled my breasts, and I could feel my pussy dripping even as fear made my stomach clench and my eyes water.

“This is it,” Father Lawrence said, his cock nestled against my barrier. “Prepare yourself.”

I tried, but there was no way to prepare myself for the pain of Father Lawrence ripping into my virginity and tearing it apart. Father Samuel’s cock slid from my mouth and I screamed, the pain greater than I ever expected. Father Lawrence grunted as he drove his cock all the way to my womb, burying himself to the hilt. I felt his thumb rub my clit, and I felt pleasure, but it was overwhelmed by the pain of his entrance.

“The pain is God’s will,” Father Lawrence reminded me. “Hold still, or you will be punished.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks liberally, but I nodded, lying my head back. Immediately, Father Samuel was in my mouth again, using my throat as Father Lawrence used my pussy. I felt myself pinned between them. And the more they used me, the more natural it felt. I even began to enjoy it. Father Lawrence rubbed my clit steadily as he stroked his massive cock in and out of me. That same pressure began to build in my stomach.

“Oh, yes,” Father Samuel groaned, squeezing my breasts hard as his hips jerked and his cock swelled. He stabbed it deep into my throat, and I gave a muffled cry of surprise as I felt some warm and salty pumping into my mouth. Thick ropes of cum slid down my throat, making me gag.

He tasted sinful, but as I swallowed, filling my belly with his seed, I felt Father Lawrence drive himself against my womb one last time. The sense of being filled by the two priests at the same time drove me over the edge, and my climax hit suddenly, rolling over me, my pussy clenching to milk Father Lawrence’s spewing cock. His sperm filled my virgin womb, splashing against my walls, violating my very core.

“Yes, yes, Father, please,” I cried as soon as Father Samuel pulled himself out of my mouth. My thighs were clenched, calves pulling Father Lawrence deeper inside me. He ripped himself away, spreading my thighs wide again.

“Thank me for your pleasure,” he ordered. “It is only because I have made you so holy that you can enjoy this.”

“Thank you,” I panted. “Thank you, Father Lawrence…”

“She’s all yours, Father Thomas,” Father Lawrence said, stepping back. I leaned up on my elbows. Sister Lisa was laid out on the pew, Father William’s face buried between her legs. She moaned and bucked, grabbing her breasts and playing with her nipples. The sight had my heart pounding, but before I knew it Father Thomas had stepped between my legs, distracting me.

“Sister Lisa is making sure that we are properly aroused to fuck you, even once we have used you once,” he explained. I glanced over, watching Father Lawrence stand at Sister Lisa’s side. She took his limp cock in her mouth, muffled moans escaping her throat as she began to suck him, fondling his balls with her hand.

“Are you going to fuck me now, too, Father Thomas?”

“Yes, of course,” he said. “But I’ll need you on your stomach for the way I mean to use you.”

“What?” I asked. But my question was only answered by an action, as Father Samuel aided Father Thomas in flipping me over onto my back. Bent over the altar, I felt Father Thomas’ hard cock pressed between my cheeks. He unzippered himself, so that his flesh slid against my flesh. I moaned, pressing back against him instinctively.

“We need to make sure every part of you is anointed tonight,” Father Thomas said. I felt his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. Confused, I tried to look over my shoulder, but Father Samuel held my head down.

“Better not to look,” he said with a chuckle. “Keep sucking me, so that I’m ready to penetrate you next.”

His cock was limp, but he guided it between my lips. Behind me, I felt something moist against my rosebud. I had no idea what was going on, until I felt something big press against my hole. Clenching, I reared back in surprised protest. Surely, this wasn’t God’s will!

“Be still,” Father Thomas barked, no longer sounding like the fatherly man I loved so much. “Stop struggling. This is who you are meant to be, and what you are meant to do. Obey us.”

As he spoke, he eased his cock into my asshole, my tears flowing again. I lapped and licked at Father Samuel’s cock, having little other choice, my head firmly held between his hands. Father Thomas groaned as he eased himself all the way into my tender rosebud. The pain was intense, but the longer he held himself inside me, the more it seemed to feel like pleasure.

I was sure I was just confused, but as he began to thrust into me, I felt my hips moving upward to meet each stroke. He reached underneath me, finding my clit as he steadily pumped into my ass. Father Samuel’s cock was beginning to twitch to life again in my mouth, and I groaned around it, feeling my saliva drip down my chin.

Suddenly, Father Thomas grabbed my hips and yanked, pulling me against his cock with a groan. He ravaged me then, his cock drilling into my ass like a stallion. Using me like an animal, he growled down at me, possessive and violent. When he came, filling me with his seed, he slapped my ass and grabbed my hair, pulling my head back on my neck. I looked up at Father Samuel, pleading with my eyes for him to stop this. But he just smiled and patted my cheek as Father Thomas came hard enough to send his cum up against my guts.

He pulled out, slapping my ass again. Father Samuel stepped to the side, and someone else moved between my weak, shaking legs. Father Thomas grabbed my hair again and shoved his cock into my mouth.

“Clean me, Sister Megan,” he said. “You must care for our every need.”

Disgusted but obedient, I licked his cock clean.

“You’re doing so well so far,” I heard Father William speaking to me as he stood between my legs. “I hope you’re enjoying your anointment.”

I could only gurgle in response, my mouth full of Father Thomas’ cock. Father William slipped inside my pussy, his cock even bigger than Father Lawrence. I was so surprised that I spat Father William’s cock out and screamed. Father William’s fingers dug into my flesh as he spread me wide and laid into me recklessly. His strokes were long and hard.

“You are learning to love this, aren’t you?” Father Thomas said, pulling my face up by my chin once more. “Say it. Scream it, Sister Megan. Admit that you’re embracing your purpose. You are our vessel, to take our seed however we demand it.”

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling another climax build inside me. “Yes, Father. I’m a vessel…”

“What is it you want, Sister Megan?” Father William asked behind me, bucking inside me, pressing his cock to my womb and teasing me into prolonged pleasure.

“Please…I want…” I didn’t know how to say it without using vulgarity.

“You can say the word,” Father William laughed. “I want you to. Say it.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned, crying at how low I’d fallen even as the dirty word drove me higher than ever. “Fuck me, please, Father, I want you to fuck me! I need your cum!”

My words inspired him, and he rammed inside me harder than ever, shaking me to my core as he unleashed his seed into my womb.

“Thank you, oh, thank you, Father, I’m…I’m cummming…” Filling me pump by pump, he rode me into a climax that milked him dry.

He pulled out with a  wet plop, trailing cum down my thigh as he did. I moaned, sore all over from losing my virginity and from the multiple orgasms. I leaned up on my elbows. I thought that it was over, since I’d made all the priests cum once. But Father Samuel stepped between my legs, ripping my thighs open again.

“You didn’t think I was going to be satisfied with your mouth alone, did you?” He smiled, lining his cock up with my dripping pussy. He grabbed my shins and pushed my knees up against my chest. Groaning, he pushed into my slit, stretching me for the third time that night. I threw my head back, crying out as my sore body took even more abuse.

“Oh, Father Samuel,” I moaned. “Please…don’t go fast…”

I uttered a sharp cry as Father William grabbed my hair, pulled my head back, and slapped me across the face.

“You are never to tell one of us how we should use you,” he said, spitting down into my open mouth. “You are God’s property, and that makes you our property. Accept your new lot in life with a smile. You must only beg us for more, never less. Understand?”

Sobbing, I nodded, feeling Father Samuel thrust into me, hard and fast, as though he was punishing me.

“Oooh,” I heard Sister Lisa’s voice nearby and looked for her, wanting to find some relief in my friend. I soon learned to be careful what I wished for. “Can I join?”

“Of course, little Sister,” Father Lawrence said. “You can teach your fellow Sister a little something about bending to God’s will.”

Sister Lisa giggled; I looked up and saw her healthy breasts hovering above me, her blue eyes sparkling. Then she gave a playful squeal, and I found myself underneath her. She was on all fours, her head between my legs. Father Samuel stopped pumping for a moment, during which Sister Lisa lowered herself onto my shocked face and began to lick my pussy again.

I cried out at the pleasure of her soft tongue lapping at my tender sex, and heard her moan in pleasure when my tongue met her clit. I sensed what I was supposed to do, and licked at her slit, tasting the cum that the priests had left inside her. Her juices flowed down my throat, somewhat intoxicating. Her tongue, meanwhile, soothed the pain of Father Lawrence pummeling my slit; her tongue stroked from my clit downward, lapping at his cock each time he pulled it out.

“Oooh,” I heard her moan, her hips wiggling. “Can someone fuck me, please?”

I obviously couldn’t see who it was, but I became aware of a cock entering Sister Lisa from behind while I licked her pussy. This brought my tongue in line with the shaft as it pumped, and I even found myself licking and sucking the balls as they swung steadily, pounding against me.

My body was clenching again, the constant stimulation of Sister Lisa’s tongue on my clit and Father Samuel’s cock pounding against my womb. I felt the now-familiar pressure building in my stomach as my climax built. Moaning and writhing, I felt that I was drowning underneath Sister Lisa, trying to pleasure her while controlling my own orgasm. The man thrusting into her sped up, slamming faster, and soon I was shaking uncontrollably.

“That’s right,” someone said. “Give in to the pleasure. It’s your duty.”

Crying out, my voice muffled by the flesh in my mouth, I came again, spilling my juices down Father Samuel’s shaft and balls; he groaned, thrusting forward, spewing his cum into me, adding to the cum that dripped from me already. Burst after burst of hot cum filled me, making me feel full and sopping wet. I could sense the man above me coming to climax as well, and soon I tasted fresh cum dripping into my mouth from where it leaked from Sister Lisa’s pussy.

If I thought it was over then, I was wrong.

The anointing lasted all night, into the dawn. I was taken over and over again, in every hole, by every one of my beloved Fathers. When they finally let me rest, I was so coated and filled with cum that I could barely move. It sloshed in my stomach, leaked from my rosebud, and coated my pussy.

“You have been properly initiated into our sacred order,” Father Lawrence said, standing over me. “From now on, you are a holy vessel to be used at will. Do you accept this path, little Sister?”

“Yes, Father,” I panted. “I am honored to be your vessel.”

And I was. It was my calling, after all. I just hadn’t realized it.

Before I fell asleep, Father Lawrence told me one more thing. He told me that it was up to Sister Lisa and I to help recruit more sacred vessels for the priests. With all the beautiful, fresh young nuns coming into the convent, we would soon have an army of holy sluts to serve our Masters. I nodded, slipping off into dreams. I already couldn’t wait to wake up and begin my new life.


A Brat for the Bimbo Farm




Chapter One

“I HATE you!” I screamed as the car drove off.

I meant it, too. Every syllable. My “Daddy” was an absolute tool. First of all, he wasn’t even my real dad. He was just my adopted father. He adopted me when I was 16.

Second of all, he was a prick! I guess at 18 I was “too much” for him, so he dropped me off like a dog at his brothers’ farm to work for the summer. Did I have anything to say about it? No! I sure didn’t!

I threw some rocks at the dusty road that still showed signs of his retreat. My suitcase sat beside me. It was already too hot out. I was wearing my short shorts and a tied-up gingham halter, the only clothes suitable for the dry Texas heat. My flip-flops were dusty. I turned around.

The farmhouse made me groan. It was big and old and ugly. I could smell the animals out back already. I’d never even met my adopted uncle. He was probably just as much a jerk as my adopted dad.

I heaved my suitcase up. Yeah, he must be a jerk. Or else he’d be out here welcoming me and helping with my luggage! I groaned as the heavy bag slapped against my tan calves. I don’t work out. I don’t need to. With my DD breasts and big, bubbly ass, building my upper body strength has never been a priority.

Daddy said I’d learn “how to work hard” this summer. We’ll just see about that. Uncle Rocky couldn’t make me do anything. Groaning, I set my suitcase down and knocked on the door.

There was no answer.

What the hell!

I knocked harder.

Still no answer.

It was sooo hot. I was beginning to soak through the shirt. I tried the doorknob, and to my relief it was open. I threw my bag in and collapsed into the blissful cool of the air conditioning.

Where was Uncle Rocky? On second thought, what did I care? The longer I went without seeing him, the better. I left my suitcase by the front door and began to explore the house. It was pretty hokey looking. Dumb pictures of dumb animals everywhere, quilts and wood furniture and stuff. There were two floors. The top floor had an empty bedroom that I assumed would be mine, and a not-so-empty bedroom that must have been Uncle Rocky’s.

Well, I guess it was rude of me or whatever, but I checked out Uncle Rocky’s room. Maybe I’d learn something about him. And I did. I learned that he watched a lot of porn. What a perv! There must have been a couple dozen DVDs. Who even watches porn on DVD anymore? He had a laptop, so he probably watched porn on that, too. I looked at some of the DVDS: Teenage Pussies Four, Accidental Gangbang, Bored Horny College Girls…

Disgusted, I threw them back down on the pile next to the TV and DVD player. Ew! He was into young girls. And guess what? I happened to be a young girl, with a body not unlike the girls in those pornos. I half wished I’d worn something a little more modest.

Then I smirked.

Whatever. This was kind of cool. It would be super fun, running around all summer in my tiny shorts and my bikinis, teasing him with my tight little virgin body, knowing he’d never, ever get to touch me. He’d spend all summer drooling over me, jerking off while he thought about me. I could probably get him to do whatever I wanted, the same way I did with Brett, my adopted brother.

That thought put a big smile on my face and I skipped from the room, down the stairs. Now, I couldn’t wait to meet him, and see his initial reaction at his adopted niece’s body and style of dressing. I even unbuttoned one of the buttons at the top of my tied-up halter, showing off a little more cleavage.

Downstairs, there was still no sign of him. I was thirsty after the long drive and the few minutes I spent out in the dry heat, not to mention the exertion of pulling my luggage inside. Going into the kitchen, I saw where a back door led out into the rest of the property. Ugh. It was all barns and animal pens and stuff. It looked really dirty. I was not looking forward to spending time here. It probably smelled like shit.

The tap water I poured into a glass tasted horrible. Geeze, couldn’t I catch a single break?! Frustrated, I poured it into the sink and opened the fridge. Inside, I was relieved to find a pitcher of water – probably filtered. I poured myself a big glass and tasted. Well, it didn’t taste great, but it certainly tasted better.

It had kind of a weird chemically taste to it, actually. Maybe it was some kind of chlorine or something, to purify the nasty tap water? Whatever, it was slaking my thirst. I poured another glass and opened the sliding back door, letting in another blast of Texas heat. Grimacing, I knew I really had to track down Uncle Rocky, so I slid the door closed and stepped out into the farm.

It did smell like shit.

A dog ran up to me, its tail wagging. It looked dirty, and I cringed away from its floppy, drooling tongue. I tried to walk away from it, but it followed me. Creepy little dog! And – oh my god! It wasn’t just annoying, it was horny! The dog’s dick was out! Ewwwww!

I walked faster, and the dog barked behind me, but it stopped following me. Thank god. The closest building to the main house was a barn, and I slipped inside. There was bales of hay and farm tools and all the shit you’d expect, but no Uncle Rocky. Going back onto the grounds, I spotted a big open space with some horses. It seemed better than going to the pig pen, so I groaned my way across the dusty yard to the fence.

Even before I got very close, I realized the horses were horny, too! There were four of them. Two of them had big, like gigantic, dicks! And even as I watched, one of them mounted one of the female horses and they started going at it! I nearly dropped my glass of water in surprise and disgust. Okay, maybe the pigs were safer.

Nope. The pigs were randy, too. And the bull in the smaller barn, and the sheep, and the goats! Even the two donkeys were sporting big, happy boners! What was going on here? Was it mating season? Must be. I didn’t know a single thing about farms, so that made sense to me, a little bit. But wouldn’t that mean they’d all have babies in the winter? Didn’t animals usually have babies in the spring?

At any rate, as much as I looked for him, I couldn’t find Uncle Rocky anywhere. I’d finished my glass of water and stomped back towards the house. This was real bullshit!


Chapter Two

“Hey!”

A loud, masculine voice carried over the flat ground in my direction. I turned to the right, and saw, past the horses, a man walking towards me. Finally! Well, he could meet me inside. I was hot and bored and tired and cranky. I kept stomping towards the house, not acknowledging any more of his shouts. He could see perfectly well where I was going and meet me there.

The air conditioning was a welcome change from the hot air outside. I needed more water, and poured a fresh glass. The pitcher was a little less than half-full. I put it back and looked out the glass door as Uncle Rocky approached, looking rather pissed.

He was older than Daddy, but not by much. He looked really strong, probably from all the farm work. He had a black beard and a cowboy hat over salt-and-pepper hair. He wore tight jeans, boots, and a plaid shirt. What a nerd. He really put this whole “down home farmer” shtick to good use.

The door slid open and he stepped inside.

“Now, why the hell didn’t you stop when I called to you?”

Those were his first words to me? Not “welcome”, not “nice to meet you”, not “hi I’m your Uncle Rocky”?

Two could play at that game!

“I was hot,” I said. “I’ve been looking for you for an hour! Didn’t Daddy tell you when we were coming?”

“You’re early,” he sneered, looking me up and down. “What the hell are you wearing?”

“I told you,” I said, setting the glass down with emphasis. “It’s hot.”

“Whatever,” Uncle Rocky said. “No wonder your Daddy sent you to me. I can see already, you need some straightening out.”

“Ugh,” I said. “I’m not doing anything you say, so don’t get any ideas.”

“Is that so?” Uncle Rocky gave me a cold smirk. “Funny, Katie, because I’m pretty sure that by the end of the summer, you’ll be doing everything I…wait. Where’d you get that water?”

His eyes widened as he looked at the half-drunk glass in front of me. I rolled my eyes. What, was water a precious commodity out here? Was he gonna charge me by the glass? Even with the air conditioner on, I was starting to feel really hot again.

“From the fridge,” I said. Uncle Rocky fixed me with a strange look, then pushed past me to open the fridge.

“Shit, girl,” he said. “How much of this did you drink?”

What a gross old weirdo! What did he care?

“Um, I don’t know,” I said. “A couple glasses.”

He closed the fridge, looked at me, and started laughing. Like, really hard. So hard that he had to lean his arm against the fridge to stay upright.

“What? What’s so funny?”

“Ha,” he said, recovering. “Oh, you’ll see.”

I put my hands on my hips, pouting. I didn’t like not being “in” on his stupid joke, and I wanted him to know it.

“I promise,” he said, straightening up, still smiling. “You’ll see, probably sooner than you think. Now, follow me.”

He moved across the kitchen to the sliding door. I just stood there, watching him. He had to know I wasn’t just going to follow him around. I was a little disappointed at how little he was bothered by my body. Wasn’t I just his type?

He stood outside the door, waiting. Not knowing what else to do, I stepped outside, closing the door behind me.

“I told you, I’m not…”

“I know what you said,” he said. “But it’s bullshit, and we both know it. If you want to eat, you work. Understand? You’re 18, not 8. I’m not feeding you, and you’re not sleeping in my house, unless you work.”

“You can’t starve me!” I protested.

“You’re an adult,” he said. “I don’t have to do anything for you. I can kick you out whenever I want. And do you think Daddy will come rescue you? If you remember correctly, he’s the one who brought you here.”

Damn! He had a point. Well, it was going to be a boring summer no matter what. I might as well do whatever stupid chores he wanted me to do. Seeing my surrender, he began to walk across the yard. I followed, staring down at my flip-flops and thinking dark thoughts. We came to a stop at the sloppy, gross pigpen.

The pigs were still fucking, and I scrunched up my nose as I watched them. It was totally gross!

“Here,” Uncle Rocky said, handing me a shovel.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” I said.

“Shovel the mud out of the pen,” he said.

“What! No way! First of all, those pigs are…are…”

“Are what? Doing what comes natural? I am well aware of what the pigs are doing, little girl.”

“Well, I’m wearing sandals,” I protested further. “I can’t do this in sandals!”

“Your problem, not mine,” he shrugged, and began to walk away. I called after him, cursing and yelling, but he didn’t budge. I looked back into the pig pen. This was bullshit! I wasn’t getting in there and getting my feet all dirty!

“Do it, or don’t eat, and sleep with the pigs tonight,” he called right before disappearing into the house. Ugh! He was a pig! I started to cry a little bit as I stepped over the low gate. Immediately, mud got all over my toes and feet. The pigs barely even seemed to notice me, they were so busy doing it. I started to shovel the mud into the big pile behind the pen, my muscles feeling sore by the third load.

I could hear the pigs going at it, and sometimes I snuck a peek when I turned. I was starting to get really, really hot. It was way too warm out to do this kind of work. But it was also like an inside heat. Like, the more I watched the pigs, who seemed to never get tired of fucking, the more I felt all weird and tingly inside. Kind of like I felt sometimes when I touched Brett, and it was just as unwelcome – more unwelcome, considered I was getting that feeling from watching animals having sex!

I shoveled the mud, feet away from fornicating hogs, for what felt like eternity. Finally, the sun began to go down a little bit, and Uncle Rocky came out of the house. I was coated in mud and dirt and sweat. My muscles were screaming for relief, and my cheeks were stained from my tears. My boobs felt way heavier than normal, and I guess all that hard work made my nipples hard, because they were uncomfortable under my bra. I whimpered as Uncle Rocky approached, feeling a fresh surge of that weird, hot tingly feeling.

“Good job,” he said slowly, looking into the pen. “Good enough, at least. Took you too damn long, though. Get out.”

Grateful enough to cry, I threw the shovel down and climbed over the fence. My short shorts were soaked through with sweat, clinging to my skin. My shirt was nearly see-through, as well.

“Thirsty?” Uncle Rocky said with a weird smile. I shrugged, stomping along at his side back to the house. “You can have a drink from the hose when I hose you off.”

“What?! I’m not a dog, you can’t just hose me off!”

“You don’t think I’d let you in the house looking – and smelling – like that, do you? I keep a very clean home, Katie. You’ll appreciate that when you’ve spent some time here.”

“This is crazy!” I said, stomping my foot and crossing my arms. But even as I protested, Uncle Rocky was reaching for the hose. Before I could run away, he blasted me with ice cold water, soaking me to the bone! My clothes were soaked, my hair was soaked, everything was soaked! My shirt might as well have disappeared, and even my bra clung to my skin – the cold water made my hard nipples even harder. I screamed and ran as soon as I got over the shock of the water.

“Good enough,” Uncle Rocky said again. “Go inside and shower before dinner. You’re still a dirty little brat.”

Pouting and sniffling, I ran into the house and up the stairs. I was so embarrassed! This was awful! The worst summer ever!

The air conditioning made my wet skin unbearably cold, so I turned the shower on as hot as it would go. Stripping off my clothes, I looked down and realized that my breasts looked a little bigger than I remembered them being. And as sensation began to return to my freezing body, so did the weird tingling. Nervously, I touched my chest, wondering what was up with me. The second I did, I moaned as a surprising wave of lewd sensation rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing my hard nipples. Shocked at my own behavior, I ripped my hands away and got into the shower.

What was happening? I’d never been super sexual. That stuff with Brett was just to get my way. I never actually wanted to do anything. Everytime I closed my eyes, I thought of those pigs fucking, and Uncle Rocky looking at me with those stern eyes of his. I bit my lip, enjoying the warm water running in streams over my body. Like a thousand little fingers dancing over my flesh. Over my stomach, down to my delta, between my legs…

I gasped as I parted my virgin lips and touched myself. The feeling was so good that my knees buckled, and it took an iron will to pull my hand away. What was I doing? I didn’t want to be masturbating in Uncle Rocky’s shower! I quickly shampooed and got out, rubbing myself dry with a towel.

My dirty clothes went into the hamper, and I changed into another outfit, nearly identical. It wasn’t late enough for pajamas, and the halter top-denim shorts combination was a good one: I still wanted to tempt Uncle Rocky, just for kicks, if I could. Plus, I really liked how sexy it made me feel, my breasts a little too large for the top now, the shorts pressing against my curves, up between my pussy lips…

Oh, my God! What was wrong with me!

“Dinner!”
 

Uncle Rocky hollered from downstairs, and I forced myself to go down and join him in the kitchen. The table was laden with a fresh salad, mashed potatoes, and fried chicken. I crinkled my nose. How countrified.

“Problem?” Uncle Rocky said snidely. My stomach grumbled and I moped down into my seat, shaking my head. We started eating in silence.

“So, did you have any questions about the farm?” Uncle Rocky eventually asked. I put my fork down and thought about that. I did, actually.

“Why are all the animals so…why are they all…I mean, all of them are…”

He waited for me to spit it out, but I was having problems using the word I wanted to use.  I knew there was a better word, but for some reason I could only think of the most vulgar term, which would probably get me in trouble with Uncle Rocky.

“Fucking?”

He finished my sentence, the word sliding easily from his lips. My thighs clenched together, a shudder going down my spine as he said it. That was really sexy, hearing my uncle say that.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, pretending to be grossed out.

“Well, Kate, I’m not just a farmer,” he said. “I’m also a scientist. I’ve developed a special breeding formula. It makes my animals very virile. And very fertile.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I understand that. So they’re just, like, horny all the time?”
 

“Something like that,” he said, giving me a strange smile. “Speaking of which, do you want to talk about why your father sent you to me?”
 

I blushed bright red, getting angry and upset – and embarrassed.

“No!” I said. “I don’t!”
 

“Are you sure? Maybe we can work together to figure out the root of the problem? What made you want to do those things with your brother?”
 

“Adopted brother,” I pouted. “And it wasn’t ‘those things’, it was just a couple of handjobs. And just so he’d let me take the car or give me a ride home from parties. It wasn’t that big a deal. Daddy just freaked out about it because he hates me!”
 

“Your father doesn’t hate you,” Uncle Rocky chided. “He loves you. More than you realize. He wants you to stay with him for a long time. He wants your relationship to get better, not worse.”
 

Blah, blah, blah. All shit I’d heard before.

“And he thinks that if you have an instinct to be slutty…”

“I don’t!” I protested, cutting him off. “And I don’t want to talk about it anymore!”

“Okay,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Suit yourself.”

I watched him bite into a big piece of fried chicken. Something about the raw animalism of the act, the juice dribbling down his chin, made me feel funny again. I realized with some horror that my nipples were hard. I hoped he couldn’t see! I hid my face and distracted myself with food. But it seemed like I couldn’t eat enough to fill up; or maybe like I was hungry for something else. Like a big, fat, juicy cock.

WHOA! Where did that come from? Was I going crazy?

“Do the dishes,” Uncle Rocky suddenly said. I looked up and realized our plates were clean. I didn’t try to fight him this time, just got up and began to wash the dishes, grateful that at least he couldn’t see my red face or my quivering thighs.


Chapter Three

“Come on,” he said after the dishes were done. “You can watch some TV with me before bed.”

Well, TV would distract me, if nothing else! My body wouldn’t stop sending me these strange, awful desires. I kept picturing myself on my hands and knees, my mouth wrapped around Uncle Rocky’s cock…

So gross!

Frustrated and desperate, I followed him into the living room. He flipped on some show and I sat on the opposite edge of the sofa from him. He smelled nice. Like, really nice. All manly and musky and….

He was my uncle! How could I be thinking of him like that!

Upset, I glanced over the couch at him.

What I saw was enough to make me cry out.

He had an erection! His sweatpants barely hid it! His cock was hard, making a tent under his pants. And it looked….big.

My pussy dripped. Something that big would feel really good inside me. Thrusting up into my virgin pussy, filling me up with nice, thick, warm cum….

No. No!

“Calm down,” Uncle Rocky said. “You’ll have to get used to this. I can’t help it.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” I whimpered, wondering why I was more aroused than disgusted. I just kept wondering what it would taste like…if I touched it, how it would feel…I wanted to rub it between my breasts, coat my nipples in his cum…

“I took the formula, too,” he said with a shrug. “I wouldn’t experiment on my animals before trying it myself. As a result, I’m in a nearly constant state of arousal. My cock is hard most of the day, and constantly producing massive amounts of cum. It’s grown very, very large.”

His eyes flicked over to me, and I saw something dark and awful pass through them. It made my stomach turn even as my body throbbed with want.

“You drank it too,” he said. “The formula.”

“What! You drugged me!?”

“No,” he said. “It was in the pitcher of water you drank. You drugged yourself.”

“What? What? Oh, my God…”

It was all starting to make sense! I drank the formula and now I was horny, wanting to mate, just like the animals! I groaned.

“How do I stop it?” I asked. “It’s awful, Uncle Rocky!”

“You can’t,” he said. “You’ll have to get used to it. And it doesn’t have to be awful.”

“What do you mean?” I said. Of course it was awful! This stuff was making me want to fuck my own uncle!

“Well, if you don’t give in to it, it’s going to get worse,” he said, idly. “You’ve only just begun to understand what the formula will do to you. The only thing that will give you any relief is getting fucked, every day, multiple times a day. You’ll want to suck every cock that comes your way, you’ll be starved for cum.”

“No,” I panted, unable to believe what he was saying – but knowing deep down that it was true. Already, just being around Uncle Rocky was making me want to touch myself. He was a man, with a dick, and I wanted to sit on his lap and grind against him…

“The formula does nice things to a man’s cock,” Uncle Rocky said with a smirk. “You want to see what I mean, don’t you?

“Wh-what?” I said, barely keeping track of the conversation. The TV kept playing but I didn’t even know what was happening on the screen.

“I know you do,” he said, still smirking. Suddenly, he reached down into the band of his sweatpants and pulled his cock out. Oh, my god! He wasn’t kidding about the length! It was a foot long, and thick as a soda can! My jaw dropped as I watched it, throbbing and red, little drips of pre-cum pooling at the top. Slowly, Uncle Rocky slid his hand up and down the shaft, making it shine with the lubricating cum. “You like it, don’t you?”
 

“Uh…uh…”

I couldn’t even begin to respond to that. I wanted that cock more than I could ever remember wanting anything, ever. My panties were soaked through just looking at it! My mouth watered at the thought of sucking the head between my lips and…

But this was my uncle! It was so dirty and gross! He was even older than Daddy! I couldn’t possibly want to have sex with him. What kind of dirty slut would I be if I did?

All the same, when Uncle Rocky put his cock back into his pants, I literally moaned in disappointment.

“Aww, poor little girl,” he said with a laugh. “All you want is a big cock, and there’s one right in front of you. But you can’t have it, can you? Because it belongs to your gross old uncle?”

Wow, he was saying everything I felt and thought!

“Well, I’ll tell you what. I didn’t just agree to this to teach you a lesson. I need a slut around the farm to service me. This formula gives me an inhuman libido. I need to relieve myself up to ten times a day. It gets a little tiring, using porn…”

Well, that explained what I’d found in his room! But he couldn’t possibly mean me?

“I wasn’t planning on giving you the formula,” he said. “I was planning on letting it happen slowly, and naturally. My body gives off certain pheromones now that – but you don’t need to know any of that. All you need to know is that we’re not blood related, but I’m still your uncle, so I know what’s best for you. It’s going to be a terrible summer, unless you play by my rules.”

“Your…your rules?” I asked, entranced by everything he was saying.

“They’re not hard to follow,” he said. “Mostly, you’re to be ready to service me whenever I tell you to. In return, you’ll have access to the only cock within a ten mile radius. And trust me, I can tell you’re already feeling the formula’s effects. It will only get worse from now on.”

I squirmed, squeezing my thighs together. I kept seeing his cock – big and red and so tasty…my uncle’s cock looked like heaven…

“You do whatever I say,” Uncle Rocky went on. “Starting now. Take that stupid blanket off.”

“What? Why?” I asked, clutching the blanket tighter.

“Because I told you to,” he barked. “And I’m in charge. I’ve got the only thing on this earth you’re going to want from here on out. You’ll choose cock and cum over food and water, I promise. Obey me, or you’ll spend this summer in hell. You may even be reduced to fucking the animals.  I wouldn’t be surprised…”

“No!” I protested. “I would never!”

“You would never gaze wantonly at your uncle’s cock, mouth and pussy watering for it either, would you? And yet here we are.”

I blinked back tears. He was so wrong…but he was also right! I wanted his cock so bad, it was like a fire inside me that needed to be put out.

“Take the blanket off. Do it, now,” he said. “If you don’t want to be a desperate little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all day. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “I’m doing you a favor here, Katie. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little slut to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, because your summer is going to be very unpleasant otherwise. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, for your own benefit. I could choose a much more willing and grateful girl. There are plenty in a small, boring town like this.”

My body was twisted with want, the formula strong in its effect. His cock looked so big and sexy. But doing what Uncle Rocky said seemed so wrong! It was one thing to give Brett a hand job; I never let him touch me and I barely even had to look at him. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up, that magnificent specimen between his legs making a tent in his sweats. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of the summer.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Have fun trying to take care of yourself. It won’t ever be enough.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Uncle Rocky touch my young, virgin body! My mind didn’t want that at all. But my body…it screamed for it.

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the blanket away from my body.

“Okay,” I said, sniffling, feeling tears well in my eyes. I felt dirty already, and we’d barely even done anything. Slowly, I stood up.

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Don’t waste my time, Katie,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My breasts felt bigger, heavier than before, like they’d grown. Looking down at my tiny halter top, I realized that they had grown! There was no denying it now. And my pussy was wet – soaked.

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. I could go upstairs and call Daddy and tell him I was sorry and that I needed to come home. But what would happen then? If I still felt like that…and I was stuck in a house with Daddy and Brett… that would be even worse than being stuck with Uncle Ricky!

I felt very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away.

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Uncle Rocky touch me was so wrong!

“Don’t move,” Uncle Rocky said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my skin. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, you dumb slut.”

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over! I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my halter top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my newly enormous tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me.

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are getting nice and big. They’ll only get bigger as time goes on and I use them. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to be used. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. This was just temporary, until the formula wore off. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“Use me!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.

“I bet you never let my poor nephew suck your tits, did you?” Uncle Rocky said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s gross. I didn’t let him touch me at all.”

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it.

“It is not gross. Nothing a man wants to do to you is gross. You need to learn to respect men. I don’t care if a man wants you to swallow his piss, you do it with a smile. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, Uncle Ricky,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the sofa. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples. I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet.

He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait all day. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Katie? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long? I’ve been hard and dripping all day, watching you prance around like a little slut.”

I nodded. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I said meekly.

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. I wanted him to suck my tits again. I wanted him to touch my aching pussy. But he said he wanted to punish me and…

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on my shorts, pulling them down, taking my drenched panties along for the ride. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. I was sure he could see how wet I was, dripping down my thighs. And then his hands were on my ass, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his cock against my ass! I moaned; his pre-cum and my juices mingled as he teased me. It was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted his huge, throbbing cock in my pussy. I wanted my uncle to fuck me. But then he moved away, and instead of the pleasure of his cock, I felt something totally different.

He slapped my ass.

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was 16 and I made Daddy mad. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices.

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. His cock, now protruding over his sweatpants, stared back at me. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Too bad. You don’t deserve it yet. First, I’m going to stuff that sweet little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. The thought of sucking that monster, swallowing all those drops of pre-cum, filling my belly with his seed, had my stomach clenching in desire.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grinned. “You’re excited to fuck your uncle’s cock. You can’t wait to taste me, right?”

“Please, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, plopping down on the couch and grabbing my tits. I was desperate to touch myself; just looking at his cock drove me wild.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“Did you do this for Brett, or did you just jerk him off?” Uncle Rocky stepped forward, his cock inches from my tongue. I drooled, watching it drip. I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat.”

He used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. It tasted delicious, and I sucked instinctively, wanting more.

My pussy was staining the couch as I gushed. He let me get used to the size of him for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head. Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat.

My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft.

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock. He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach.

My eyes rolled back as I tasted my uncle’s seed filling my belly. But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Uncle Rocky’s cum.

He pulled away, his cock not even looking very limp.

“Decent,” he said. “But you have a lot of training left before you’ll be worth anything.”

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked, spreading my legs for him, plunging one hand down to spread my lips. I was such a little slut, showing off my virgin pussy for my uncle, but I needed it so bad it hurt. He chuckled, ripping my hand away.

“I don’t think you deserve it yet,” he said. “Maybe tomorrow.”
 

My eyes went wide. I was so horny! I needed a dick in me, now! How could he be so cruel?

“Please,” I begged. “I neeeeed it.”

“I don’t care,” he said, and grabbed me. I let out a little squeal. “It’s bedtime, little girl.”

I crouched under him as he used my hair to pull me across the room and up the stairs. I whimpered like a dog the whole way. Finally, he pushed me into my bedroom.

“Lay down,” he said, and a small part of me hoped that when he saw me all splayed out, he wouldn’t be able to resist. His cock looked like it was already getting hard again. I hopped onto the bed and lay back, making sure my tits jiggled. He rolled his eyes and turned around.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed,” he said. He turned around suddenly holding some leathery straps, and came to the bed. He started at my feet. His touch on my ankle made me groan.

“What…why?” I moaned, squirming as he tightened the strap around my ankle and tied it to the bedpost.

“If you want me to fuck you, you’re going to have to play by my rules,” he said sternly. “That means no touching. I don’t trust you not to touch yourself.”

One by one, he attached my limbs to the posts. I was spread eagled on the bed, looking up at him in desperation.

“You’re so mean,” I cried.

“What makes you think I care about what a girl like you thinks of me?” he chuckled. “Have a good night.”

With that, he was gone, turning around and shutting off the light. I struggled against the binds, writhing on the mattress. The taste of him still throbbed on my tongue. I was so desperate for release, but I couldn’t even squeeze my thighs together; they were spread to wide. A constant trickle of arousal dripped from my virgin slit. All night long, I twisted and moaned in agony. Finally, though, just before dawn, I fell into a fevered, dream-filled slumber.

The dreams were awful. Almost as awful as being awake. I was on all fours in the middle of the farm. I was being used by all the animals! They pushed and fought to be the next to use my body, and I begged for more!

Waking up, I gasped. The sheets underneath me were soaked with my juices. The dream was filthy, and it haunted my brain. Groaning, my body came back to life, the same awful desire driving me crazy. When Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, I hoped against hope that he’d punished me enough and would finally relieve my suffering.


Chapter Four

“Did you sleep well?” Uncle Rocky asked. I shook my head. “Of course you didn’t.”

I looked down. His cock was hard, and my mouth watered.

“Please,” I whimpered, unable to bring my eyes away from his massive member. He chuckled as he unzipped himself, producing his long, hard, dripping cock. He stroked it, watching me struggle in my binds. “Fuck me?”

“Not yet,” he said. “Don’t you want breakfast?”

He came across the room and knelt on the bed. My heart beat hard. I could smell his musky arousal, the pre-cum constantly dribbling from the tip of his impossibly huge dick. He let it drop onto my torso, then straddled me. Grabbing my tits, he squeezed them. I groaned in satisfaction as he began to toy with my nipples. My pussy gushed at his rough treatment; at least one of my desires was being slaked.

His cock thrust against my stomach, spreading his pre-cum over and between my breasts. When I was covered in it, he stopped touching me, much to my dismay. Instead, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits. His musky, sweaty balls tasted like heaven on my tongue, and I groaned at the way he pinched and tortured my nipples.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Your tits are even bigger today, my little niece. You’re on your way to being a grade-A cock slave.”

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

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

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

“I guess you’ve earned something,” he growled as my hands went free. “Touch yourself.”

“Really?” I squealed?

He grinned indulgently and nodded. Immediately, I sent one hand between my legs, my hips arching as I slammed my fingers into my tight, virgin cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, my other hand moving to pleasure my clit. I looked up at Uncle Rocky as I fucked myself, the taste of his cum still on my lips, driving my passion forward. “Thank you, Uncle Rocky. Thank you, si…”

I never got to finish that sentence, because I started cumming like crazy. My already-drenched sheets got wetter as I came, my pussy clenching and sucking around my fingers. My eyes rolled back into my head, my tongue sticking out lewdly, drooling up at my Uncle as he watched his niece cum with his seed still staining her chin.

“Very good,” he said when my body finally ceased its spasms. “Now get up. It’s time for chores.”

I obeyed, reaching for my suitcase.

“Won’t need that,” he said, going to the door. “You work naked, Katie.”


Chapter Five

All day long, Uncle Rocky worked me hard. I lifted hay, fed the animals, cleaned the pens, washed down the horses (my eyes never left their huge, swinging dicks, my dream haunting me). And he worked my mouth, too. He wasn’t kidding about that formula making him virile; it seemed like once an hour he called me over to kneel before him and fuck him with my raw, aching throat.

We ate lunch outside. He fed me like the animals, setting my plate on the ground and  laughing as I ate it on my hands and knees. Not that I even had much appetite; he kept me so pumped full of cum that my stomach hurt.

“You’ve made great strides today,” he said finally when we were both finished eating. I looked up at him, feeling a sick pride in his words. My pussy was dripping again, my release that morning feeling like it was forever ago. I wondered when he would finally let me fuck that deliciously huge cock of his. I fantasized about it all day, how it would feel to have his cum in my womb instead of  my mouth.

I knew it was gross, because he was my uncle, but it was hard not to. My breasts were huge and swollen and tender, my cunt perpetually needy. The animals were always grunting and moaning as they rutted, and it only made me hornier and hornier.

“Are you going to fuck me, uncle?” I asked, my voice pleading.

“Kind of,” he said with a smirk, getting up from the hay bale he’d been sitting on. “Get up and lean over this. Now.”

I scurried to my feet, needing so badly to be filled. I didn’t care that we were outside, I didn’t care that he was my uncle. I just needed it. The straw was rough against my red, puffy nipples, and I moved slightly to stimulate them, enjoying the rough pleasure.

I felt his hand on the upper part of my back, pushing me down.

‘Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, my knees quivering in excitement. “I need this so bad…”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he chuckled, and then I felt his hand move lower. Both hands landed on my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I was so stupid and horny, I didn’t even realize what was happening. Behind me, I heard Uncle Rocky spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Uncle Rocky?”

“Hold still, little girl,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours since you got here.”

“What?!” I struggled to get up. “No! Not there!”

“Yes, here,” he chuckled. “You’re my niece, I’m in charge, and I’m going to fuck your ass. Or you’ll never feel me in that desperate, nasty cunt of yours.”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. But I couldn’t stand the idea of spending the whole summer like this, begging for his cock and never getting it. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain, getting the attention of Shep the farm dog. He came over, wagging his tail, watching his master fuck me in the ass. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Uncle Rocky shoving all twelve inches of his cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“It’ll feel good soon enough,” Uncle Rocky promised as he began to shift his hips against me. He reached a hand between my legs, tantalizing me with a second of satisfaction before he pulled away, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me. I just lay there, letting my uncle fuck my ass, waiting for it to “feel good”, like he said.

“Oh,” I moaned as he fucked me faster. The sensation was…strange. I found my hips beginning to respond to his strokes. Uncle Rocky grunted his approval, and rewarded me by slipping one hand around my waist and finding my clit with his fingers. Immediately, the pain became intense pleasure.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Yes, please! Thank you, Uncle Rocky! Fuck my ass, please, harder!”

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I rubbed my face and my tits into the straw, overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily.

“Cum,” he barked. “Cum for me, Katie.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I whimpered, my muscles going taut. He slammed his cock against me, his balls slapping my wet pussy. I cried out, howling like an animal as I came. He pushed himself into me farther than ever, almost kneeling over me to penetrate deeper, and burst. His throbbing cock pulsed as it released another generous helping of seed into my needy body. My spasms milked his balls dry, every ounce of cum drained into my ass.

“Very good,” Uncle Rocky said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. When I’m done with you, you’ll be able to fit a horse up this ass.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs.

“Now, get up. It’s time to mulch the compost pile. Go play in the shit like the little pig you are.”

He laughed as I wobbled up on shaky legs. He shoved a rake into my hands and led me by the arm to the mulch pit. After showing me how it was done, he shoved me in there and watched me, laughing the whole time. Pretty soon, I noticed he was hard again and crawled forward, ready to serve him


Chapter Six

That night, after being used a few dozen more times, I was tied to the bed again. I was allowed to shower at least, and I snuck a few orgasms in while I was in there. But it seemed like the more I came, the more I needed to cum. Being tied to the bed was torture. Eight whole hours without being able to play with my tits or fuck myself with my fingers.

I decided I needed to really step up my game. I needed to be fucked, and I’d do anything to make sure it happened soon, before I went totally crazy. So I decided I would act the part he wanted me to play. Dumb, sweet, cum princess. When he came to get me in the morning, I asked him to please let me serve him. Then I made him breakfast, and sucked his dick under the table while he ate. I did my morning chores before he was even up and out the door. He seemed impressed.

“You’ve acclimated quickly,” he said as I came to him with a basket full of eggs, kneeling in front of him, my fingers already reaching for his zipper, the outline of his hard cock visible. “Your tits must be heavy by now.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “They’re so big, it’s really distracting.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Come inside then. Before we start the day for real, I think you deserve a little treat.”

“Thank you, sir!” I cried. “Thank you so much!”
 

He held the door open for me and I crawled inside the way I knew he liked, on all fours. In the kitchen, I waited on my hands and knees. He came in, and I squealed as his big, strong arms lifted me up and lay me down on the wooden kitchen table.

“Are you finally going to fuck me?” I begged, spreading my drenched pussy again. “I need it sooooo bad.”

“No,” he said, slapping my hand away and standing between my legs, his hands reaching for my tits. I groaned, crestfallen. I almost felt like crying. Didn’t he know how badly he was torturing me? My pussy needed to be filled! “Stop whining. You’ll enjoy this.”

He kept pinching and rubbing my breasts until I calmed down.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Uncle Rocky, that feels good. You touch me really nicely.”

He smirked.

“Have you ever had a man go down on you?” he asked. I shook my head I didn’t really even know what that meant. I knew it meant a guy licking you down there, but it never sounded too appealing to me.

“Good,” he said. “I like showing my little niece all her first times. But I want you to beg me first.”

I pouted. I didn’t even think I wanted that. I wanted him to fuck me, not lick me! His hands on my tits squeezed hard enough to hurt, and I yelped.

“Beg,” he demanded.

“Please,” I moaned, writhing. “Please lick my pussy, Uncle!”

“Better,” he grunted. “You’ve finally started acting like the good little cum slut you should always have been. That’s the only reason I’m rewarding you. If you ever go bratty on me again, you’ll regret it.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Good,” he said, and I watched his head drop down. I squirmed as his hot breath snaked over my wet slit.

“Oh!” I exclaimed at how good it felt when that breath hit my clit. And then when he leaned in, his tongue tracing up from the bottom of my slit up to the top, I was gone. His lips wrapped around my clit, sucked, and I screamed.

“Uncle Rocky!” I yelled, my hands digging into his hair as my hips bucked. It was the best thing I’d ever felt! It was so much better than touching myself. He licked and suckled my clit, whipping his tongue around it until I was bucking and dripping onto the table. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I wanna cum, please don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. It only got better. I felt him press two fingers against my slit and then thrust them forward. Groaning, I let go. He pushed his fingers against my g-spot and sucked my clit between his lips at the same time, and I came like a runaway train.

I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never come so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Uncle Rocky used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Katie?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured.

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you come. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. And then, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Katie. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”

“Now get up, and suck me dry,” he said. I leapt to my phone, already drooling, his cock dripping and hard. I looked up at him in gratitude as I slurped him into my mouth, playing with my tits as I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft.

Uncle Rocky watched his teenage niece fuck him with her tender little mouth, slurping and sucking until he came, filling her belly with his seed. I imagine that was pretty nice for him, but nowhere near as nice as it was for me. I was growing to really love the feel of him in my mouth, and the taste of him sliding down my throat. It was almost enough to make me patient for feeling him inside me.


Chapter Seven

Another day went by and still Uncle Rocky refused to give me the one thing I needed most. All day long, I served him with my mouth or my ass, and when he tied me to the bed at night, he licked my pussy again. But he wouldn’t fuck me. I was started to wonder if he would ever fuck me.

“So, my little slut,” he said the next day. “Are you learning a lot about farm life?”

We were sitting outside the barn on hay bales. He had one hand between my legs, idly stroking my tortured pussy, not nearly hard enough to make me cum, just hard enough to make me squirm and moan in need.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned. In the distance, I could see two horses fucking, and it tortured me further. Why couldn’t Uncle Rocky fuck me like that?

“And you’re learning a lot about how to serve a man, aren’t you?” he said, reaching for my oversized tits and squeezing them. I groaned and nodded at the same time.

“Then I guess you’re as ready as you’ll ever be,” he said, pulling both hands away and standing up. I didn’t want to be disappointed, so I tried not to read too much into his statement. “Roll over.”

Immediately, I took the position we used for fucking my ass, my face and tits pressed into the hay, my ass in the air like an animal ready to be mated.

“My pretty little niece,” he said, grabbing my ass cheeks and squeezing them. “I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked. Maybe this is too soon after all…”

“No!” I cried. “Please, Uncle Rocky! I need you inside me! Please, fuck my teenage pussy, please!”

His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward. It hurt, but I needed it so bad that I felt like I had a fever. Finally, finally, I was going to feel my Uncle’s foot-long dick buried in my virgin pussy!

“Hold tight,” he said, and slammed all twelve inches into me. I screamed, my hands clawing at the straw, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed. This was really happening. I was letting my uncle take my virginity.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the hay, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me.

I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat. He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax.

But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my cum.”

“Please! Please, Uncle Rocky, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance. It was everything I dreamed it would be. For the first time since I arrived, I felt completely satisfied.

For the moment, at least.


Chapter Eight

That night, Uncle Rocky didn’t tie me up. Instead, I slept at the foot of his bed, right next to the dog. He said he wanted me to be close in case he woke up and wanted me to service him. I was more than happy, because that meant he might fuck me again. I was already craving his cum inside me, harder than before he’d fucked me, if that was possible! I was a full-on cum slut. I fell asleep only after a long night of tossing and turning and fucking myself, dreaming of Uncle Rocky taking me all sorts of ways.

“Katie,” I heard his voice calling me awake. “Katie!”

“Yes!” I cried, snapping into consciousness. The first thing I saw was Uncle Rocky’s beautiful, dripping cock, standing up under the sheets. Desperately, I crawled towards it, my huge breasts dragging along.

“Uncle Rocky, can I fuck you, please?” He hadn’t fucked me again after that first time, just using my mouth and ass again.

“You may,” he said. “Straddle me and ride my cock like the good little whore you are.”

I squealed in pleasure, throwing the sheets back and groaning as I laid eyes on his cock in all its glory. My mouth watered, but my pussy was absolutely soaked.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. When Uncle Rocky’s cock finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts bounced before his eyes, my hands coming up to tease and pinch my nipples. My tongue hung out like an animal as pleasure flooded my synapses, my cock-starved pussy finally feasting on his massive member.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to cum – quickly.

“Cum for me, Katie,” Uncle Rocky growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him.

For the first time, Uncle Rocky kissed me, grabbing my head and pulling it down to meet his. It was utter bliss, feeling his tongue filling my mouth as his cum pumped into my tight, unprotected slit.

Unprotected.

Suddenly, it dawned on me just what that meant, and I struggled against his grip.

“What?” he said, annoyed, as I pulled back. My eyes were wide with fear.

“I’m not on birth control!” I said. He started laughing.

“Of course you’re not,” he said. “And even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. The formula would counteract it.”

“But…but…”

“You’re a brood mare,” he chuckled. “What do you think you’re here for? Just to have fun playing with Uncle Rocky’s dick all summer? No. You’re going to be pregnant by the time I send you home to Daddy. He knows it. It’s the only way we can figure to make sure you don’t just lapse back into naughty behavior when you go home.”

“But I’m only 18!” I protested.

“What? Were you planning to be a Nobel peace prize recipient? You didn’t even get into college. Honestly, being your family’s little breeding slut is the nicest life you can ask for. When I’m done with you, it’ll be your Daddy’s turn, then Brett’s…”

I moaned in horror – and something else. Uncle Rocky’s cock was still tightly lodged in my pussy, and I squirmed a little around it. The thought of being used for the rest of my life by my family…only existing to be their cum dumpster and bear their children…

“See?” Uncle Rocky grinned. “You’re so turned on by the idea that you’re heating up. Getting it all nice and warm in there for my seed.”

He began to pump upwards, that magical dick of his never running out of steam. In one lithe motion, he flipped me over onto my stomach. I groaned as he slipped deeper than ever into my little cunt.

“You know this is what’s best for you,” he whispered into my ear. “How nice will it be? You’ll always have a cock to serve. Always have cum to swallow. Someone there to play with those big, aching tits of yours…”

My hips worked backwards against him, a climax building inside me.

“It’s all you’re good for,” he grunted, driving himself all the way against my womb. His second orgasm triggered mine, and I writhed in pleasure as my pussy sucked his cum deep into my body. “Good girl, take your uncle’s cum, just like you’re meant to…”

Yes. That is what I was meant for. I would bear his children…then Daddy’s children…the Brett’s children…

I groaned in utter ecstasy, letting my body be used for its ultimate purpose.

I was learning so much!


Chapter Nine

“Put on some clothes,” Uncle Rocky said when I came downstairs one morning, a month after coming to the farm. I was taken aback. I never wore clothes anymore. All the easier for Uncle Rocky to bend me over and fuck me at will. “Do it.”

Unwilling to argue, I ran back upstairs. I picked out a pleated denim skirt and a halter top. My breasts barely fit into the top, and the skirt rode up to show off my ass, but it was clothes. I went back downstairs and found Uncle Rocky standing in back, outside the sliding kitchen doors.

There was someone else out there with him.

I stopped short, heart thudding hard in my chest. A very handsome young black man was talking to Uncle Rocky. He didn’t notice me, but boy did I notice him. He was hot. My pussy immediately gushed. I was sure he’d notice the second I stepped outside. My nipples, as always, were diamond-hard, and now I imagined his hands squeezing my tits, using me like Uncle Rocky did.

Finally, they both noticed me standing in the kitchen and staring in at them. Uncle Rocky waved, looking impatient. The young man smiled. I meekly stepped outside.

“Katie, this is Lenny,” Uncle Rocky said. “He usually helps out around the farm. He’s been studying in Spain for the past month as part of his agriculture program at school.”

“Hi,” I said, wondering how much of my obvious lust he’d already noticed. He gave me a broad grin, looking me up and down like the piece of meat that I was.

“Katie, why don’t you go feed the pigs? Lenny and I will be doing work in the barn. Come see me after your morning chores.”

I pouted. I wanted to spend time with Lenny. It had been so long since I saw anyone but Uncle Rocky. He was about my age, and we would probably get along.

“Go!” Uncle Rocky barked, and I yelped, running off quickly to complete my chores. As usual, the animals were enjoying themselves, and the smell of sex and sound of grunting filled the air, driving my lust to cataclysmic heights. Maybe I rushed through my chores a little bit, but I just really wanted to see Lenny again and talk to him. Just to have a person my age to chat with would give me some relief.

But Uncle Rocky would never share me, would he? I was his property, and he probably didn’t like to share his toys. I was already talking myself down from my excitement when I entered the barn.

“Done already?” Uncle Rocky said when he saw me. It looked to me like they were just talking, but they had clearly just been doing something difficult, because they were both shirtless and sweating.

“Yes, uncle,” I said obediently.

“Alright,” he said suspiciously. “Well, come here.”

I came to stand beside him near the hay and the oat barrels. I smiled at Lenny, feeling a flush of ardor in my chest. I tamped it down. I just needed a friend, right? I didn’t really want to be even more of a slut than I already was.

“You think Lenny is handsome, don’t you, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said. I nodded, not sure where this was going. Surely Uncle Rocky didn’t want to, like, share me? He wouldn’t embarrass me like that, right? Uncle Rocky grinned. “Lenny knows all about my experiments.”

“Really?” I said, unable to take my eyes off his hard, sweating chest. No matter what my head told me, my pussy argued back.

“Yes,” Uncle Rocky said. “He’s interested in the sciences. And he knows you’ve ingested the formula.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, distracted by the smirk on Lenny’s face as he stood in the barn with his hands on his hips.

“Lenny, what would you like my little fuck slave to do for you first?”

That got my attention. Now that it was a reality, I kind of freaked out. Lenny was a stranger! At least Uncle Rocky was family. What would Lenny think of me? He seemed so nice and cool, I didn’t want to be a little fuck slave in front of him. I wanted to be a good girl!

“Gosh, I don’t know,” Lenny said. “I kind of want to watch her finger herself.”

“Oh, Katie, you’re lucky,” Uncle Rocky observed with a laugh. “You love fucking yourself, don’t you?”

I looked at Uncle Rocky, panicked. He couldn’t possibly make me do this, could he? It was so dirty! No dirtier than fucking your uncle and bearing his kids, but still!

Lenny’s eyes glittered as he looked at me.

“Is that so?” Lenny said. “Why don’t you hop up on that barrel and spread your legs for me.”

“Go,” Uncle Rocky barked, seeing my hesitation. He wanted Lenny to see what an awful little slut I was. Slowly, I made my way to the barrel and got up on it. My barely-there skirt didn’t conceal anything, least of all the constant stream of pussy juices that leaked down my thighs. I whimpered as Lenny came forward, his dark hands on my knees, splitting my legs even wider as he devoured the sight of my bare, glistening pussy. He reached up and snatched my top away, my enormous breasts bouncing free, nipples hard as pebbles. He licked his lips.

“Hmmm,” Lenny said, looking around the barn. “I want to watch her use a toy. Something like…”

His eyes landed on the far wall, where a rake hung. The handle was polished smooth. He grinned, grabbed it, and brought it back to me. He threw it against my body; the angle I was sitting sent it right between my pussy lips, smacking against my throbbing clit and burying between my breasts.

“Go ahead and start pleasuring yourself, Katie,” Uncle Rocky said through an appreciative grin. He was hard again, I could see it through his pants. What else was new. Lenny, though…

I focused on the outline of his cock under his pants as I began to obey, holding the rake in one hand as I shifted my hips up and down. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out as the polished handle grew slick from my juices and rubbed against my clit, up and down as I humped it.

“Do you have any nipple clamps, Rocky?” Lenny asked. I barely paid any attention to him. Of course I knew Uncle Rocky did. He liked to use them on me. I guess Uncle Rocky knew that Lenny was into that, because he produced them from his pocket and tossed them into Lenny’s hands.

With a grin, the young black man approached. I groaned, nearly exploding when he squeezed my tits, my hips still working the handle like a stripper pole. My nipples were nice and hard as Lenny applied the clamps, and my back went rigid as the flash of pleasure and pain shot through me.

Almost as soon as they were attached, I started to cum, gushing around the rake’s handle; desperate, I shoved the whole thing down between my legs and then up into my clenching pussy. My eyes rolled back as I came on the tool, bucking and humping it like the feral whore I was.

“Not bad at all,” Lenny said, watching my body go limp. “How’s her mouth?”

“Decent,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Go ahead, son.”

Lenny grinned as he pulled on the nipple clamps. I screamed, shoving myself off the barrel and onto the ground to minimize the pain. It left me kneeling in front of him, and it didn’t take me too long to figure out what I was supposed to do from there. I moved in close and undid his zipper, releasing his impressively-sized cock. I started drooling immediately, the response nearly Pavlovian. My mouth wrapped around the dark head of his cock, sucking his pre-cum into my throat with a grateful moan.

I immediately began to suck him hard and deep. When I felt his head hitting the back of  my throat, I moaned, loving the way it made me gag. Spit flowed down my chin onto my exposed breasts, even wetting my nipples in their clamps.

I looked up at Lenny, showing him how much I loved his cock, how much I appreciated it and was grateful to suck it. He grinned, then grabbed the back of my head and began to thrust. His cock was already deep in my throat, but his hips drove it deeper. My nose met his torso, the small dark curls of his pubic hair, and I smelled the deep manliness of his musk. I brought my hand to his balls, fondling them tenderly as he groaned in pleasure at my tongue and fingers.

Lenny held my head in place as he moved us, forcing me to scramble backwards. I felt my head hit the wooden barrel, and he used it as leverage to pin me in place. He leaned over, hands gripping the barrel, my body poised under his spread legs. The angle allowed him to go hard, fucking my face like it was a pussy, slamming his balls into my chin as I moaned and squirmed in pleasure.

I loved the way he violated my throat, treating me like the dirty little slut toy that I was. I drove a hand between my legs and my eyes rolled back as I came at once. Saliva drooled from my lips, I went rigid and sucked harder than ever in my climax. Lenny groaned, then burst into my throat, unleashing his first load of hot, sticky cum. It tasted different than Uncle Rocky’s, and I liked it.

I swallowed eagerly, but there was too much for me to take all at once, and some of it leaked down my chin onto my tits. Lenny kept his cock buried in my throat until it was limp, then pulled it out and grabbed my hair, forcing me to sit up straight.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, pointing to the cum that had dripped onto my chest. I drew my finger across my breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between my lips, moaning as I swallowed it. Only then did Lenny release me, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. I’ve been wondering when you’d get a real woman to practice on, Rocky. And you say she’s your niece?”

“By adoption,” Uncle Rocky explained. “Still, it’s nice to know she’ll never be able to get too far away.”

“Yeah, for sure, man,” Lenny said, his cock going limp. “How do you feel, slut?”

“I want more,” I moaned, not even knowing what I was saying, just feeling the need rising in me as my last climax faded away. “More, please.”

“More?” Uncle Rocky laughed. “Come here, Katie. Poor little slut needs something to suck. You can start with my balls.”

I crawled over to him, taking his cock in my hand and burying my face in his balls. I wrapped my tongue around them, coating them in my saliva, sucking them into my mouth. They tasted sweaty and musky, and I loved it. His cock dribbled pre-cum as I stroked it. Uncle Rocky leaned down just enough to unclamp my nipples, and I moaned in deep appreciation as relief flooded into them. Rocky pushed me away, lifted me up, and threw me onto a bale of hay.

“I don’t think her tits are going to get any bigger,” he said, speaking to Lenny, who came up to watch. “But they’re pretty nice as they are. Give them a nice long feel.”

Together, the men squeezed and slapped my tits, sucking my nipples, soothing them after the pain of the clamps. I squirmed, dripping onto the straw, needing to be filled again. If I had the rake, I would have used it to fuck myself again. Instead, I reached down for Lenny’s cock, hoping to get it hard again.

“Woah,” he chuckled. “Impatient little whore.”

“Please,” I whimpered as he went back to abusing my breasts.

“Not yet,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed my head, releasing my breasts. Lenny took over for him, rubbing me with both hands while I stroked his cock back to life. Uncle Rocky positioned himself at my mouth, and I leaned in eagerly, ready to suck him down and taste his delicious cum.

He put a gentle pressure on my scalp and I swallowed his tip between my lips. Lenny’s cock was hardening, his pre-cum lubing the shaft as I stroked it. He was enjoying my tits almost as much as I enjoyed him playing with them.

“Shit,” Lenny hissed. “I’m ready to go again.”

“I haven’t had the chance to put two dicks in her at once,” Uncle Rocky observed. “Think you can handle taking her ass?”

Lenny grinned, the only answer he needed.

“Wait,” I panted, pulling my mouth from Uncle Rocky’s cock. “I can’t take it!”
“Of course you can,” Uncle Rocky growled. “The way I’ve been fucking you, you’ll be able to take the whole town by the time summer ends. And you just might, if you’re a good girl and obey me.”

I didn’t have time to make sense of that little bomb, because I was being flipped over and turned around. As Uncle Rocky leaned back against one of the hay bales, Lenny used his strong workman’s arms to lift me. I straddled my Uncle, moaning in pleasure as his massive cock began to thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

Any fear I had disappeared as my body’s desires took over. As soon as Lenny let go of me, I started fucking Uncle Rocky, driving his cock deep against my womb. He grabbed my tits, squeezing them and sucking my nipples as I leaned over his body. I felt Lenny grab me again, holding me down on Uncle Rocky’s cock.

“Ooooh,” I cried out as my Uncle thrust upward at the same time Lenny positioned himself against my ass and shoved downward. Lenny was smaller than Uncle Rocky, and my ass stretched easily to fit him. I was pinned between the men, Lenny’s weight on my lower back, Uncle Rocky’s hands wrapping around the backs of my thighs. “So full…”

It was a sensation like I’d never known before, so deep and full that my mind went totally blank. Even as they began to fuck me, each timing their thrusts so that I was stuffed full at all times, I couldn’t think of anything. My tongue wagged like an animal as my eyes rolled back and pleasure rolled through me.

“Ha,” Uncle Rocky bit out below me. “I knew she’d love it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Feels so good…want cum…”

“Hot little slut,” Lenny moaned approvingly behind me. He smacked my ass as he fucked me, his black cock driving between my creamy white ass cheeks.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”
My climax came on so suddenly and so strong that I went totally still, my whole body rigid. My pussy and my ass both clenched down around the cocks filling them, and I felt Lenny’s cock throbbing in my ass. He groaned as he came, emptying into my asshole while Uncle Rocky continued to thrust against my womb. The warm, thick seed filling my stomach made my head spin, and once Uncle Rocky started to explode inside me, I was sure the pleasure would break me.

“M-More! I need more!” I heard my voice crying out as they both began to wilt. “Please, I want more!”

A sudden slap to the face shocked me back to reality. I shrank back, feeling cold and empty as the two men pushed me off them and onto the hay.

“Stop being so ungrateful,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed me by the chin, forcing my lips to open. Leaning down, he spit into my mouth. “You’re my whore, and you get what I want to give you. And you be grateful for it, understand?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I murmured, ashamed of my outburst. “I’m sorry, sir. Thank you for fucking me.”

“And thank Lenny, too,” Uncle Rocky said, releasing my chin. I looked up at the smiling, handsome man.

“Thank you for cumming in my ass,” I said dutifully. He laughed.

“Anytime,” he said. “Seriously.”

“You know,” Uncle Rocky said. “The only problem with her so far is that she isn’t pregnant. It’s been nearly a month of daily fucking, and she still hasn’t been fertilized.”

“Weird,” Lenny said, scratching his chin. The two men began to talk over me, discussing science-type things that didn’t make any sense at all to me. My swollen pussy lips were coated in my own pleasure and their cum, and I gently traced my finger up and down, collecting a nice dollop of their seed to suck down.

“Hungry, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said, noticing my actions. I nodded. ‘Then go make us lunch. Bring out some sandwiches for Lenny and I.”

“Okay,” I said, hopping to my feet and skipping into the house, happy to have something to do. Maybe if I fed them good, they’d get their energy back and want to fuck me again!


Chapter Ten

“If you make me late…”

“I’m sorry, Uncle Rocky!” I said, running down the stairs. It had taken me longer than I expected to get dressed for our day at the county fair. Mostly because it had been so long since I wore clothes that I pretty much forgot how they were supposed to look or feel.

Uncle Rocky told me to dress nice, so I picked a short gingham dress that showed off my oversized breasts and my thighs, which were growing thick and muscular from all the physical labor I performed every day. Riding a man is a lot more fun than squats, and it uses basically the same muscles!

“Ready?” He sounded exasperated as I turned the corner, putting my hair up. I nodded, bouncing out the door. I was so excited! It was going to be my first day off the farm in two months! I hopped into the truck, nearly wetting the seat beneath me as I did. The back of the truck was loaded up with the things for Uncle Rocky’s booth.

He was going to be showing off his magical breeding formula. I was so proud of him. What he made was really so wonderful. I, for one, had never been happier. I’d finally gotten pregnant, a month earlier. It didn’t stop our constant lust for each other, but it did make it feel more special.

Uncle Rocky got in beside me, and as soon as the truck came to life I realized I would enjoy the ride into town, maybe even more than the fair itself. The old truck rattled and buzzed underneath me, and each bump in the road made me moan as the vibrations rolled up my body.

“C’mere,” Uncle Rocky growled, grabbing my head and pulling me towards him. His cock was nice and hard for me, and I immediately started sucking him as he drove, fingering myself at the same time. I moaned in pleasure as the ride went over a particularly bumpy path; by the time we got to the highway, I’d already cum twice!

Uncle Rocky steered the truck with one hand, using the other to hold my head down against his cock. My ass pressed up against the window, and I began to hear a lot of honking and stuff. I realized that anyone on that side of the car would have a view of my dripping wet pussy!

The thought turned me on, and I thrust my fingers inside myself, slobbering as I moaned over Uncle Rocky’s fat cock. He grunted, thrusting his hips up one time before exploding into my mouth. I swallowed every drop before coming up for air, covering his neck in kisses of gratitude while still giving the rest of the drivers on the road a show to die for.

I was almost disappointed when we got to the fairgrounds and the ride was over.

If only I knew what was in store for me…

Uncle Rocky picked up the information for his booth, and we drove through the packed crowds to the unloading zone for the animal booths. The air smelled like hay and manure and grass and beer and cotton candy. It was loud and exciting, and since it was my first taste of the outside world since June, I soaked it all in.

The best part was all the men. There were hundreds of them. All sorts. Young, old, fat, skinny, muscular and geeky. Every one of them gave my hot, curvy body an appreciative look, and I, in turn, fantasized about their cocks, staring wantonly at their crotches.

“Stop ogling the crowd and help me,” Uncle Rocky barked.

“Sorry, sir,” I yelped. “Sorry!”

I helped him set up the signs and the table with all the information on it.

“Uncle Rocky,” I said, curious. “It says ‘live, interactive demonstration’ on the sign, but we didn’t bring any of the animals with us?”

“Yes, we did,” he said with a chuckle. I hummed my confusion, looking back in the truck to see if I had missed something. Bending over, my dress was so short that my ass was on full display, and I heard some hooting and whistling from passing men. I turned back to Uncle Rocky, thoroughly confused.

“I’m talking about you, Katie,” he said, frustrated by my stupidity.

What?!

“I don’t understand,” I said. “How are you going to demonstrate with me?”

“You’re about as good as an animal,” he said, grinning. “Better, because you’ll show the men just how good their lives could be if they introduce my formula to every part of their lives. You’re going to be ridden like a prize pony today, Katie, and you better perform! If you fuck this up for me, you’ll be punished.”

I was totally floored. Tears sprang to my eyes. I couldn’t believe Uncle Rocky was going to use me as a live demonstration! What did that even mean? Was he going to…were they going to…all these men?!?!

“I love it when you get that look on your face,” he grinned. “Come here, let me warm up your ass before the crowd gets to it.”

Unable to help or stop myself, I moaned in pleasure as he pulled out his cock.

“Anyone want a sneak peek at the festivities?” He called out to the other men who were setting up their booths. Slowly, they started to come over, curious looks on their faces. I’d only been with Lenny and Uncle Rocky…this was too many! And they were all going to watch me let my Uncle fuck my tight, teenage ass! Biting my lip, I let Uncle Rocky bend me over the table. He pulled the skirt of my dress up over my hips and slapped my generous ass cheeks once.

“In a few short hours, gentleman,” he announced, sliding his meaty cock up and down between my cheeks to get me nice and lubed up. “You’ll have your chance to see what my special breeding formula can do for you. Good for horses, pigs, sheep…”

Uncle Rocky spread my cheeks wide, placed himself against my rosebud, and immediately sank all 12 inches of his cock into my asshole. I groaned, warmth spreading up my spine as he fucked me.

“…and bratty little teenagers,” he finished his spiel. I tried not to look around at the men who were watching, all of them wearing expressions of lewd excitement. I closed my eyes and let my body take over. It felt so good, having Uncle’s big cock in my ass. Soon, I was fucking him back, moving my hips and begging him to go deeper and harder.

“Hell, I can’t wait!”

“Look at that, she’s begging him to cum in her ass!”

“I think she just squirted!”

The men cheered Uncle Rocky on as he made my body bounce; my tits, barely contained in the dress, flew out, moving with each slamming thrust.

“Yeah, please,” I moaned, needing to feel his hot cum filling me up. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I want it so bad…”

“Fuck yeah, you do,” he grunted, and pulled my hips back as his balls churned and cum spewed into me, burst after burst driving me wild, my orgasm ripping through me, juices trickling down my thighs. Uncle Rocky pulled away, dripping cum behind him, slapping my ass again as he put himself away and faced the crowd.

“Two o’clock, gentleman,” he said. “Any hole you choose. Free for today only. One ride and you’ll know exactly what Rocky’s Breeding Milk can do for your farm, and your bedroom!”

The crowd clapped, cheering and hooting before slowly drifting back to their own booths. Panting, I glanced at the big clock hanging in the center of the outdoor exhibition area. It was noon. I only had two hours before…

“Let’s get you all ready to go,” Uncle Rocky said, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me up. “I had to get special permission to use the pen, since you’re not technically livestock. But we can’t have women and children walking by and seeing my slutty little niece in action.”

The pen was only a few feet from the booth; the other pens were all occupied by horses or cows or pigs. It smelled like animals, and sounded like animals, too. Uncle Rocky pushed me into the hay and the dirt, then introduced something new and strange to me. It was a kind of stocks, like the kind they used to punish criminals in, but they were portable, and lower to the ground. On my hands and knees, with my head firmly locked in between two slabs, I had very limited range of movement. Uncle Rocky walked all around me, examining me.

“It’ll do,” he said, and came to his knees. I felt him struggle with my dress, unzipping it and forcing it down my hips until I was totally naked. Tears threatened my cheeks again as I realized I really was no better than the horse next to me, or the pig on the other side. I was just an animal, domesticated to be useful to men.

“Very nice,” Uncle Rocky said. “I think this will sell a lot of formula. As long as you can keep up. And remember, if you fuck up…”

“I won’t, Uncle Rocky,” I promised, determined to make him proud. If I had to be an animal, I might as well be a good one! “I’ll do my very best.”

“Yes, you will,” Uncle Rocky said, a warning in his tone. “Now, I’m going to leave you here. Be a good girl and be prepared for me when I bring the first group in.”

“I love you, Uncle Rocky,” I blurted out, not really knowing why I said it, but knowing it was true.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving as he left me alone in the pen, among the cattle and swine, waiting to service any man who came by. This was my life now. The thought of it scared me, but my pussy leaked with anticipation. I focused on the positives. By the end of the day, I’d be full of cum, and Uncle Rocky would be so proud of me…

I’d show him what a good girl I was. I’d be the best little niece ever. The best animal at the whole fair!


Chapter Eleven

When Uncle Rocky brought the first group in, my jaw dropped to the floor.

There were enough men to fill the whole pen – and some waiting outside!

And they all looked at me with the same lecherous smiles.

“Gentleman,” Uncle Rocky said, standing beside my stock-locked head. “I present my living, breathing breeding toy. She unwittingly – but willingly – took a dosage of my formula, and ever since then she has maintained a constant need for sex and a hunger for cum. Isn’t that right, Katie?”

Nervous and overwhelmed by the sheer number of men I was about to service, I could only nod.

“She has already been fertilized, which is the only reason I’m letting you lads have a go at her,” Uncle Rocky said, and the crowd laughed genially. “Now, you’ll see that her breasts are quite large – they started at double-D size, and now are at least an F. They’ll only get larger as she is used for her purpose of breeding.”

His words made me blush bright red. For maybe the first time in a long time, I realized just how low I’d sunk. I was no longer a human. I was just cattle, to be bred. Talked about like a dog or a prize pig. Like his property.

With his seed in my belly and my pussy constantly dripping, needy for his cock, I guess I was his property.

“Now, the breeding formula makes her extremely horny, but it didn’t affect her mind at all, so you may find some resistance at first. They’ll have to be willing to be used, but in time they’ll come around to the idea, as their desire for cum will overwhelm their autonomy.”

The men nodded along.

“Now, without further ado,” Uncle Rocky said, stepping to the side and sweeping his arm out over me with a flourish. “I implore you to be civil and take your turns. Have at her, boys.”

There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. One man came forward. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my tits for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get ready to suck!”

The crowd laughed and cheered; my legs were wet with the arousal dripping down my thighs. I closed my eyes and waited to be used.

Someone circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” another man said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, wondering if Uncle Rocky was still there, if he could see the way I was being treated.

“You better be,” the man who’d slapped me growled, unzipping himself before my face. I peered out through my eyelids. Behind me, I felt a man bind my wrists together tightly. I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum. For all my fear and shame and disgust, the smell of animals and hay and men filled the air and triggered all my arousal. It was like all the times Uncle Rocky bent me over in the barn, or fucked me outside the pig pen, only there were a dozen Uncle Rockys.

The first man stepped forward, showing off his long, thick cock, dribbling pre-cum from the tip.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my cheeks, pulling my head as far as the stocks would allow.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue. He was standing over me, looking down into my wide blue eyes as he fucked my mouth. He was so rough with me. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat, the crowd cheering him on. Smirking, he spat down onto my face, aiming for my eye. I moaned my thanks for his gift, hoping that Uncle Rocky could see how good I was doing. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. He pulled away violently, keeping his hands on my cheeks.

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, growing desperate for his cum. My stomach rumbled for it. The rest of the men in the room kind of faded away. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

“Where do you want my cum, trash?” His hips were jerking, and I felt he must be close to cumming.

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered.

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting once more, this time into my mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat. I was beginning to relax; sucking cock always did that. It was almost like a pacifier for me.

“That all you got?” Another man said, pushing himself forward. “That’s not how you rape a slut’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He tasted funny, kind of dirty, but I stopped myself from reacting to it. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. I couldn’t see who, but someone came around behind me and dropped down. I felt his hands on my tits, kneading them hard and pinching my nipples. The sensation went straight to my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as the man filled my mouth with his seed. I could feel a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“That’s a good little girl,” the voice said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that jizz.”

I shuddered in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. The man in front of me stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

A third man pushed his way in front of me, stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. He was very much on the smaller side, so it was much easier for him to violate my throat with his whole cock, and my nose buried into his pubes, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, the formula working its magic, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied. Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around a cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me.

They weren’t men anymore, except in the way they smelled. They were cocks, beautiful, hard, long, fat, throbbing cocks. And I was the little teenage slut who was lucky enough to service them all!

“Cum again, whore,” a voice said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as someone split my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still the man in front of me fucked my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as one pulled out and another man took his place.

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the man between my legs rammed against my womb, showing everyone how much I loved cum. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little cum dumpster?” The question came from the man between my legs; when I looked up, I could see faces looking back down, waiting for my response; for every face, there was a beautiful, hard cock, waiting for me to worship.

“I love it, sir,” I cooed. “I want more, please. Please give me more…”

Another man approached. He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down. I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix.  A cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle.

“Cum, bitch,” someone ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while another man stepped between my legs. This time, I felt my thighs lifted further, and a hand smearing the cum from my pussy onto my asshole. While one man humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, another was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the men approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. Some of them laughed, some of them spit on me, all of them knew that I was just a cum slut, willing to take all of it if it meant I’d get to cum on a dick. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way the men fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Slowly, the room emptied. More came, but not forever. Eventually, there were only a few men left to please. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered every time a hand landed on my body. The last man, a huge fat guy with a long cock, emptied his balls onto my bare back, the sticky cum dripping down my waist and around the bottoms of my breast.

He left me, and I was alone. I had no idea how much time had passed, no idea how many men had just used me for their pleasure. Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, looking down at his cum-soaked niece with his hands on his hips.

“I thought that might actually be too much for you,” he said thoughtfully. “But you really did love that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Was really good.”

“What a disgusting little pig,” he laughed. “This formula is going to make me a millionaire. I’ve already sold out. We’ll have to bring more tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Of course,” he said. “The county fair lasts all week. Though if enough men get their hands on my formula, there might not be anyone left who needs their cock sucked.”

He laughed at that, and came forward, unlocking the stocks so I could remove my head. I was too weak to stand, but Uncle Rocky didn’t show any signs of helping me, so I crawled along behind him, my knees and palms dirty.


Chapter Twelve

“Please, Uncle Rocky, please don’t make me,” I begged on my hands and knees. We stood outside, and I was at his feet, crying as I looked up at him.

“It’s not my decision,” he said with a shrug. “You’ll be back once the baby comes. But you know you have to go home. You don’t belong here.”

“What do you mean?” I whined. “I love you. I’m your perfect little fuck toy, aren’t I?”

“You’re alright,” he said with a shrug. “I’m a little tired of you, to be honest. There’s a new girl who’s interested in the job. She’ll take your place until you’re ready to deliver. Then again when I send you back to Daddy.”

“But…but…”

My eyes filled with tears. It was the end of summer, and I was two months pregnant. But now Daddy was on his way to pick me up and bring me back to the city! Uncle Rocky said it was better, because I could go to a OBGYN during my pregnancy and be sure to deliver a nice, big, healthy baby. It would make it easier for me to get pregnant again after that.

I would be allowed to return when I had my baby, to come back here for a few months so Uncle Rocky could fertilize me again, but really I was supposed to live with Daddy and Brett. But I didn’t want to. After all Uncle Rocky had showed me, all we’d been through, I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving him.

Obviously, he didn’t feel the same.

“Thank God,” he muttered. A cloud of dust appeared on the horizon. “Get up.”

“No!” I wailed, throwing my arms around his legs. What would I do without Uncle Rocky to satisfy me? Who would I serve? I would have to walk the streets, begging for cock to suck and fuck…

“Get up!” Uncle Rocky spat, grabbing me under the arms and pulling me to my feet. We watched the road together, until Daddy’s car pulled up. He stopped the car and got out.

“Well,” Daddy said. “It’s been a long summer. Have you learned about being a good girl, Katie?”

I blinked, sniffling, and shrugged. I turned to Uncle Rocky, throwing my arms around him.

“Are you sure?” I whispered one last time. He pushed me off, rolling his eyes. He grabbed my suitcase, throwing it in the back.

“She’s about two months,” he said, walking over to Daddy. They shook hands. “And by now she’s pretty well trained. Shouldn’t give you any trouble.”

“Right,” Daddy said. “Can’t thank you enough, Rocky.”

“Sure,” Uncle Rocky said, and started to walk back to the house without even saying goodbye! I started to follow him, but Daddy grabbed my arm and dragged me into the car. He slammed the door shut, got in beside me, and we started down the road. I started to cry, and Daddy looked at me sympathetically.

“You really had a good summer, huh, baby girl?”

I nodded.

“I…I don’t know what I’m going to do,” I moaned. I was already itching for a fix, my pussy craving a load of cum to satisfy it for a while.

“What do you mean?” Daddy asked. I turned to him.

“Well, you know what Uncle Rocky did to me, right?” I asked. Wasn’t this Daddy’s whole plan? To get me pregnant so I would behave?

“Sure,” Daddy said. “He turned you into a perfect little breeding slave.”

I was a little shocked to hear Daddy say it like that. Daddy smiled.

“What?” He said. “Do you think I’d let Uncle Rocky have all the fun? No, baby girl. Now, get down here and show me what you’ve learned.”

Before I knew what was happening, Daddy grabbed the back of my neck and yanked me down, until my mouth was on his lap. Under his jeans, I could feel his cock, hard and throbbing. My heart fluttered with hope.

“Really, Daddy?” I said, looking up at him as I worked his zipper.

“Stop talking and suck,” Daddy ordered.

“Thank you,” I moaned, looking down at my new favorite cock and tasting it for the first time. Things were going to be alright, after all! I loved my family. What would I do without them? Daddy drove us down the road, back to the city, and I sucked him dry twice on the way. I was so grateful to be going home, where I had two men to service!
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