
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bratty Little Tease

by

Betty Black


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

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

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

Version 2012.04.22

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


Table of Contents

Bratty Little Tease

Before We Give Her Away

The Brat’s Forbidden Submission


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.”


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!
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